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CHAPTER ONE 


At nine o’clock the Variety Theatre was still almost empty. In 
the balcony and orchestra stalls a few persons waited, lost amidst 
the garnet-coloured velvet seats, in the faint light of the half 
extinguished gasalier, The huge crimson curtain was enveloped 
m shadow, and not a sound came from the stage behind The 
foot-lights were not yet lit up, and the seats of the musicians 
were unoccupied. High up, however, in the third galleiy, close 
to the roof— displaying figures of naked women and children 
floating among clouds, to which the gas imparted a greenish 
tinge — were heard the sounds of shouts and laughter above a 
continual hum of conversation, and a crowd of men and women, 
all wearing the caps of the working classes, were seated in rows 
reaching almost to the gilded festoons of the ceiling. Now and 
again an attendant would appear, fussily conducting a lady and 
gentleman to their seats— the gentleman m evening dress, and 
the lady slim and slightly stooping, and glancing slowly over the 
house Two young men suddenly appeared in the stalls close to 
the orchestra. They remained standing, looking round about 
them. 

“What did I tell you. Hector?” exclaimed the elder— a tall 
fellow, with a slight, black moustache. “We have come too early 
You might just as well have allowed me to finish ray cigar.” 

An attendant passed by at this moment. “Oh I M. Fauchery,” 
she said familiarly, “it will not begin for half an hour ” 

“Then why on earth do they say nine o’clock on the bills?” 
asked Hector, whose long, thin face assumed an expression of 
intense annoyance. “This very morning Clarisse, who is in the 
piece, assured me that the curtain would go up at nine, pre- 
cisely.” 

For a minute they relapsed into silence, as they raised their 
heads and gazed into the shadows of the boxes; but the green 
paper, with which the latter were lined, made them obscurer 
still. Below, the small boxes under the balcony disappeared in 
, total darkness. In the balcony boxes only a very stout lady, lean- 
ing heavily on the velvet covered balustrade was to be seen. To 
the right and the left, between high columns, the stage boxes, 
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hung with drapery deeply fringed, lemained empty. The body 
of the house, decorated in white and gold, relieved by pale green, 
seemed to disappear filled as it was with a misty haze arising 
from the subdued light emanating from the huge crystal gasa- 
lier. 

“Did you succeed in securing a stage-box for Lucy?" asked 
Hector. 

“Yes,” replied the other, “but not without a deal of trouble. 
Oh! there is no danger of Lucy’s coming too early — not she I” 
Ide 'stifled a yawn, and then, after a brief silence, resumed; 
“You are lucky, you who have never yet been present at a first 
night ‘The Blonde Venus’ will be the success of the year. 
Every one has been speaking of the piece for six months past. 
Ahl my boy, such music — ^such ‘go’’ Bordenave, who knows 
what’s what, kept it purposely for the time of the Exhibition.” 

Hector listened religiously. At length he hazarded a question’ 
“And Nana — the new star who is to play Venus — do you know 
her?” 

“Oh, hang it! are you going to begin that too?” exclaimed 
Fauchery, gesticulating wildly. “Ever since this morning I have 
heard of nothing but Nana. I have met more than twenty fel- 
lows I know, and it has been Nana here and Nana there! Do 
you suppose I know every petticoat in Paris? Nana is one of 
Bordenave’s inventions. She must be something choice!” 

After this explosion he calmed down a little. But the empti- 
ness of the house, the dim light that pervaded the whole, the 
opening and shutting of doors, and hushed voice suggestive 
of a church, irritated him. 

“Confound it!” he said, suddenly. “I can’t stand this, you 
know. I must go out. Perhaps we shall meet Bordenave below. 
He will give us some details.” 

In the marble paved yestibule, where the box-office was situ- 
ated, they found the public beginning to arrive. Through |he 
three open doors all the busy throng on the Boulevards could 
be seen enjoying the beautiful April evening Carnages dashed 
up to the theatre, and the doors were slammed noisily. People 
entered by twos and threes, and, after stopping at the box-office,, 
ascended the double staircase in the rear — the women walking 
slowly with a swinging gait. Iii the Are of the gas were pasted, 
on the naked walls of this hall, who^meagejr decorations in the 
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style of the Empire suggested the peristyle of a cardboard tem- 
ple, some enormous yellow posters, in which Nana’s name ap- 
peared m huge black letters. Men were loitering in front of these 
bills as they read them, while others were standing about talking 
among themselves, and blocking up the doorways; whilst near 
the box-office a thick-set man, with a big, clean-shaven face, was 
roughly replying to some people who were in vain endeavour- 
ing to obtain seats. 

“There’s Bordenavel” said Fauchery, as he and Hector de- 
scended the stairs 

But the manager had caught sight of him “You are a nice 
fellow,” he called out. “That is the way you write me a notice, 
IS It? I opened the ‘Figaro’ this morning — not a word.” 

"Wait a bit,” replied Fauchery. “I must see your Nana before 
I can write about her. Besides, I made no promise I” 

Then, to prevent further discussion, he presented his cousin, 
M. Hector de la Faloise, a young man who had come to com- 
plete his education in Pans The manager weighed the young 
man at a glance; but Hector surveyed the manager with some 
little emotion This then was Bordenave, the exhibitor of wom- 
en, whom he treated m the style of a prison warder, and whose 
brain was ever hatching some fresh money-making scheme — a 
perfect cynic, always shouting, or spitting, or smacking his 
thighs, and possessing the coarse mind of a trooper' Hector was 
anxious to make a good impression on him. 

“Your theatre — ” he began, in clear, musical tones. 

Bordenave interrupted him quietly, and said, with the cool- 
ness of a man who prefers to call things by their right names: 
“Say my brothel, rather.” 

Fauchery laughed approvingly, but La Faloise was shocked 
to a degree, and his meditated compliment stuck in his throat, 
as he endeavoured to look as though he appreciated the joke. 
The manager had rushed off to shake hands with a dramatic 
critic whose criticisms had great influence, and, when he re- 
turned, La Faloise had almost recovered himself. He feared lest 
he should be regarded as a provincial if he appeared too much 
disconcerted. 

“I have been told,” he began, wdshing at any rate to say 
something, “that Nana has a delicious voice.” 
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“She I” cried the manager, shrugging his shoulders— “she has 
no more voice than a squirt.” 

The young man hastened to add: “Besides, she is an excellent 
actress.” 

“She!— a regular lump' She never knows where to put her 
hands or her feet." 

La Faloise coloured slightly. He was at a loss what to under- 
stand. He managed to stammer out; “On no account would I 
have missed this first night. I know that your theatre — ” 

“Say my brothel,” interrupted Bordenave again, with the cool 
obstinacy of a man thoroughly convinced. 

Meanwhile Fauchery had been calmly examining the women 
as they entered. He now came to his cousin’s assistance, when 
he saw him doubtful whether to laugh or be angry “Gratify 
Bordenave; call his theatre just what he desires, as it amuses 
him And as for you, my dear fellow, you need not try to fool 
us. If your Nana can’t sing and can’t play, you will make a 
regular^fiasco of it to-night. And that is just what I am expect- 
ing. 

“A fiasco! a fiasco!” exclaimed the manager, whose face be- 
came purple with rage. “Is it necessary for a woman to know 
how to sing and act? Ah! my boy, you are much too stupid. 
Nana has something else, damn her! and something that will 
make up for anything she may lack. I scented it, and she has 
plenty of it, or I have only the nose of a fool' You will see, you 
will see— she has only to appear, and all the spectators will at 
once smack their lips.” He raised his big hands, which trem- 
bled with enthusiasm, and then, lowering his voice, murmured 
to himself, “Yes, she will go far — ah! damn her! yes, she will 
go far. A skin — oh, such a skin'” 

Then, in answer tp Fauchery’s questions, he condescended to 
give certain details, making use of such ofiensive language that 
he quite shocked Hector. He had become acquainted with 
Nana, and wished to bring her out; and it so happened that 
he was in want of a Venus, He never allowed a woman to 
hang on to him very long; he preferred to let the public have 
its share of her at once. But he had had a damnable time in 
his shop; the arrival of this great hulking girl had revolution- 
ized everything. Rose Mignon, his star, a fine actress and an 
^adorable singer, threatened daily to leave' him in the lurch. 
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Divining a rival in Nana she was furious And the playbills — 
Deuce take it^ what a row they had caused. However, he had 
decided to print the names of the two actresses in letters of 
equal size. They had better not badger him too much. When 
one of his little women, as he called them, Clansse or Simone, 
did not do as she was told, he just kicked her behind If he 
treated them differently they would never leave him any peace. 
He dealt m them, and he knew what they were worth, the 
hussies I 

“Ah I” he exclaimed, interrupting himself. “There come 
Mignon and Steiner' They are always together You know 
that Steiner begins to have had enough of Rose; so the hus- 
band sticks to him like a plaster lest he should escape ” 

The flaring gas jets running along die cornice of the theatre 
threw a sheet of vivid light over the footpath. Two small trees 
stood out clearly with their fresh green foliage, and a pillar 
was so brilliantly illuminated by the blaze of light that the bills 
posted upon it could be read at a distance as clearly as at mid- 
day; whilst, afar off, the dense darkness of the Boulevards was 
studded with multitudinous lights, revealing the surging of an 
ever moving crowd Many of the men did not enter the 
theatre at once, but loitered outside to finish their cigars and 
chat under the gaslight, which gave a livid pallor to their faces, 
and threw their shadows, short and black, upon the asphalt 
beneath Mignon, a tall, stout fellow, with the square head 
of the Hercules of a travellmg show, shouldered his way 
through the crowd, dragging on his arm the banker Steiner— a 
short man, with a big stomach and a round face fringed with 
a greyish beard. 

“Well'” said Bordenave to the banker, “you saw her yes- 
terday in my office.” 

“Ah! that was her, was it?” exclaimed Steiner. “I thought 
as much. Only, I was going out as she entered; I scarcely saw 
her.” 

Mignon listened with downcast eyes, all the time nervously 
twisting a large diamond ring on his little finger. He knew 
at once that they were talking of Nana. Then as Bordenave 
proceeded to give a description of his new star which caused 
the' banker’s eyes to sparkle, he decided to inter' e;e 

“That’ll do, my dear fellow; she’s not worth looking at, The 
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public will soon send her to the right about. Steiner, my boy, 
you know that my wile is.expecung you in her dressing-room.” 

He tried to lead him away, but Steiner refused to leave 
Bordenave The crowd at the box-ofhce became more compact, 
the buzz of voices giew louder, and the name of Nana was re- 
peated over and over again with a sing-song enunciation of its 
two syllables. The men, standing in front of the posters, read 
It out loud; others, as they passed, uttered it interrogatively, 
while the women, smiling and uneasy, repeated it softly with 
an air of surprise. No one knew Nana. Where on earth had 
Nana come from? And litde jokes were passed about from 
ear to ear, and little tales told The very name sounded like a 
caress, and fell familiarly from the lips of every one. Its con- 
stant repetition amused the crowd and kept it in a good humor. 
A fever of curiosity took possession of everybody— that Parisian 
curiosity which is sometimes as violent as an attack of brain 
fever. All were eager to see Nana. One lady had the tram 
of her dress lorn, and a gendeman lost his hat. 

“Ah' you ask me too much,” cried Bordenave, whom twenty 
men were besieging with questions. “You will see her pres- 
ently. I must be off, they are waiting for me.” 

He disappeared, radiant at having inflamed his public. Mig- 
non shrugged his shoulders, and reminded Steiner that Rose 
was expecting him to show him her costume for the first act 

“Hallo! there’s Lucy, over there, getting out of her carriage,” 
said La Faloise to Fauchery. 

It was in fact Lucy Stewart — a little, ugly woman of about 
forty, with a neck too long, a thin, drawn face, and thick bps, 
but so lively, so graceful, that she charmed every one She was 
accompanied by Caroline Hcquet and her mother. Caroline 
with her frigid beauty, the mother very stately, and looking as 
if she were stuffed. 

“You are coming with us, of course,” she said to Fauchery; 
“I have kept a place for you” 

“So that I shall see nothingl — not if I know it'” he answered, 
“I have an orchestra stall, I prefer to be thera.” 

Lucy fired up at once. Was he afraid to be seen with her? 
Then suddenly calming down, she jumped to another sub- 
ject. 

“Why did you never tell me tJiat you knew Nana?” 
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“Nana! I never saw hert'’ 

“Is that really true? I have been assured that you once slept 
with her ” 

But Mignon, who was in front, put his finger to his lips to 
signal to them to be silent And when Lucy asked why, he 
pointed to a young man who had )ust passed, murmuring, 
“Nana’s sweetheart.” 

They all stared after him. He was certainly very good-look- 
ing. Fauchery recognised him: his name was Daguenet, and 
he had squandered a fortune of three hundred thousand francs 
on women, and now dabbled m stocks in order to make a little 
money with which he could treat them to an occasional bouquet 
and dinner. Lucy thought he had very handsome eyes 

“Ahl there’s Blanchel” she exclaimed. “It was she who told 
me that you had slept with Nana.” 

Blanche de Sivry, a heavy blonde, whose pretty face was get- 
ting too fat, arrived, accompanied by a slender, well-dressed 
man with a most distinguished air 

“Count Xavier de Vandeuvres,” whispered Fauchery to La 
Faloise. 

The count shook hands with the journalist, whilst a lively dis- 
cussion took place between Lucy and Blanche They quite 
blocked up the entry with their skirts covered with flounces, 
one in pink and the other in blue, and Nana’s name fell from 
their lips so frequently that the crowd lingered to listen. The 
count at length led Blanche away, but Nana’s name did not 
cease to resound from the four corners of the vestibule in louder 
and more eager tones. Would they never begin? The men 
pulled out their watches, late comers leaped from their car- 
nages before they really drew up, and the groups left the pave- 
ment, whilst the passers-by, as they slowly crossed the stream 
of light, stretched their necks to see what was going on in the 
theatre A street urchin who came up whistling, stood for a 
moment before one of the posters at the door; then, in a 
drunken voice shouted out, “Oh, my! Nana I” and reeled on his 
way, dragging his old shoes along the asphalt. People laughed, 
and several well-dressed gentlemen repeated, “Nanai Oh, my I 
Nana!” The ciush was tremendous. A quarrel broke out at 
the box-office, the cries for Nana increased; one of those stupid 
fits of brutal excitement common to crowds had taken posses- 
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sion oi this mass of people. Suddenly, above this uproar, the 
sound of a bell was heard. The rumor extended to the Boule- 
vards that the curtain was about to rise, and there was more 
pushing and struggling; every one wished to get m; the em- 
ployes of the theatre were at their wits’ end Mignon, looking 
uneasy, seized hold of Steiner, who had not been to inspect the 
dress Rose was to wear. At the first tinkle of the bell. La 
Faloise pushed through the crowd, dragging Fauchery with 
him, fearing lest he should miss the overture. Lucy Stewart 
was irritated by all these demonstrations of eagerness. What 
vulgar persons to push ladies about! She remained to the last 
with Caroline Hequet and her mother. At length the vestibule 
was empty; outside, the Boulevards maintained their prolonged 
rumble. 

“As if their pieces were always funny I” Lucy kept repeating 
as she ascended the stairs. 

Fauchery and La Faloise stood in their places, examining the 
house, which was now very brilliant. The crystal gasalier 
blazed with prismatic hues, and the light was reflected from 
the ceiling on to the pit like a shower of gold. The garnet- 
coloured velvet of the seats appeared as though shot with lake, 
whilst the glitter of the gilding was softened by the decorations 
of pale green beneath the coarse paintings of the ceiling. The 
footlights blazed upon the crimson curtain, the richness of 
which suggested the most fabulous of palaces, and offered a 
melancholy contrast to the poverty of the frame, the crevices 
in which showed the plaster beneath the gilding. It was already 
excessively warm. In the orchestra the musicians were tuning 
their instruments, and the light trills of the flute, the stifled sighs 
of the horn, the singmg notes of the violin, were drowned by 
the increasing hum of voices. All the spectators were talking 
together, pushing and squeezing each other in their endeavours 
to reach their seats; and the crush in the corridors was so great 
that it was with dif&culty the doors gave ingress to the never- 
ceasing flow of people Friends nodded to each other from a 
distance, and with the rustling of clothes came a procession of 
gay costumes and headdresses, broken now and again by a 
black dress suit or a dark overcoat. However, the seats were 
gradually filling; here and there appeared a bright coloured 
^robe, and a bead with a delicate profile displayed a chignon on 
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which sparkled some valuable jewel. In one of the boxes a 
glimpse was caught of a woman’s naked shoulder, seemingly 
as white as ivory. Other women, calmly waiting, fanned them- 
selves languidly as they watched the surging crowd; while a 
group of young dandies standing m the orchestra stalls — all shirt 
front, and wearing gardenias in their button-holes — ^gazed 
through their opera glasses, which they held with the tips 
of their daintily-gloved fingers. 

Then the two cousins looked around in search of acquaint- 
ances. Mignon and Steiner sat side by side in a box, with their 
arms resting on the velvet balustrade. Blanche de Sivry ap- 
peared to be alone in one of the stage-boxes. But La Faloise 
watched more especially Daguenet, who had an orchestra stall 
two rows in front of his. Next to him was seated a youngster, 
some seventeen years old, just fresh from college, who opened 
his cherub-like eyes wide with delight. Fauchery smiled as he 
caught sight of him. 

“Who is that lady in the balcony?” asked La Faloise, sud- 
denly, “I mean the one who has a young girl in blue next her.” 

He directed his companion’s glance to a woman whose stout 
figure was tighdy laced, and whose once blonde hair, now grey, 
was dyed yellow, whilst hef round puffed face, coloured with 
rouge, almost disappeared beneath a shower of little baby curls 

"That’s Gaga,” replied Fauchery simply; and, as the name 
seemed to convey no information to his cousin, he added, 
“Haven’t you heard of Gaga? She was one of the beauties of 
the first years of Louis Philippe’s reign. Now she is never 
seen anywhere without her daughter.” 

La Faloise had no eyes for the young girl. Gaga, however, 
affected him strangely; he could not cease looking at her. He 
thought her still very handsome, though he dared not say so. 
At length the conductor of the orchestra gave the signal, the 
musicians struck the first note of the overture. People were 
still coming in, and the noise and bustle increased. On special 
occasions hke this there were different parts of the house where 
friends met with a smile; whilst the regular frequenters, thor- 
oughly at their ease, exchanged bows right and left. All Paris 
was there— the Pans of letters, of finance, and of pleasure, many 
journalists, some few authors, and several speculators, more kept 
girls than respectable women — a company, in short, that was a 
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most singular mixture, composed of every kind of genius, 
tainted with every descnption of vice, where the same weari- 
ness and the same fever seemed inscribed on every lace, Fauch- 
ery, questioned by his cousmj pointed out to him the boxes of 
tlic various newspapers and clubs, and then the dramatic critics, 
one skinny and dried up, with thin and wicked-looking lips, 
but more especially a stout, good-natured-looking man, who 
leaned on the shoulder of his companion, an artless young per- 
son, over whom he watched with a kind, paternal eye. But 
he suddenly cut his descriptions short on seeing La Faloise bow 
to some people w'ho occupied one of the centre boxes. He 
seemed surprised. 

“What I you know Count Muffat de Beuville?” he asked. 

“Oh, yes, I have known him for a long time,” replied Hec- 
tor. “The Muffats had an estate near ours. I very often call 
on them The count is with his wife and her father, the Mar- 
quis de Chouard.” 

Delighted at his cousin’s astonishment, and spurred on by 
vanity, La Faloise went into further details. The marquis was 
a state councillor, and the count had just been appointed cham- 
berlain to the Empress. Fauchery raised his opera-glass and 
.examined the countess — a. dark, plump woman, with a lovely 
white skm, and beautiful black eyes. 

“You must present me between the acts,” he said at last. “I 
have already met the count, but I should like tO' go to their 
Tuesdays at home.” 

An energetic “Hush!” was heard from the upper gallery. The 
overture had commenced but people were still coming in. 
Whole rows of persons were compelled to rise to allow late 
comers to get to their seats, the doors of the boxes banged, and 
loud voices were heard quarrehng in the corridors. Still the 
buzz of conversation, similar to the noisy chattering- of spar- 
rows at sunset, never ceased. Everything was in the greatest 
confusion; it was a medley of moving heads and arms, the own- 
ers of which were either sitting down and seeking the most 
comfortable positions, or persisung in standing up to take a last 
look around. The cry, “Sit down! sit down!” came from 
obscure corners of the pit. Every one trembled with eagerness, 
for at last the famous Nana, of whom people had been talking 
^for a week, was about to be seen! By degrees, however, the 
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noise subsided, with, an occasional swell from time to time. And 
in the midst of this faint murmur, of these expiring whispers, 
the orchestra burst forth in the gay little notes of a waltz, the 
saucy rhythm of which suggested the laugh raised by some 
over-free piece of buffoonery. The audience, fairly tickled, al- 
ready began to smile; but the claque, seated in the front row 
of the pit, commenced to applaud vociferously. The curtain 
rose. 

“Hallo'” said La Faloise, whose tongue still wagged. “There 
IS a gentleman with Lucy,” and he looked at the stage box to 
the right of the first tier, in the front of which sat Lucy and 
Caroline, while in the rear the dignified face of Caroline’s 
mother was to be discerned, and also the profile of a tall light- 
haired young man, most irreproachably dressed. 

“Look,” repeated La Faloise with persistence, “there’s a gen- 
tleman.” 

Fauchery slowly brought his opera-glass to bear on the box 
indicated, but he turned away immediately. 

“Oh' It’s only Labordette,” he murmured in a careless tone 
of voice, as if the presence of that gentleman was the most 
natural as well as the most unimportant thing in the world. 

Behind them some one cried, “Hush!” and they were driven 
to silence. Everybody was now perfectly still, and a regular 
sea of heads, upright and attentive, filled the house from the 
stalls to the amphitheatre. The first act of “The Blonde Venus” 
was laid in Olympus — a card-board Olympus, with clouds at 
the sides, and Jupiter’s throne on the right. Iris and Gany- 
mede first appeared, surrounded by a crowd of celestial as- 
sistants, who sang a chorus as they arranged the seats for the 
gods in council. Again the applause of the paid claque was 
heard, but the audience as yet was not inclined to respond. La 
Faloise, however, had applauded Clarisse Besnus, one of Bor- 
denave’s little women, who played the part of Iris, in pale blue, 
with a broad scarf of the seven colours fastened round her waist. 

“You know she takes off her chemise to get into that cos- 
tume,” he said to Fauchery in a loud whisper. “We tried it on 
this morning, and the chemise showed under the arms and on 
the back.” 

But a slight tremor took possession of the audience on the 
appearance of Rose Mignon as Diana. Although she had 
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neither the face nor the figure for the part, as she was thin and 
dark, with the adorable ughness of a Parisian urchin, she 
seemed charming, intended as she might have been as a mockery 
of the character she personated. Her entrance song, consisting 
of words stupid enough to send you to sleep, and m which she 
complained of Mars, who was neglecting her for Venus, was 
sung in a bashful manner, but so full of smutty inuendoes, that 
the audience warmed up. Her husband and Steiner laughed 
aloud as they sat side by side. And the whole house burst into 
applause when Prulliere, that especial favourite, appeared as 
Mars in the uniform of a general, adorned with a monstrous 
plume, and dragging a sword that reached to his shoulder. He 
had had enough of Diana; she expected too much. So she swore 
to watch him and be revenged. Their duo wound up with a 
ludicrous tyrolienne, which Prulliere sang in his funniest style, 
and in the voice of an angry tabby. Pie possessed the amus- 
ing conceit of a young actor in high favour, and swaggered 
about as he rolled his eyes in a way that elicited the shrill 
laughter of the women in the boxes. After that, however, tire 
audience became as cool as before; the scenes which followed 
were dull in the extreme. Old Bose, as an imbecile Jupiter, his 
head crushed under an enormous crown, succeeded only in rais- 
ing a smile, as he quarrelled with Juno on account of their cook’s 
wages. The procession of the gods Neptune, Pluto, Minerva, 
and all the others, almost spoilt everything. The spectators 
were becoming very impatient, an ominous murmur slowly 
arose, every one began to lose all interest in the piece, and 
looked about the house rather than upon the stage. Lucy 
laughed with Labordette; the Count de Vandeuvres emerged 
a little from behind Blanche’s broad shoulders; while Fauchery 
watched the Muffats from out of the corner of his eyes. The 
count looked very grave, as if he had not understood anything; 
and the countess, smiling vaguely, seemed wrapped in reverie. 
But suddenly the applause of the claque burst forth with the 
regularity of a discharge of musketry, and every eye became 
riveted on the stage once more. Was it Nana at last— that 
Nana who had kept them waiting so long.? 

It was a deputation of mortals introduced by Ganymede and 
Iris, respectable citizens, all deceived husbands, come to lay be- 
fore Jupiter a complaint against Venus, who inspired < their 
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wives with a great deal too much ardour. The chorus, which 
they sang in a simple and doleful manner, was now and again 
interrupted by the most significant pauses, and amused the 
audience immensely, A whisper went round the house- “The 
cuckolds’ chorus, the cuckolds’ chorus;” the name stuck to it, 
and It was encored. The get-up o£ the singers was very comic, 
their faces\jere in accordance with the part they played; there 
was one especially, a stout fellow with a face as round as a moon. 
Vulcan, however, appeared on the scene in a state of furious 
indignation, seeking his wife, who had disappeared from home 
three days before. The chorus struck up again, imploring Vul- 
can, the god of cuckplds, to help them. The part of Vulcan was 
played by Fontan, a comic actor gifted with a talent as spicy 
as it was original, who waddled about in the most ludicrous 
manner imaginable, in the costume of a village blacksmith, with 
a flaring red wig on his head, and his arms bare and tattooed 
all over with hearts pierced by arrows. A woman’s voice ex- 
claimed aloud, “Ob' isn’t he uglyl” and every one laughed as 
they applauded The next scene seemed interminable Would 
Jupiter never get all the gods together that he niight submit to 
them the deceived husbands’ petition? and still no Nana! Did 
they mean to keep back Nana until the curtain fell? This long 
suspense ended by irritating the spectators, and they recom- 
menced tlieir murmurs. 

“It’s going from bad to worse,” said Mignon, delighted, to 
Steiner. “A regular fiasco; see if it isn’t'” 

At this moment the clouds parted at the back of the stage, 
and Venus appeared. Nana, very tall and very plump for her 
eighteen years, in the white tunic of a goddess, and with her 
beautiful golden hair floating over her shoulders, walked to- 
wards the foot-lights with calm self-possession, smiling at the 
crowd before her. Her lips parted, and she commenced her 
great song: 


"When Venus td\es an evening stroll — ” 

At the second line, people exchanged glances of wonder. Was 
this a jest on the part of Bordenave, or a wager? Never had 
so false a voice and so poor a method been heard. The man- 
ager had spoken truly when he said that she had no more voice 
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than a squirt. Nor did she know how to stand or move on 
the stage. She threw her arms forward and wriggled her body 
about in a manner that was considered scarcely proper and very 
ungraceful. The pit was beginning to murmur, in fact a few 
hisses were heard, when suddenly from the orchestia stalls a 
voice, resembling that of a young cock moulting, exclaimed 
aloud in a tone of intense conviction: 

“She is stunning I” 

The whole house looked to see who had uttered these words. 
It was the cherub, the youngster fresh from college, his lovely 
eyes strained wide open, his childish face all aglow with ad- 
miration of Nana. When he saw every one looking at him, he 
turned scarlet with shame at having unintentionally spoken so 
loud. Daguenet, who sat next him, looked at him with a smile, 
and the audience laughed aloud and thought no more .of hissing, 
while the young gentlemen with wh:^te kd gloves also carried 
away by Nana’s curves, applauded with vehemence 

“So she IS I” they cried. “Bravol” 

Nana, seeing every one laughing, laughed also, and this re- 
doubled the gaiety. She was funny, all the same, this beautiful 
girl; and as she laughed, a love -of a dimple appeared on her 
chin. She waited, not in the least embatrassed, but on the con- 
trary quite at her ease and thoroughly at home with the audi- 
ence, looking as though she herself were saying with a wink of 
her eye that she didn’t possess a ha’porth of talent, but it didn’t 
matter, she had something better than that. And after making a 
sign to the conductor, which meant, “Off you go, old boy I” she 
commenced her second verse: 

"Al midnight, Venus passes by — “ 

It was still the same grating voice, but this time it tickled the 
hearers in the right place, and succeeded now and again in elicit- 
ing an approving murmur. Nana’s smile was still on her red 
lips, and shone in her large light blue eyes At certain lines, 
which were a trifle broad in meaning, her pink nostrils dilated 
and the colour rose to her cheeks. She continued to wriggle her 
body about, not knowing what else to do; but it was no longer 
considered unbecoming; on the contrary, every opera-glass was 
turned upon her. As she finished the verse her voice failed her 
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entirely, and she saw that she could not go on Without being 
m the least disturbed, she jerked her hip in a manner which in- 
dicated Its plumpness beneath hei scanty tunic, and, with her 
body bent forward, displaying her bare breast, she extended her 
arms Applause burst forth from all parts of the house She at 
once turned round, showing as she retired to the back of the 
stage the nape of a neck, the red hair on which looked like the 
fleece of an animal, and the applause became deafening 

The end of the act elicited less enthusiasm. Vulcan wished to 
slap his wife’s face. The gods took council, and decided that they 
had best investigate matters on the earth, before deciding in 
favour of the deceived husbands Diana, overhearing some ten- 
der passages between Venus and Mars, swore that she would not 
once let them out of her sight during the journey There was 
also a scene in which Cupid, acted by a little girl of twelve, an- 
swered to every question, “Yes, mamma,” “No, mamma,” in 
tearful tones and with her fingers in her nose. Then Jupiter, 
with all the seventy of an angry master, shut Cupid in a dark 
closet, and bade him conjugate twenty times the verb, “to love ” 
The finale, a chorus very brilliantly rendered, met with more 
success. But, after the curtain had fallen, the claque in vain tried 
to obtain an encore; everybody rose and moved towards the 
doors As the audience pushed their way through the rows of 
seats, they exchanged their impressions. One phrase was con- 
stantly heard' “It is simply idiotic I” A critic observed that the 
piece wanted a great deal of cutting down. But the piece, after 
all, mattered little Nana was the chief topic of conversation. 
Fauchery and La Faloise, who were among the first to leave their 
seats, met Steiner and Mignon in the passage leading to the 
stalls. The atmosphere was stifling in this hole, which was low 
and narrow like some gallery m a mine, and was lighted here 
and there by flaring gas-jets. They stood for a moment at the 
foot of the staircase on the right, protected by the railing. The 
spectators from the upper part of the house tramped down with 
a great noise of heavy shoes, the procession of men in evening 
dress seemed as though it would never cease, and a box-opener 
endeavoured to prevent a chair on which she had piled coats and 
shawls from being swept away by the crowd. 

“But I krlow her I” cried Sterner as soon as he saw Fauchery. 
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“I have certainly seen her somewhere. At the Casino, I think; 
and she was so drunk that she got locked up ” 

“Well, I’m not quite sure,” said the journalist. “I’m like you, 
I have certainly met her somewhere.” He lowered his voice and 
added with a laugh “At old Tncon’s, I daresay ” 

“Of course, in some vile placel” exclaimed Mignon, who 
seemed exasperated. “It is disgusting to see the public welcome 
in such a way the first filthy wench that offers. Soon there will 
not be a respectable woman left on the stage. Yes, I shall have to 
forbid Rose playing any more.” 

Fauchery could not repress a smile. Meanwhile, the heavily- 
shod crowd continued to pour down the stairs, and a little man 
in a cap said, in a drawling voice- “Oh, my I she is plump' You 
could eat her'” 

In the lobby, two young men, with their hair exquisitely 
curled, and looked very stylish with their stuck-up collars turned 
slightly down in front, were quarreling. One kept saying, “Vile' 
vile'” without giving any reason; whilst the other retaliated 
with, “Stunning' stunning'” equally disdaining to explain. La 
Faloise liked her immensely. He, however, only ventured to ob- 
serve that she would be much better if she cultivated her voice. 
Then Steiner, who had left off listening, seemed to wake up 
with a start. They must wait, though. Perhaps in the next acts 
everything would come to grief. The audience, though very 
lenient so far, was not yet smitten with the piece. Mignon swore 
no one would sit it through; and as Fauchery and La Faloise left 
them to go into the saloon, he took hold of Steiner’s arm, and, 
pressing close up to his shoulder, whispered m his ear, “Old boy, 
come and see my wife’s costume for the second act. It is the 
limit'” 

Upstairs, the foyer was brilliandy illuminated by three crystal 
gasaliers. The two cousins paused for a moment. The glass 
doors, standing wide open, showed them a wave of heads, which 
two contending currents whirled about in a continual eddy. 
They entered Five or six groups of men, talking and gesticulat- 
ing eij-mestly, stood their ground in spite of the crush, while 
others ^^erc walking up and down in rows, now and again turn- 
ing slft'rply on their heels, which resounded on the waxed 
seaards. To the right and left, women, occupying the red velvet 
i placed between the jasper columns, watched the crowd as it 
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passed with a weaiy air, as if exhausted by the intense heat; 
and behind them could be seen their chignons in the tall glasses 
decorating the walls At the end of the saloon, a man with a very 
big belly was standing at the bar drinking a glass of syrup. 
Fauchery had gone out on to the balcony to get a breath of 
fresh air. La Faloise who had been studying some photographs 
of actresses placed in frames, which alternated with the looking- 
glasses between the columns, ended by following him. The row 
of gas-jets in front of the theatre had just been extinguished. It 
was dark and cool on the balcony, which appeared to be vacant, 
with the exception of one solitary figure — that of a young man 
who, enveloped in shadow, leant against the stone balustrade in 
the recess on the right smoking a cigarette. Fauchery recognised 
Daguenet. They shook hands. 

“Whatever are you doing there, old fellow .i"” asked the jour- 
nalist. “Hiding in odd corners; you who, as a rule, never leave 
the stalls during a first night’s performance.” 

“But I am smoking, as you see,” answered Daguenet. 

Then Fauchery, so as to embarrass him, said, “And the new 
star, what do you think of her.? The remaiks I have heard made 
about the house are rather disparaging.” 

“OhI” murmuied Daguenet, “by men with whom she would 
not have anything to do.” 

This was all the criticism he offered on Nana’s talent. La 
Faloise, leaning forward, looked up and down the Boulevard. 
The windows of a hotel and a club opposite were brilliantly 
lighted, while on the pavement a compact mass of customers oc- 
cupied the tables of the Cafe de Madrid. Notwithstanding the 
lateness of the hour, the crowd was immense; everyone had to 
walk slowly. A stream of people continually flowed from the 
Passage Jouffroy, and persons were obliged to wait five minutes 
sometimes, before they could cross from one side of the road to 
the other, so great was the throng of vehicles. 

“What animation! what noisel” La Faloise, who had not yet 
ceased to be astonished at Pans, kept repeating. 

A bell rang, and the saloon rapidly emptied. Every one hur- 
ried along the passages. The curtain had risen, but a crowd still 
streamed in, much to the disgust of those of the audience who 
were already seated. The late comers hastened to their places 
with animated and attentive looks. La Faloise’s first glance was 
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for Gaga; but he was astonished to notice by her side the tall 
fellow with light hair, who, during the first act, had been in 
Lucy’s stage-box 

“What did you say was the name of that gentleman?” he 
asked 

Fauchery did not see the person meant at once. “Ah' yes, 
Labordette,” he said at last, m the same careless tone of voice 
as before 

The scenery of the second act was a surprise. It represented a 
low dancing establishment of the suburbs, called the “Boule 
Noire,” on a Shrove Tuesday Some masqueraders, dressed in 
grotesque costumes, sang a lively strain, the chorus of which 
they accompanied by stamping their heels The words and ges- 
tures being not over decorous and quite unexpected, amused 
the audience immensely, and secured the honours of an encore. 
And It was into this place that the troop of gods, led astray by 
Iris, who falsely claimed to know the earth, had come to pursue 
their investigations They were disguised so as to preserve their 
incognito. Jupiter appeared as King Dagobert, with his breeches 
turned wrong side out, and a huge tin crown on his head, 
Phoebus masqueraded as the Postillion of Longjumeau, and Mi- 
nerva as a Norman wet nurse Shouts of laughter greeted Mars, 
who wore a preposterous costume, as a Swiss admiral; but the 
mirth became scandalous when Neptune, dressed in a blouse and 
tall cap, with little curls glued to his temples, dragged after him 
his slip-shod shoes, and said, m an unctuous tone of voice 
“Well! what next? When a fellow’s handsome, he must allow 
himself to be adored*” This elicited a few “Oh* ohs*” while the 
ladies slightly raised their fans Lucy, m her stage-box, laughed 
so noisily that Caroline Hequet entreated her to be quiet. From 
this moment the piece was saved, and was even a great success. 
This carnival of the gods, Olympus dragged through the mud, 
religion and poetry alike scoffed at, struck the public as ex- 
tremely witty. A fever of irreverence look possession of this in- 
tellectual first night audience; ancient legends were trodden 
under foot, and antique images were broken. Jupiter had a fine 
head, Mars was highly successful Royalty became a farce, and 
the army a jest. When Jupiter, desperately smitten all of a sud- 
den by the charms of a litde laundress, broke into a wildnancan, 
and Simone who played the part of the laundress, raised her foot 
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on a level with the noie of the master of the gods, calling him, 
in such a funny manner, “My fat old boy I” a peal of mad laugh- 
ter shook the hofise. While the others danced, Phoebus treated 
Minerva to some hot wine, and Neptune sat surrounded by 
some seven or eight women, who stuffed him with cakes. The 
audience snatched at the faintest illusions, obscenities were dis- 
covered where none were intended, and the most inoffensive 
words were invested with a totally different meaning by the ex- 
clamations of the occupants of the stalls. It was long since the 
theatre-going public had wallowed in such disgusting foolery, 
and It took its fill. The action of the piece, however, advanced in 
spite of all this by-play. Vulcan, dressed in the latest style, only 
all in yellow, and with yellow gloves and a glass in his eye, 
was there in pursuit of Venus, who at last arrived, dressed as a 
fish-woman, a handkerchief thrown over her head, her breasts 
protruding, and covered with huge gold ornaments. Nana was 
so white, and so plump, and so natural in this part of a person 
strong in the hips and the gift of the gab, that she at once gained 
the entire audience Rose Mignon, a delicious baby, with a baby 
bonnet on her head, and in short muslin skirts, was quite for- 
gotten, although she had )ust sung Diana’s woes in a charming 
voice. The other, the big girl with her arms akimbo, who 
clucked like a hen, was so full of life and the power of woman, 
that the audience became fairly intoxicated. 

After this no exception was taken at anything that Nana did. 
She was allowed to pose badly, to move badly, to sing every note 
false, and forget her part She had only to turn to the audience 
and smile, to be treated with wild applause. Each time she gave 
her peculiar movement of the hips the occupants of the stalls 
brightened up, and the enthusiasm rose from gallery to gallery 
up to the very roof, so that when she led the dance her triumph 
was complete She was in her element as, with arras akimbo, she 
dragged Venus through the mire The music, too, seemed 
written for he* voice of the gutter — a music of reed-pipes, a sort 
of reminiscence of a return from the fair of Saint Cloud, with 
the sneezes of the clarionets and the gambols of the flutes. Two 
concerted pieces were again encored. The waltz of the overture, 
that waltz with the saucy rhythm, returned and whirled the 
gods round and round. Juno, as a farmer’s wife, caught Jupiter 
flirting with the washer-woman, and spanked him Diana sur- 
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prising Venus in the act ot arranging a meeting with Mars, 
hastened to inform Vulcan of the ume and place, when the latter 
exclaimed — “I have my plan.” The remainder of the act did not 
seem very clear The gods’ inquiry terminated in a final gallop- 
ade, after which Jupiter, in a great perspiration, all out of 
breath, and having lost his crown, proclaimed that the little 
women of the earth were delicious, and that the men alone were 
in the wrong. The curtain fell, and above the applause rose 
some voices shouting loudly, “AH' All!” Then the curtain rose 
again, and the actors and actresses reappeared hand-in-hand. In 
their midst were Nana and Rose Mignon, bowing side by side. 
The applause was repeated, the claque surpassed their former 
efforts, and then the house slowly became half empty. 

“I must go and pay my respects to Countess Muftat,” said La 
Faloise. 

“Very well,” replied Fauchery; “and you can introduce me. 
We can go outside afterwards.” 

But It was not such an easy matter to reach the balcony boxes, 
as the crowd in the passages was almost impenetrable To pass 
through the different groups, it was necessary to use one’s el- 
bows rather freely. Leaning against the wall, beneath a brass 
gas-bracket, the stout critic was giving his opinion of the piece 
to an attentive circle. People, as they passed, lingered and told 
their friends in a low voice who he was. It was rumoured that 
he had laughed during the whole act; however, he now showed 
himself very severe, and talked of good taste and morality. 
Farther on, the critic with the thin lips was most favourable, but 
his remarks had an unpleasant after-taste, like milk turned sour. 
Fauchery searched the different boxes with a glance through the 
small round windows in the doors. But the Count de Van- 
deuvres stopped him to ask him some questions. When he 
learnt that the two cousins intended paying their respects to the 
Muffats, he directed them to their box, No 7, which he had 
just left. Then he whispered in the journalist’s ear: 

“I say, old fellow, this Nana is surely the girl we met one 
night at the corner of the Rue de Provence.” 

“Why, of course! you are right,” exclaimed Fauchery. “I was 
sure I had met her somewhere!” 

La Faloise introduced his cousin to Count MuSat de Beuville, 
whose manner was cool in the extreme, But on hearing Fauch- 
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ery’s name, the countess looked up quickly and complimented 
him on his articles in the “Figaro” in a well-turned phrase. 
Leaning against the velvet-covered balustrade, she half turned 
towards him with a graceful movement of her shouldeis. They 
talked foi a few minutes, and the conversation fell upon the 
Exhibition. 

“It will certainly be very fine,” said the count, whose square 
face and regular features preserved a certain official gravity. “I 
visited the Ghamp de Mars to-day and I returned filled with 
wonder.” 

“I am told, however, that it will not be ready in time,” ob- 
served La Faloise. “Something has gone wrong—” 

“It will be readyl The empeior insists upon itl” interrupted 
the count in his stern voice. 

Fauchery told gaily how he had been almost lost in the aqua- 
rium, during Its building one day when he had gone there in 
search of materials for an article The countess smiled. She 
looked from time to time about the house, raising an arm 
with Its long white glove reaching to the elbow, and fanning 
herself slowly. The seats were now mostly unoccupied; a few 
gentlemen who had remained in the stalls were reading the 
evening papers; and several women were receiving their friends 
much as if they were at home. There was now no sound above a 
well-bred whisper beneath the crystal gasalier, the brightness of 
which was dimmed by the fine dust raised by the stir at the end 
of the act. About the doors, some men lingered to inspect the 
few women who remained seated; and for a minute they stood 
quite motionless, stretching their necks, and displaying their 
white shirt fronts. 

“We shall expect to see you next Tuesday,” said the countess 
to La Faloise. 

And she extended her invitation to Fauchery, who thanked 
her with a low bow. The play was not alluded to, nor was the 
name of Nana pronounced. The count’s manner was so icy 
and dignified, that ofie might have supposed him to be at a meet- 
ing of the Corps Legislatif. He took occasion to say, as if to ex- 
plain their presence, that his father-in-law had an especial fond- 
ness for the theatre. The door of the box had remained open, 
and the Marquis de Chouard, who had gone out to leave room 
for the visitors, now stood tall and erect in the doorway, his pale. 
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flabby face shaded by his broad-brimmed hat, as he followed 
with his dim eyes the women who passed. As soon as the count- 
ess had given her invitation, Fauchery retired, feeling that under 
the circumstances it would not be in good taste to discuss the 
play. La Faloise left the box the last. He had just noticed in 
Count de Vandeuvres’s stage-box the fair-haired Labordette, 
quite at his ease, and conversing intimately with Blanche de 
Sivry, 

“I say,” said he, as he joined his cousin, “this Labordette ap- 
pears to know all the women. He’s with Blanche now.” 

“Know them alF Of course he does,” answered Faucher)!, 
coolly. “Why, whatever have you sprung from, young man?” 

The passage was not nearly so crowded now. Fauchery was 
on the point of going down the stairs when Lucy Stewart called 
him. She was standing just outside the door of her box. The 
heat, she said, was intolerable inside; so, in company of Caroline 
Hequet and her mother, she blocked up the whole width of 
the passage, crunching burnt almonds. One of the box-openers 
was conversing with them in a maternal manner. Lucy began 
at once to pick a quarrel with the journalist. He was a nice 
fellow— he was in a precious hurry to go and see the other 
women, but he couldn’t even come and ask them to have a 
drink' 

Then, suddenly dropping the subject, she said lightly: 

“I say, old fellow, I think Nana a big hit.” 

She wanted him to be m her box for the last act; but he es- 
caped, promising to see them at the end of the piece. Outside, in 
front of the theatre, Fauchery and La Faloise lit their cigarettes. 
A small crowd blocked the pavement, formed of a part of the 
male portion of the audience, who had come down the steps to 
breath the fresh night air, amidst the growing stillness of the 
Boulevard. , 

In the meanwhile Mignon had dragged Steiner to the Cafe 
des Varietes. Seeing Nana’s success, he spoke of her enthusi- 
astically, all the time watching the banker from out of the corner 
of his eye. He knew him; twice had he assisted him in deceiv- 
ing Rose, and when the caprice was over, had brought him 
back to her, faithful and penitent. Inside the cafe the too numer- 
ous customers were squeezing round the marble tables, and 
some men, standing up, were drinking hastily; the large 
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mirrors reflected this mass of heads ad infinitum, and increased 
inordinately the size of the narrow saloon with its three gasa- 
liers, Its mole-skin-covered seats, and its winding staircase 
draped with red. Steiner seated himself at a table in the outer 
room, which was quite open on to the Boulevard, the frontage 
having been removed a little too early for the season As Fauch- 
ery and his cousin passed, the banker stopped them, 

“Come and take a glass of beer with us," he said. 

He himself, however, was absorbed with an idea which had 
]ust occurred to him; he wanted to have a bouquet thrown to 
Nana. At length he called one of the waiters, whom he famil- 
iarly named Augustus. Mignon, who was listening to all he 
said, looked at him so straight in the eyes that he became quite 
disconcerted as he faltered, “Two bouquets, Augustus, and give 
them to one of the attendants. One for each of the ladies, at the 
right moment, you understand ” 

At the other end of the room, with her head supported against 
the frame of a mirror, a girl, who could not have been more 
than eighteen, sat motionless before an empty glass, as though 
benumbed by a long and useless waiting Beneath the natural 
curls of her beautiful fair hair appeared the face of a virgin 
with a pair of velvety eyes looking so gentle and honest She 
wore a dress of faded green silk, with a round hat which had 
been knocked in by sundry blows. The chilly evening air made 
her look quite white. 

“Flallol why, there’s Satin,” murmured Fauchery as he caught 
sight of her. 

La Faloise questioned him. Oh' she was nobody. Only a 
wretched street- walker; but she was so foul-mouthed, it was rare 
fun to make her talk. And the journalist raised his voice: 
“Whatever are you doing there. Satin''” 

“Wearing my guts out,” she quietly replied, without moving. 
The four men, highly delighted, burst out laughing. Mignon 
assured the others that there was no need to hurry, it would 
take at least twenty minutes to set up the scenery of the third 
act. But the two cousins, who had finished their beer, wished to 
return to the theatre; they felt cold. Then, Mignon left alone 
with Steiner, leaned both elbows on the table, and, looking him 
full in the face, said, “Well then, it’s quite understood, we will 
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call on her, and I will introduce you. You know, it’s quite be- 
tween ourselves; my wife need not know anything about it.” 

Back in their places, Fauchery and La Faloise noticed m the 
second tier of boxes a very pretty woman, very quietly dressed 
She was accompanied by a solemn-looking gentleman, the head 
of a department at the Ministry of the Interior, whom La 
Faloise knew from having met him at the MufEats’. As for 
Fauchery, he said he believed she was called Madame Robert— 
a worthy woman who had a lover, but never more than one, 
and he was always a highly respectable person. As they turned 
round, Daguenet smiled at them. Now that Nana had proved a 
success, he no longer kept himself in the background, he had 
just returned from wandering about the house and enjoying her 
triumph. The youngster, fresh from college, beside him had not 
once quitted his seat, so overpowering was the state of admira- 
tion into which the sight of Nana had plunged him. So that, 
then, was woman and he blushed deeply, and kept taking off 
and putting on his gloves mechanically At last, as his neigh- 
bour had talked about Nana, he ventured to question him 

“Excuse me, sir,” he said, “but this lady, who is playing— do 
you happen to know her?” 

“Yes — a little — ” murmured Daguenet in surprise, and with 
some hesitation. 

“Then you know her address?” 

The question came so abrupdy, and so strangely, as addressed 
to him, that Daguenet felt like slapping the lad’s face. 

“I do not,”_ he answered coldly, and turned his back. 

The youngster understood that he had been guilty of some 
impropriety; he blushed all the more, and was mortified beyond 
expression. 

The three knocks resounded throughout the house, and some 
of the attendants, their arms full of opera-cloaks and overcoats, 
were obstinately endeavouring to restore the various garments 
to their owners, who were hastening back to their seats. The 
claque applauded the scenery, which represented a grotto in 
Mount Etna, hollowed out of a silver mine, with sides that glit- 
tered like newly coined crown pieces; at the back was Vulcan’s 
forge, with all the tints of a sunset. In the second scene Diana 
arranged everything with the god, who was to pretend to go on 
a journey so as to leave the coast clear for Venus and Mars. 
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Then scarcely was Diana left alone, than Venus arrived. A thrill 
ran through the audience. Nana was next to naked She ap- 
peared in her nakedness with a calm audacity, confident m the 
all-powerfulness of her flesh A slight gauze enveloped her; her 
round shoulders, her amazonian breasts, the rosy tips of which 
stood out straight and firm as lances, her broad hips swayed by 
the most voluptuous movements, her plump thighs, in fact, her 
whole body could be divined, nay, seen, white as the foam, be- 
neath the transparent covering It was Venus rising from the 
sea, with no other veil than her locks And when Nana raised 
her arms, the glare of the foot-lights displayed to every gaze the 
golden hairs of her armpits. There was no applause. No one 
laughed now. The grave faces of the men were bent forward, 
their nostrils contracted, their mouths parched and irritated. A 
gentle breath, laden with an unknown menace, seemed to have 
passed over all. Out of this laughing girl there had suddenly 
emerged a woman, appalling all who beheld her, crowning all 
the follies of her sex, displaying to the world the hidden secrets 
of inordinate desire. Nana still preserved her smile, but it was 
the mocking one of a destroyer of men 
“The devil I” said Faucheiy to La Faloise 
Mars, in the meantime, hurrying to the meeting, with his big 
hat and plume, found himself caught between the two god- 
desses. Then there ensued a scene in which Prulliere played very 
ingeniously. Fondled by Diana, who wished to make a last at- 
tempt to bring him back into the right path before delivering 
him up to Vulcan’s vengeance, cajoled by Venus, whom the 
presence of her rival stimulated, he abandoned himself to all 
these endearments with the happy expression of a donkey in a 
field of clover. The scene ended with a grand trio, and it was at 
this moment that an attendant entered Lucy Stewart’s box, and 
threw two enormous bouquets of white lilac on to the stage. 
Every one applauded, and Nana and Rose Mignon curtsied their 
acknowledgements, whilst Prulliere picked up the floyi'ers. Some 
of the occupants of the stalls turned smilingly in the direction of 
the box occupied by Steiner and Mignon. The banker, all in- 
flamed, moved his chin convulsively as though something had 
stuck in his throat. The acting which followed quite took the 
house by storm. Diana having gone off furious, Venus, seated 
on a bed of moss, at once called Mars to her side Never before 
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had so warm a scene of seduction been risked upon the stage, 
Nana, her arms around Prulliere’s neck, was slowly drawing 
him to her, when Fontan, grotesquely imitating the most awful 
fury, exaggerating the looks of an outraged husband who sur- 
prises his wife in the very act, appeared at the back of the grotto. 
In his hands he held his famous iron net, for a moment he 
poised It like a fisherman about to throw, then, by some ingeni- 
ous device, Venus and Mars were ensnared, the net covered 
them, and held them fast m then guilty posture 

Then arose a murmur resembling one huge sigh A few hands 
clapped, and every opera-glass was fixed on Venus. Little by 
little Nana had gamed possession of the audience and now every 
man succumbed to her The lust she inspired, similar to an ani- 
mal in heat, had grown more and more till it filled the house 
Now, her slightest movements fanned the desire, the raising of 
her little finger caused all the flesh beholding her to quiver. 
Backs were arched, vibrating as though the muscles, like so 
many fiddlc-stnngs, were being played on by some invisible 
hand; on the napes of the outstretched necks the down fluttered 
beneath the waim and errant breath escaped from some 
women’s lips Fauchery beheld in front of him the youngster 
fresh from college start from his seat in his agitation He had 
the curiosity to look at Count deVandeuvres, who was very pale, 
with tightly pressed lips— the stout Steiner, whose apoplectic 
face seemed bursting — ^Labordette examining through his eye- 
glass with the astonished look of a jockey admiring a thorough- 
bred mare— Daguenet, whose ears were flaming red, and trem- 
bling with enjoyment. Then, for an instant, he turned round, 
and was amazed at what he saw in the Muffats’ box behind the 
countess, who was looking pale and serious, the count had raised 
himself up, his mouth wide open, and his face blurred with red 
blotches; whilst beside him, m the shadow, the troubled eyes of 
the Marquis de Chouard had become cat-like in their appear- 
ance, full of phosphorescence and flecked with gold. 

The heat was suffocating; even the hair weighed heavily on 
the perspiring heads During the three hours that the piece had 
lasted, the foul breath had given the atmosphere an odour of 
human flesh. In the blaze of light the dust now appeared thicker, 
and seemed suspended, motionless, beneath the big crystal gasa- 
lier. The audience, tired and excited, seized with those drowsy, 
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midnight desires which muimur their wishes in the depths of 
alcoves, vacillated, and was gradually becoming dazed And 
Nana, facing this half-swooning crowd, these fifteen hundred 
persons, packed one above the other, and sinking with emotion 
and the nervous excitement of an appi caching finale, remained 
victorious with her marble flesh, her sex alone strong enough to 
conquer them all and remain scatheless, 

The play was rapidly drawing to an end. In answer to Vul- 
can’s triumphant calls, all Olympus defiled before the lovers, 
uttering cries of stupefaction or indulging in broad remarks. 
Jupiter said, “My son, I consider you are very foolish to call us 
to see this " Then there was a sudden change of feeling in 
favour of Venus. The deputation of cuckolds, again introduced 
by Iris, beseeched the master of the gods not to give heed to their 
petition, for since their wives passed their evenings at home they 
made their lives unbearable, so they preferred to be deceived 
and happy, which was the moral of the piece Venus, therefore 
is set free, Vulcan obtained a judicial separation Mars made it 
up again with Diana Jupiter, foi the sake of peace and quiet- 
ness at home, sent the little washerwoman into a constellation; 
and Cupid was at last released from his prison, where he had 
been making paper fowls, instead of conjugating the verb ‘‘to 
love.” The curtain fell on an apotheosis, the deputation of cuck- 
olds kneeling and singing a hymn of gratitude to Venus, smil- 
ing and exalted in her sovereign nudity. 

The spectators had already risen from their seats, and were 
hastily making for the doors The authors were named, and 
there was a double call in the midst of a thunder of applause. 
The cry, “Nanai Nana'” re-echoed again and again. Then, be- 
fore the house was fairly empty, it became quite dark The foot- 
lights were turned out, the lights of the gasalier were lowered, 
and long grey coverings were drawn over the gilding of the bal- 
conies; and the heat and the noise suddenly gave place to a 
death-like stillness, and an odour of dust and mildew. At the 
door of her box stood the Countess Muffat, wrapped in her 
furs and gazing into the darkness, as she waited for the crowd 
to pass away In the passages the jostled attendants were fast 
losing their senses among the piles of cloaks and other garments 
Fauchery and La Faloise had hurried to'see the people come out. 
In the vestibule several gentlemen were waiting in a row, while 
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down the double staircase descended two interminable and com- 
pact processions, 

Steiner, led away by Mignon, was one of the first to leave. The 
Count de Vandeuvres went oS with Blanche de Sivry on his 
arm. For a moment, Gaga and her daughter seemed embar- 
rassed, but Labordette hastened to secure them a cab, and gal- 
lantly saw them into it No one noticed Daguenet leave As the 
youngster fresh from college, with his cheeks all aglow, bent 
upon waiting at the stage door, hastened to the Passage des Pan- 
oramas, the gate of which he found dosed. Satin, loitering on 
the pavement, came and grazed him lightly with her skirts, but 
he, quite broken-hearted, roughly declined her advances, and 
disappeared m the crowd, with tears of powerless longing in his 
eyes. Some of the spectators, lighting cigars, went off humming 
the song— “When Venus takes an evening stroll.” Satin had 
returned to the Cafe des Vanet^s, where Augustus was allowing 
her to eat the lumps of sugar left by the customers. A stout man, 
who was greatly excited, having just quitted the theatre, at 
length took hei off into the darkness of the now gradually 
hushed Boulevard. 

The crowd still continued to pour down the double staircase. 
La Faloise was waiting for Clarisse, and Fauchery had promised 
to escort Lucy Stewart, with Caroline Hequet and her mother 
They now arrived, monopolising a whole corner of the vestibule 
to themselves, and laughing loudly, just as the Muffats passed, 
looking very frigid At that moment Bordenave, opening a little 
door, appeared, and obtained from Fauchery a distinct pronuse 
of a notice. He was covered with perspiration, his face as red as 
though he had had a sunstroke, and looking intoxicated with 
success. 

“Your piece will run for two hundred nights at least,” said 
La Faloise, obligingly! “All Pans will visit your theatre ” 

But Bordenave, his rage getting the better of him, indicated, 
with a rapid movement of his chin, the crowd that filled the ves- 
tibule— that mob of men with parched mouths and sparkling 
eyes, still inflamed with their passionate longing for Nana — and 
violently exclaimed; 

“Say my brothel, can’t you.'’ you pig-headed animal!” 



•CHAPTER TWO 


The next morning at ten o’clock, Nana was still sleeping. She 
occupied, in the Boulevard Haussmann, the second storey of a 
large new house, the owner of which was content to let to single 
ladies, in order to get his plaster dnsd. A rich merchant from 
Moscow, who had come to spend a winter in Pans, had installed 
her there, paying two quarters’ rent in advance. The rooms, too 
large for her, had never been completely furnished, and a gaudy 
luxury — gilded chairs and sideboards — contrasted with the rub- 
bish of second-hand dealers — mahogany tables and zinc candel- 
abra imitating Florentine design. Everything betokened the 
damsel abandoned too quickly by her first genuine protector, 
and fallen back into the clutches of unscrupulous lovers, a most 
difficult debut miscarried, and trammelled with a loss of credit 
and threats of eviction, 

Nana was sleeping lying on her stomach, her bare arms en- 
twining the pillow in which she buried her face, all pale with 
fatigue. The bedroom and dressing room were the only two 
rooms to which a neighbouring upholsterer had really given his 
attention. By the aid of a faint streak of light gleaming between 
the curtains, one could distinguish the violet ebony furniture, 
the blue and grey hangings and chair coverings. In the warm, 
drowsy atmosphere of this bedchamber Nana suddenly awoke 
with a start, as though surprised to find the place beside her 
vacant. She looked at the other pillow placed next to her own 
and which still showed the warm impression of a head in the 
midst of Its frilling Then, feeling with her hand, she pressed 
the knob of an electric bell, placed at the head of her bed. 

“Has he gone, then.?” she asked of the maid who appeared. 

“Yes, madame M. Paul left about ten minutes ago. As 
madame was tired, he would not wake her. But he requested me 
to tell madame that he would come to-morrow.” 

Whilst speaking, Zoe, the maid, had thrown open the shut- 
ters, The bright daylight inundated the room. Zod was very 
dark, and wore a little frilled cap; her face, long and pointed 
like a dog’s, was livid and scarred, with a flat nose, thick lips, 
and restless black eyes. 
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“To-moirow, to-morrow,” repeated Nana, still only half 
awake, “is to-morrow his day, then?” 

“Yes, madame M. Paul always comes on Wednesdays.” 

“Ahl now I recollecti” exclaimed the young woman, sitting 
up in bed. “Everything is altered. I meant to tell him so this 
morning He would meet the blackamoor, and then there would 
be no end of a row I” 

“Madame did not warn me, how was I to know,” murmured 
ZoL “Next time madame alters her days, she will do well to 
tell me, so that I may act accordingly. So the old miser will no 
longer come on Tuesdays?” 

It was thus between themselves, and without a smile, that they 
termed “old miser” and “blackamoor” the two paying gentle- 
men of the establishment, a tradesman of the Faubourg Saint- 
Denis, of a rather economical temperament, and a Wallachian, 
a pretended count, whose money, always long in coming, had a 
most singular odour Daguenet had secured for himself the mor- 
rows of the old miser; as the tradesman had to be at his shop by 
eight in the morning, the young man watched in Zoe’s kitchen 
until he took his departure, and then jumped into the warm 
place he had just vacated, where he remained until ten o’clock, 
when he also went off to his business. Nana and he thought this 
arrangement very convenient 

“Never mind I” she said, “I will write to him this afternoon. 
And, if by chance he doesn’t receive my letter, you must not let 
him in when he calls to-morrow.” 

Zoe w^alked softly about the room. She talked of the great suc- 
cess of the previous evening. Madame had shown such talent, 
she sang so well I Ah! madame need not bother herself now 
about the future I 

Nana, her elbow buried in the pillow, only answered by nod- 
ding her head Her chemise had slipped from her shoulders, 
over which fell her unkempt hair. , 

“No doubt,” she murmured, musingly; “but how can we 
manage to wait? I shall have all sorts of annoyances to-day. By 
the way, has the landlord sent yet this morning.?” 

Then they both began to discuss ways and means. There were 
three quarters’ rent owing, and the landlord threatened to put 
in an execution Besides him, there was a host of other creditors, 
a job-master, a linen-draper, a dressmaker, a coal merchant, and 
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several others, who came every day and installed themselves on 
a bench in the anteroom; the coal merchant, especially, made 
himself most obnoxious, he shouted on the stairs But Nana’s 
greatest worry was her litde Louis, a child she had had when 
only sixteen, and whom she had placed out to nurse in a village 
near Rambouillet. The nurse demanded three hundred francs 
owing to her before she would give up Louis. Nana’s maternal 
love had been aroused ever since her last visit to the child, and 
she was m despair at not being able to realize what had now 
become her most ardent wish, which was to pay the nurse, and 
place the child at Batignolles with her aunt, Madame Lerat, 
so that she could see him whenever she wished. The maid, at 
this point, hinted that she ought to have confided her troubles 
to the old miser. 

“I know I” exclaimed Nana, “and I did tell him everything; 
but he replied that he had some very heavy bills to meet. He 
won’t part with more than his thousand francs a month. As for 
the blackamoor, he’s quite stumped just now, I think he’s been 
losing at cards. And poor Mimi is really in want of money him- 
self; a fall in stocks has cleared him out completely. He can’t 
even bring me any flowers now.” 

She was speaking of Daguenet On awaking in the morning 
she always felt in a confidential mood, and told Zoe everything. 
The maid, accustomed to such outpourings, listened with re- 
spectful sympathy. As madame deigned to talk to her of her af- 
fairs, she would take the liberty of giving her opinion. First of 
all, though, she could not help saying that she loved madame 
very much, it was for that reason that she had left Madame 
Blanche, and God knew that Madame Blanche was doing all she 
could to get her to return to herl She was well known, and 
would never have any difficulty in obtaining a situation; but she 
would remain with madame, even though things were not very 
brilliant, because she believed madame had a great future hqfore 
her. And she ended by giving her advice. When one was young, 
one did very foolish things Now it was necessary tO' be very 
careful, for men only thought of amusing themselves. And 
there would be no end of themi If madame liked she would 
only have a word to say to quiet her creditors and procure the 
money she was in want of. 

“All that does not give me three hundred francs,” Nana kept 
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repeating, as she passed her fingers through her hair. “I want 
three hundred francs to-day, at once How stupid it is not know- 
ing someone who would give three hundred francs,” 

And she tried to think of some means of obtaining the money. 
She was expecting Madame Lerat that very morning, and she 
would have liked so much to have sent her off at once to Ram- 
bouillet Her inability to gratify her whim quite spoilt her tri- 
umph of the preceding night To think that among all those 
men who had greeted her with such applause there was not one 
who would bring her fifteen louis! Besides, she could not accept 
money in that way Oh, how miserable she was! And then she 
thought of her baby; his blue eyes were like an angel’s; he could 
just lisp “Mamma” in such a funny tone of voice that it almost 
made her die with laughing! 

Just then the electric bell of the outer door sounded, with its 
rapid and trembling vibration. After going to see who was there, 
Zoe returned, and whispered confidentially: 

“It is a woman.” 

She had already seen this woman at least twenty times, only 
she pretended never to recognise her, and to ignore the nature 
of her dealings with ladies down in their luck “She told me her 
name — Madame Tricon.” 

“Old Tricon!” exclaimed Nana. “Why, I forgot all about her! 
I will see her.” 

Zoe ushered in a tall old lady, wearing long curls, and look- 
ing like a countess frequendy visiting her solicitor. Then she re- 
tired, disappeared without noise, with the snake-hke movement 
with which she left a room when a gentleman called. She might 
just as well, however, have remained where she was. Old Ma- 
dame Tricon did not even sit down. She only uttered a few 
short words. 

“I have somebody for you to-day. Are you willing .?*' 

“Yes. How much?” 

“Twenty louis.” 

“And at what time?’ 

“At three o’clock. Then, that’s settled?’' 

“Yes, that’s settled.” 

Madame Tricon immediately began to talk of the weather; 
it was very dry, and good for walking. She had still to call on 
four or five persons; and off she went, after consulting a little 
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note-book Nana, left alone, felt a weight lifted oH her mind. A 
slight shiver passed across her back; she slowly drew the warm 
clothes over her, with the indolence of a chilly cat. Little by 
little her eyes closed; she smiled at the idea of prettily dressing 
little Louis on the morrow, then, m the sleep which at length 
overtook her, her feverish dream of the night, a prolonged thun- 
der of applause, returned like a thorough-bass, and lulled her 
weariness. At twelve o’clock, when Zoe showed Madame Lerat 
into the room, Nana was still sleeping But the noise awoke her, 
and she at once said: 

“Ahl It’s you You will go to Rambouillet to-day?” 

“I came for that,” replied the aunt. “There is a train at twenty 
past twelve. I have time to catch it.” 

“No, I shall only have the money this afternoon,” said the 
young woman, stretching herself, her breasts rising as she did 
so. “You will have some lunch, and then we will see ” 

Zoe whispered, as she brought her a diessing-gown, “Ma- 
dame, the hairdresser is there.” 

But Nana would not retire into her dressing-room. She called 
out: 

“Come in, Francis.” 

A gentleman, very stylishly dressed, pushed open the door. 
He bowed Just at that moment Nana was getting out of bed, 
her legs quite bare. Without hurrying herself, she held out her 
arms, so that Zoe could pass the sleeves of the dressing-gown 
on to them; and Francis, quite at his ease, waited in a dignified 
manner, and without looking away. Then, when she had seated 
herself, and he had passed the comb through her hair, he spoke: 

“Madame has, perhaps, not yet read the papers.? There is a 
very good article in the ‘Figaro.’ ” 

As he had the paper with him, Madame Lerat put on her 
spectacles, and read the article out loud, standing in front of the 
window She drew up to her full trooper-like stature, her nos- 
trils contracted each time she came to an adjective exceptionally 
gallant. It was a notice of Fauchery’s, written directly after leav- 
ing the theatre— two very warm columns, full of witty but un- 
kind remarks, so far as regarded the actress, and of a brutish 
admiration for the woman. 

“Excellent! excellent^” kept repeating Francis. 

Nana didn’t care a button for the chafl about her voice! He 
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was a nice fellow, that Fauchery; all the same, she’d pay him 
out for his pleasant little ways! After reading the article a sec- 
ond time, Madame Lerat abruptly declared that all the men had 
the devil in the calves of their legs; and she refused to explain 
further, satisfied with having made this racy allusion, which she 
alone was able to understand. Meanwhile Francis had finished 
fastening up Nana’s hair. He bowed and said, 

“I shall have my eye on the evening papers. The same time 
as usual, I suppose — at half-past five?” 

“Bring me a pot of pomatum and a pound of burnt almonds 
from Boissier’sl” Nana called after him across the drawing- 
room, just as he was shutting the door. 

Then the two women, left alone, remembered that they had 
not kissed each other, so tliey cordially embraced one another 
on the cheek. The article had rather excited them. Nana, until 
then only half awake, again felt all the fever of her triumph. 
Ahl Rose Mignon must have spent a very pleasant morning' 
As her aunt had not been to the theatre, because, as she said, 
all emotion upset her stomach, she began to relate the events of 
the evening, the recital intoxicating her as though Paris itself 
had* crumbled beneath the applause. Then, suddenly interrupt- 
ing herself, she asked, with a laugh, if anyone would ever have 
expected as much in the days when she dragged her blackguard 
little person about the Rue de la Goutte d’Or. Madame Lerat 
shook her head. No, no; no one could ever have foreseen it. She 
spoke m her turn m a grave tone of voice, and calling her her 
daughter. For wasn’t she her second mother, now that the real 
one had gone to join the papa and the grandma. Nana, greatly 
affected, was on the point of shedding tears. But Madame Lerat 
said that by-gones were by-gones, and very filthy by-gones tool 
things that should not be touched upon every day in the week. 
For a long while she had given up seeing her niece, for the 
other members of the family accused her of going to the bad in 
her company. As if, great heavens I such a thing were possible! 
She did not want to know her niece’s secrets; she was sure thk 
the latter had always led a respectable life. And now she was 
satisfied with finding her in a good position, and seeing that she 
entertained a motherly feeling for her son. In this world, after 
all, there was nothing to beat honesty and work. 

“Who is the father of your baby?” she asked, suddenly inter- 
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rupting her sermon, her eyes lighted up with intense curiosity. 

Nana, surprised, hesitated for a second. “A gentleman,” she 
replied. 

“Ah I” resumed the aunt, “I wfis told it was a mason who used 
to beat you Well, you can tell me all about it some other day; 
you know that I can be trusted! Be easy, I will take as great care 
of him as though he was the son of a prince.” 

She had given up her artificial flower-making business and 
retired on her savings — six hundred francs a year — hoarded up 
sou by sou. Nana promised to take some nice rooms for her, be- 
sides which she would allow her one hundred francs a month. 
When she heard this the aunt quite forgot herself in her delight, 
and impressed upon her niece that she should squeeze them 
whilst she had the chance. She was alluding to the men. Then 
they kissed each other again But Nana, in the midst of her joy, 
and just as she had once more begun to talk of little Louis, 
seemed to get sad at some sudden recollection. 

“What a nuisance it is: I have to go out at three o’clock!” she 
murmured. “It’s an awful borel” 

At that moment Zoe came to say that the lunch was ready. 
They went into the dining-room, where they found an elderly 
lady already seated at the table. She had not taken her bonnet 
oS, and was dressed m a dark gown of no precise colour, but 
something between puce and goose droppings. Nana did not 
seemed surprised at seeing her there. She merely asked her why 
she had not gone into the bedroom,. 

“I heard voices,” answered the old lady. “I thought you were 
engaged.” 

^Madame Maloir, who had a respectable appearance and dis- 
tinguished ways, acted as Nana’s old lady friend. She ehter- 
tained her and accompanied her about. At first, Madame Lerat’s 
presence seemed to make her uneasy; but when she learnt that 
the stranger was only the aunt, she looked at her m quite a 
pleasant sort of way, and smiled faintly. However, Nana, who 
said her stomach had gone right down into her heels, started on 
some radishes, which she devoured without any bread. Madame 
Lerat, becoming very ceremonious, declined the radishesj say- 
ing they produced wmd. Then, when Zoe brought in some cut- 
lets, Nana played with the meat, and ended by merely sucking 
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the bone. Now and again she cast a glance in the direction o£ 
her old friend’s bonnet. 

“Is that the new bonnet I gave you?” she eventually asked. 

“Yes, I have altered it to suif me,” murmured Madame Ma- 
loir, with her mouth full. 

The bonnet looked frightful with the big feather she had 
stuck in it. Madame Maloir had a mania for re-makmg up all 
her bonnets; she alone knew what suited her, and in a minute 
she would utterly spoil the most elegant article. Nana, who had 
bought her the bonnet so as not to feel ashamed every time she 
went out with Jier, began to get angry. 

“Weld you might at least take it offl” she cried. 

“No, thank you,” the old lady replied most politely. “It does 
not trouble me. I can eat very well with it on.” 

After the cutlets came some cauliflower and the remains of 
a cold chicken But Nana turned up her nose at each dish put 
upon the table, and left her food untouched on her plate. After 
smelling everything and hesitating what to take, she finished 
her lunch with some jam. The desert lasted some time, and Zoe 
did not remove the cloth before serving the coffee; the ladies 
merely pushed away their plates. They talked of the great suc- 
cess achieved at the theatre the previous evening. Nana was 
making cigarettes, which she smoked as she leant back m her 
chair; and Zoe, having remained in the room, standing up 
against the sideboard swinging her arms about, at length began 
relating the story of her life. She said that she was the daughter 
of a midwife, who had got into trouble First of all she obtained 
a situation at a dentist’s, then with an agent for an insurance 
company, but she did not like It, and then she mentioned, with 
a touch of pride in her voice, the names of the different ladies 
with whom she had lived as lady’s-maid. Zoe spoke of these la- 
dies as though they owed her everything. For certain, more than 
one of them would have got into a nice mess had it not been for 
her. For instance, one day that Madame Blanche was with M 
Octave, the old gentleman unexpectedly arrived. What did Zoe 
do? She pretended to fall down as she passed through the draw- 
ing-room; the old gentleman hastened to help her, and then 
rushed off to the kitchen to get her a glass of water, while M 
Octave got clear away 
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“Ah! that was capital!” exclaimed Nana, who had listened 
with tender interest and a sort of obsequious admiraUon. 

“As for me, I have met with many misfortunes,” commenced 
Madame Lerat And drawing her chair close to Madame Maloir, 
she related to her various incidents of her private life They were 
both sucking lumps of sugar which they had previously dipped 
in their coffee. But Madame Maloir listened to the secrets of 
others without ever letting out a word about herself. It was said 
that she lived on a mysterious pension, in a room into which she 
never allowed any one to enter. 

All of a sudden Nana flew into a passion. “AuntI” she cried, 
“don’t play with the knives. You know that it always upsets 
me.” 

Without thinking of what she was doing, Madame Lerat had 
crossed two of the knives on the table. All the same the young 
woman pretended she was not superstitious For instance, spill- 
ing salt never affected her, neither did anything happening on a 
Friday; but crossed knives was more than she could stand, they 
had never misled her For certain, something disagreeable would 
happen to her. She yawned, and in a tone of vexation, said “Al- 
ready two o’clock. I shall have to go out. What a nuisance^” 
The two old women exchanged a glance. Then all three shook 
their heads without speaking. True, it was not always amusing 
to have to go out Nana was again leaning back in her chair, 
and smoking another cigarette, whilst the others discreetly kept 
their lips tight, and put on their most philosophical looks. 

“While you are gone, we will have a game at bezique,” said 
Madame Maloir, after a short silence. “Does madame know 
the game?” 

Of course Madame Lerat did, and played it better than any- 
one. It was not necessary to disturb Zoe, who had left the room; 
a corner of the table was all they wanted, so they turned the 
cloth up over the dirty plates. But, ]ust as Madame Maloir had 
got the cards out of a drawer of the sideboard, Nana said she 
would be very good if, before commencing the game, she would 
write a letter for her. It bothered her to write, and besides, she 
was not very sure of her spelling, whilst her old friend wrote 
letters so well. She ran and fetched from her bedroom some 
beautiful notepaper. A common three sou mk-bottle was lying 
about, with a rusty old pen. The letter was for Daguenet. Ma- 
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dame Maloir commenced in her beautiful round hand, “My 
darling little man,” and then she pioceeded to tell him not to 
come on the morrow, because “it could not be,” but “far or 
near every moment in the day, she was thinking of him.” 

“And I will end with a thousand bsses,” murmured Madame 
Maloir 

Madame Lerat had approved each phrase with a nod of her 
head. Her eyes sparkled; she had a weakness for being mixed 
up in love affairs. So she could not resist adding something of 
her own. 

“A thousand kisses on your beautiful eyes,” she cooed, with 
a tender look. 

“Yes, that’s it; ‘A thousand kisses on’ your beautiful eyesi’ ” 
repeated Nana, whilst a sanctimonious expression overspread 
the features of the two old women. 

They rang for Zoe, for her to give the letter to a commis- 
sionnaire. She was just then talking with a messenger from the 
theatre who had brought madame a communication from the 
stage-manager, which should have been sent to her in the morn- 
ing Nana had the man in, and asked him to leave the letter at 
Daguenet’s on his way back. Then she began to question him. 
OhI M. Bordenave was very pleased; all the seats were booked 
for a week at least; madame had no idea of the number of per- 
sons who had inquired for her address since the morning When 
the messengey had left, Nana said that she would not be away 
more than half an hour at the most. If any visitors called, Zoe 
was to ask them to wait. As she spoke, the electric bell of the 
outer door sounded. It was one of the creditors, the job-master; 
he had taken a seat on the bench of the ante-room. Ohf he might 
wait and twirl his thumbs until night-time; they were not going 
to disturb themselves for him. 

“I must pull myself together,” said Nana lazily, again 
stretching herself and yawning. “I ought to be there by now.” 

All the same she did not move. She watched the game, in 
which her aunt had just scored a hundred aces Her chin in her 
hand, she was becoming interested; but she suddenly started on 
hearing three o’clock strike. 

“Damn it I” sjhe roughly exclaimed. 

Then Madame Maloir, who was counting the tens, said to 
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her in a gentle, encouraging voice, “My child, you would do 
better to get your business over at once.” 

“Yes, be quick over it,” added Madame Lerat, as she shuffled 
the cards. “I shall be able to leave by the half-past four tram, if 
you are here with the money by four o’clock.” 

“Oh' It won’t take long,” she muttered in reply. 

In ten minutes Zoe had helped her to put on a dress and bon- 
net, She didn’t care if she looked untidy Just as she was about 
to go off, there was another nng at the bell. This time it was the 
coal merchant. Well' he could keep the job-master company; 
they might entertain each other To avoid a row, however, she 
passed through the kitchen, and went out by the servants’ stair- 
case She often went that way, all she had to do was to keep 
her skirts from touching the ground 

“When one is a good mother, the rest is of no consequence,” 
sententiously observed Madame Maloir, now left alone with 
Madame Lerat 

“I mark eighty kings,” replied the latter, who had a great 
weakness for cards And they both became more and more 
wrapped up in the game 

The table had not been cleared. A mixed odour pervaded 
the room — the fumes of the lunch and the smoke of the ciga- 
rettes. The two ladies returned to then lumps of sugar soaked 
in coffee. For twenty minutes they played as they sipped, when, 
the bell having rung a third time, Zoe bounced into the room, 
and jostled them in a most familiar manner. 

“I say'” she exclaimed, “theie’s another nng. You won’t be 
able to remain in here. If many more people are coming, I shall 
want every room in the place. Now, then, up you get' up you 
get'” 

Madame Maloir wanted to finish the game; but Zoe having 
made a feint of gathering up the cards, she decided to remove 
them carefully, without distuibmg anything, whilst Madame 
Lerat secured the brandy bottle, some glasses, and the sugar, and 
they both hastened into the kitchen, where they placed their 
things on an end of the table between some dirty cloths that 
were drying and a large bowl full of greasy water. 

“I’m three hundred and forty. It’s your play.” 

“I lead hearts.” 

When Zoe returned, she found them once more deep in the 
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game. After a short silence, and as Madame Lerat gathered up 
the cards and shuffled them, Madame Maloir asked: 

“Who was It?” 

“OhI no one,” answered the maid, carelessly, “only a young- 
ster, I ought to have sent him about his business; but he is so 
pretty, without a hair on his face, and with blue eyes and such 
a girlish figure, that I told him he could wait. He has an enor- 
mous bouquet in his hand, and he won’t leave go of it. He de- 
serves to be whipped, a brat who ought still be at college I” 
Madame Lerat got up to fetch hot water to concoct some 
grog; the sugar and coffee had made her thirsty. Zoe mur- 
mured that, all the same, she could manage some as well Her 
mouth ha'd a bitter taste like gall. 

“Well, and where have you put him?” resumed Madame Ma- 
loir. 

“Why, in the little spare room that isn’t furnished. It just 
holds one of madame’s trunks and a table. That’s where I put 
such youngsters.” 

• And she was sweetening her grog with several lumps of sugar, 
when another ring at the bell made her jump. Hang it all I 
wasn’t she to be allowed to have a drink in peace, now? If what 
they had already had was only the beginning of it, it promised 
to be lively. However,"she hastened to see who was there. Then, 
when she returned, seeing Madame Maloir’s questioning look, 
“Only a bouquet,” she observed 
They all three drank, after nodding to each other. The bell 
rang again twice, as Zoe, at last, clea|'ed the table, carrying the 
dirty plates to the sink one by one. But all this ringing was for 
nothing of any consequence. She kept the occupants of the 
kitchen well informed Twice she came and repeated her dis- 
dainful phrase — “Only a bouquet ” 

However, the ladies had a good laugh between two of the 
deals, as she told them of the looks of the creditors m the ante- 
room when the flowers were brought. Madame would find her 
bouquets on her dressing-table. What a pity it was that they cost 
so much, and that one couldn’t even raise ten sous on them! 
Well, there was a good deal of money wasted in the world. 

“For myself,” said Madame Maloir, “I should be satisfied if 
I had every day what the men spend on the flowers they give the 
women m Pans.” 
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“I daresay, you are not at all hard to please,” murmured Ma- 
dame Lerat. “If I had only the money spent on the wire alone. 
My dear, sixty queens.” 

It was ten minutes to four. Zoe was surprised — could not un- 
derstand at all how madame could remain out so long. General- 
ly, when madame found herself obliged to go out in the after- 
noon, she got It over m less than no time. But Madame Maloir 
observed that one was not always able to do as one would wish. 
One certainly met with many obstacles in life, declared Madame 
Lerat The best thing to do was to wait. If her niece was late it 
was because she had been detained, was it not? Besides, they 
had nothing to complain of. It was very comfortable in the 
kitchen And, as she had no more hearts m her hand, Madame 
Lerat played diamonds. The electric bell was again set m mo- 
tion When Zoe reappeared her face was quite radiant. 

“Fatty Steiner! girls,” said she in a whisper, as soon as she 
got her head in the door. “I put him in the parlour.” 

Then Madame Maloir talked of the banker to Madame Lerat, 
who did not know any of that class of gentlemen. Was he going 
to chuck up Rose Mignon? Zoe wagged her head; she knew 
many things. But she was again obliged to go and answer the 
bell. 

“WelF this beats everything!” she murmured on returning. 
“It’s the blackamoor! It was no use, though I told him again and 
again that madame was out; he has gone and made himself 
comfortable in the bedroom. We did not expect him until this 
evening.” 

At a quarter past four Nana was still absent. What could she 
be doing? It was most absurd of her. Then two more bouquets 
were brought Zoe, not knowing what to do with herself, looked 
to see if there was any more coffee. Yes, the ladies would will- 
ingly finish the coffee, it would wake them up again. They were 
■falling asleep, settled in their chairs, and continuously drawing 
cards from the pack with the same movement of their arms. 
The half past struck. Something, surely, must have happened to 
madame, they whispered to each other. 

All of a sudden, Madame Maloir, forgetting herself, exclaimed 
m a loud voice— “Double bezique' Five hundred’” 

“Hold your row’ will you.?” cried Zoe, angrily. “What will all 
those gentlemen think.?” 
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And in the silence which reigned, with the exception of a 
slight murmur, caused by the disputes of the two old women, 
was heard the sound of hastily approaching footsteps on the 
servants’ staircase. It was Nana at last. Before she opened the 
door one could hear her panting. She entered looking very red, 
and very abrupt in manner. Her skirt, the strings of which had 
probably broken, had dragged over the stairs, and the flounces 
had soaked in a regular pool — some filth that had flowed from 
the first floor, where the cook was a perfect slut. 

“Here you are at last' Well, it’s fortunate'” said Madame Le- 
rat, with a nasty look about her mouth, and still put out by Ma- 
dame Maloir’s double bezique. “You can flatter yourself that 
you know how to keep people waiting!” 

“Madame is really very foolish'” added Zoe 

Nana, already out of temper, became exasperated by these re- 
proaches. Was that the way to receive her after all the unpleas- 
antness she had gone through. 

“Mind your own business, can’t you?” she cried 

“Hush! madame, there are some people. here,” said the maid. 

So, lowering her voice, the young woman faltered, all out of 
breath, “Do you think I’ve been amusing myself? I thought I 
should never have been able to get away. I should have liked to 
have seen you in my place. I was boiling. I was on the point of 
using my fists. And then, not a cab to be got to come back in. 
Fortunately it’s close by. All the same, I ran as fast as I could.” 

“Have you the money?” asked the aunt. 

“What a question'” replied Nana. 

She had seated herself in a chair close to the grate, her legs 
almost too tired to bear her, and, before she had even recovered 
her breath, she felt inside the body of her dress and drew forth 
an envelope. In which were four banknotes of one hundred 
francs each. One could see the notes by a large tear she had 
made in the envelope with her finger so as to make sure of what 
it contained. The three women around her looked fixedly at the 
envelope of common paper, all crumpled and dirtied, in her little 
gloved hands. It was too late; Maclame Lerat should not go to 
Ramouillet till the next day. Nana began to give her various in- 
structions. 

“Madame, there are some people waiting,” repeated the maid. 

But she again flew into a passion. The people could wait. She 
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would attend to them by-and-b;^, when she had settled what she 
was about Then, as her aunt put out her hand to take the 
money, “Oh I no, not all,” said she. “Three hundred francs for 
the nurse, fifty francs for your journey and expenses, that makes 
three hundred and fifty I shall keep fifty francs.” 

The great difficulty was to get change There were not ten 
francs in the place. They did not ask Madame Maloir, who was 
listening with an uninteiested look, for she never had with her 
more than six sous necessary for an omnibus. At length Zoe left 
them, saying that she would go and look in her trunk, and she 
shortly returned with a hundred francs, all in five franc pieces. 
They counted them on the cornei of the table. Madame Lerat 
went off at once, promising to fetch little Louis on the morrow. 

“You say there are some people waiting?” resumed Nana, 
still sitting down, resting. 

“Yes, madame, three persons ” 

And Zoe named the banker first Nana pouted her lip. Did 
that Steiner think she was going to stand any of his nonsense, 
just because he had had a bouquet thrown to her on the previous 
evening? 

“Besides,” she declared, “I’ve had enough for to-day. I shall 
not receive any one Go and say that you no longer expect me.” 

“Madame will reflect— madame will receive M. Steiner,” mur- 
mured Zo^ without stirring, looking very grave and annoyed 
to find her mistress on the point of behaving very foolishly. 
Then she spoke of the Wallachian, who must be beginning to 
find time hang very heavily on his hands all alone in the bed-, 
room. But Nana got into a rage and became more objtinate. No, 
she would sec no one I Why was she ever bothered with a fellow 
who would stick to her to that extent? 

“Kick ’em all out^ I’m going to have a game at bezique With 
Madame Maloir. I like that much better.” 

The ringing of the bell interrupted her. This was too muchl 
How many more of them would come to bother her,? She for- 
bade Zoe to open the door The latter, without listening to what 
she said, left the kitchen. When she returned, she stated in a 
peremptory tone of voice, as she handed two cards to her mis- 
tress; “I told the gentlemen that madame would see them. They 
are in the drawing-room.” 

Nana jumped up from her seat in a regular fury, but the 
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names of the Marquis de Chouard and Count Mufliat de Beu- 
ville, on the cards, calmed her. She remained an instant wrapped 
in thought. 

“Who are they?” she asked at length, “Do you know them?” 

“I know the old one,” replied Zod, discreetly; and as her mis- 
tress continued to question her with her eyes, she quietly added, 
“I have seen him at a certain place.” 

This statement seemed to determine the young woman. She 
reluctantly left the kitchen, that warm refuge where one could 
gossip and take one’s ease, with the smell of the coffee warm- 
ing on the embers of the charcoal. She left behind her Madame 
Maloir, who was now cutting the cards and telling her own 
fortune. She had continued to keep her bonnet on, only, to 
be more at her ease, she had untied the strings and thrown 
the ends back over her shoulders. In the dressing-room, where 
Zod rapidly helped her to change her things, Nana avenged 
herself for the worries she had to put up with by uttering in a 
low voice the most abominable oaths against men in general. 
These foul expressions grieved the maid, for she saw with regret 
that her mistress was a long time in getting free of the evil 
effects of her early surroundings. She even ventured to beg of 
her to be calm. 

“Oh, poohl” replied Nana, coarsely; “they are a set of pigs, 
and they like it.” 

Nevertheless, she put on what she styled her princess look, 
and was moving towards the drawing-room, when Zoe stopped 
her, and, of her own accord, hastened to usher into the dressing- 
room the Marquis de Chouard and Count Muffat It would 
be much better that way. 

“Gentlemen,” said the young woman with studied polite- 
ness, “I regret that you have had to wait.” 

The two men bowed and sat down. An embroidered blind 
subdued the light admitted into the room, which was the most 
elegantly furnished one of the set; it was hung with light 
drapery, and contained a handsome marble dressing-table, a 
large cheval-glass, with an inlaid frame, a redinmg-chair, and 
several easychairs covered in blue satin. Cn the dressing-table 
were placed the bouquets of roses, lilac and hyacinths, quite a 
pyramid of flowers, emitting a strong and penetrating perfume; 
wblst in the moist atmosphere, with the insipid smell rising 
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from the dirty water, an odour moie pronounced could now 
and again be discerned, emanaung from a few sprigs of dry 
patchouli broken up into small pieces at the bottom of a cup. 
A*id cuddling herself up, drawing round her the unfastened 
dressing-gown she had slipped on, Nana appeared as though 
she had been surprised at her toilet, her skin scarcely dried, 
looking smiling though startled in the midst of her laces. 

“Madame,” gravely said Count Muffat, “excuse our taking 
you thus by storm. We have called respecting a collection. 
This gentleman and myself are members of the poor relief com- 
mittee for this district.” 

The Marquis de Chouard gallantly hastened to add, “When 
we heard that a great actress lived in this house, we at once 
determined to call and personally plead the cause of our poor. 
I Talent is ever allied to a generous heart.” 

^ Nana made a great show of modesty She acknowledged 
their remarks by slightly nodding her head, reflecting furiously, 
however, all the time. It must have been the old one who had 
brought the other; his eyes looked so wicked. Yet, the other 
one too was to be mistrusted, his temples seemed curiously 
swollen; he might have managed to come alone. No doubt, 
they had heard about her from the concierge, and each had 
called on his own account. 

“Certainly, gentlemen, you were quite right to come,” said 
she, most pleasantly. But the sound of the bell made her start. 
What I another visitor, and that Zo6 who would persist in letting 
them ml “I am only too happy to be able to give,” she con- 
tinued. In reality, she felt extremely flattered. 

“Ah! madame,” resumed the marquis, “If you but knew the 
extent of the misery I Our district contains more than three 
thousand poor, and yet it is one of the richest. You can have 
no idea of the apiount of distress prevailing — children without 
food, women lying ill, deprived of all necessities, dying of cold.” 

“Poor people I” cried Nana deeply affected. 

Her pity was so great that tears filled her beautiful eyes. In 
an impulsive moment she leant forward, forgetting any longer 
to study her movements, and her open dressing-gown displayed 
all her neck, whilst her bended knees indicated, beneath the 
flimsy material, the roundness of her form. A slight tinge of 
colour illumined the ghastly pallor of the marquis’s cheeks, and 
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Count MufEat, who was on the point of speaking, lowered his 
eyes. It was decidedly too warm in that small room, it was 
heavy and close like a hot-house The roses were drooping, 
and the smell of the patchouli in the cup was intoxicating 

“One would like to be very rich on such occasions,” added 
Nana. “However one does what one can. Believe me, gentle- 
men, had I only known — ” 

She was on the point of saying something foolish under the 
influence of her emotion; but she recovered heiself, and left 
the phrase unfinished For a moment she remained perplexed, 
not recollecting where she had put the fifty francs when she 
took her dress off, but at length she recollected, they must be 
on a corner of her dressing-table under a pomatum-pot turned 
upside down. As she rose from her seat the bell sounded again, 
violently this time. Good I another one! Would it never cease? 
The count and the marquis had also risen, and the ears of the 
latter seemed to turn in the direction of the door, no doubt he 
knew what the frequent rings at the bell meant. Muffat 
glanced at him; then each looked on the ground, no doubt they 
were in each other’s way. But they soon regained their com- 
posure, the one looking proud and strong, his head well 
covered with his dark brown hair, the other straightening his 
bony shoulders, over which fell his meagre crown of rare white 
hairs. 

“Really, gentlemen,” said Nana, laughing, as she brought 
the ten big silver coins, “I’m afraid I shall burden you. Re- 
member It is for the poor,” 

And an adorable little dimple appeared in her chin She had 
assmned her “hail fellow well met” air, and stood m an easy 
posture, holding out her hand full of silver— offering it to the 
two men, as though saying, “Come, who’ll take.?” The count 
was the more active, he took the money, but ope coin remained 
in the young woman’s hand, and, to remove it, his fingers were 
obliged to come in contact with her skin — a skin so warm and 
soft that touching it sent a thrill through his frame. Nana, 
greatly amused, continued laughing. 

“There, gentlemen,” she resumed. “Next tirpe I hope to 
give more ” 

Having no pretext for remaining longer, they bowed and 
moved towards the door. But, as they were about to leave the 
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room, the bell sounded again. The marquis could not repress 
a faint smile, whilst a shadow passed over the count’s grave 
face. Nana detained them a few seconds, to allow Zoe time 
to find some out-of-the-way corner for the newcomer. She did 
not like people to meet one another when calling on her. This 
time, the place must be quite full She was agreeably surprised, 
however, to find the drawing-room empty. Had Zoe, then, put 
them into the cup-boards? 

“Good-day, gentlemen,” she said, as she stood in the open 
doorway 

•^e enveloped them in her sm ile and her clear glance. Count 
Muffat bowed low, disconcerted in spitFoThis great experience 
of the world, longing for a breath of fresh air, dizzy from his 
contact with that room, and carrying away with him an odour 
of woman and flowers which nearly stifled him And, behind 
him, the Marquis de Chouard, certain of not being observed, 
dared to wink at Nana, his face, for the moment, all distorted, 
and his tongue between his bps When the young woman re- 
entered the dressing-ioom, where Zo^ awaited her with some 
letters and visiting-cards, she laughed louder than ever, and ex- 
claimed: 

“Well, there go a couple of sharks' They wheedled my fifty 
francs out of me'” 

But she was not annoyed; it amused her to think that men 
should ask her for money. All the same, they were a couple of 
pigs; she hadn’t a sou left The sight of the cards and the let- 
ters brought back her bad temper. The letters might be toler- 
ated; they came from gentlemen who, after applauding her at 
the theatre, now hastened to make their declarations. As for 
the visitors, they might go to the devill Zoe had put some 
everywhere; and she remarked that the suite of rooms was very 
convenient, for each one opened on to the passage. It was not 
the same at Madame Blanche’s, where you always had to pass 
through the drawing-room; and Madame Blanche had had a 
a great deal of unpleasantness on that account. 

“You must send them all to the right about,” resumed Nana, 
following her original idea. “Begin with the blackamoor.” 

“I sent him off a long time ago, madame,” said Zod with a 
smile. “He merely wished to tell madame that he couldn’t 
come to-night.” 
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What great joy' Nana clapped her hands. He wasn’t com- 
ing — what luck' Then she would be free' She sighed with 
relief, as though she had been pardoned when about to endure 
the most abominable of punishments. Her first thought was 
for Daguenet — that poor duck whom she had just put off till 
Thursday' Quick, Madame Maloir must write another letter' 
But Zoc said that, as usual, Madame Maloir had gone off with- 
out letting any one know. Then Nana, after speaking of send- 
ing some one, began to hesitate. She was very tired. A whole 
night for sleep — it would be so nice' The idea of such a treat 
at length proved irresistible. She might, just for once, stand 
herself that. 

“I shall go to bed at once on returning from the theatre,” she 
murmured, in a greedy sort of way, “and you must let me sleep 
till twelve o’clock.” Then, raising her voice, she added, “Now, 
then, look alive' shove ’em all on to the staircase'” 

Zod didn’t stir. She would never permit herself openly to 
give advice to madame, only she arranged matters in such a way 
as to enable madame to profit by her vast experience, when she 
saw that madame was about to do something foolish. 

“M. Steiner also.'*” she briefly asked. 

“Certainly,” replied Nana. “He before the others.” 

The maid still waited, to give madame time to reflect 
Wouldn’t madame be proud to do her rival. Rose Mignon, out 
of such a rich gentleman — one so well known in all the 
theatres.? 

“Look sharp, my dear,” resumed Nana, who understood per- 
fectly, “and tell him that he plagues me.” But she suddenly 
altered her mind. On the morrow she might want him; so, 
winking her eye, she laughingly added, “after all if I want to 
hook him, the best thing is chuck him out.” 

Zoe seemed very much struck with the remark. She gazed 
on her mistress with a look of admiration, then went and sent 
Steiner about his business without hesitation. Nana waited a 
few minutes to give her time to sweep the place, as she termed 
it. One had never before heard of such an assault' She looked 
into the drawing-room; it was empty— the dining-room also; 
but as she continued her inspection, quite reassured, and certain 
she would not come across any one, she suddenly found her- 
self in the company of a vejry little fellow, on opening the door 
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of a spare room. He was seated on the top of a trunk, very 
quiet and looking very good, with an enormous bouquet on his 
knees 

“Oh, heavens!” she exclaimed “There is still one in here!” 

On seeing her the little fellow jumped to the floor, his face as 
red as a poppy, and he did not seem to know what to do with 
his bouquet, which he passed from one hand to the other, al- 
most strangled by emotion His youth, his embarrassment, 
the comical figure he cut with his flowers, touched Nana, who 
burst out laughing. Whatl Children as well? Now men 
came to her when they had scarcely left off their swaddling 
clothes She became quite easy, familiar, maternal, even, in 
her way; and, slapping her thighs, asked him, for a bit of fun, 

“Have you then come to be whipped, baby!'” 

“Yes,” replied the youngster, in low and entreating accents. 

This reply amused her all the more. He was seventeen years 
old, his name was George Hugon. He was at the Variety 
Theatre on the previous evening, and he had come to see her. 

“Are those flowers for me?” 

“Yes.” 

“Give them to me, then, you little booby!” 

But, as she took the bouquet, he seized her hands, with the 
gluttony of his happy age She had to strike him to make him 
leave go. There was a young monkey who went it hot! She 
qmte blushed and smiled as she scolded him. Then she sent 
him away, giving him permission to come again He staggered;^'' 
he could scarcely find the door. Nana returned to her dress- 
ing-room, where Francis appeared almost immediately to do 
her hair for the evening. She never dressed before then. Seated 
before the looking-glass lowering her head beneath the skilful 
fingers of the hairdresser, she remained silent and pensive, when 
Zoe entered, saying, 

“Madame, there is one who will not go away,” 

“Very well, then, let him stop,” she calmly replied. 

“Besides, as fast as some go others come.” 

“Never mind, tell them to wait. When they get very hungry 
they will go off!” 

■ She had again altered her mmd. It now delighted her to 
keep the men waiting. A sudden idea perfected her amuse- 
ment. She escaped from Francis’s hands, and ran and bolted 
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the door Now they could come and fill the other rooms as ' 
much as they liked, they wouldn’t be able to pierce the walls, 
she supposed I Zoe could go in and out by the little door that 
led into the kitchen However, the electric bell kept on as 
lively as ever Every five minutes the sound came again, Sharp 
and clear, with the regularity of a well-oiled machine; and 
Nana counted the tinkling by way’ of distraction. But a sud- 
den recollection burst upon her. 

“And my burnt almonds, what about them?” she cried. 

Francis also was forgetting the burnt almonds. He with- 
drew a packet from the pocket of his frockcoat, with the dis- 
creet manner of a man of the world offering a present to a 
lady friend. However, each time his account was settled he 
did not forget to include the burnt almonds in the bill. Nana 
put the bag between her knees and commenced to munch, 
moving her head now and again, according to the gentle pushes 
of the hair-dresser. 

“The deuce'” she murmured, after a short silence, “there’s a 
regular band of them ” Three times successively had the bell 
sounded It scarcely ceased ringing Some of the rings were very 
modest ones, they seemed to falter with the nervousness of a first 
avowal; others were very bold, vibrating beneath the touch of 
some rough hand; whilst others, still, were very hurried, and 
passed away in a moment They produced an incessant peal, as 
Zoe said, sufficient to disturb the whole neighbourhood, _ all this 
crowd of men pushing in turn the ivory knob of the electric 
bell. It was too bad of that joker Bordenave He had really given 
the address to too many persons — nearly all the previous night’s 
audience seemed to be calling ' 

“By the way, Francis,” said Nana, “have you five louis?” 

He took a step backwards, scrutinized the head-dress, then 
quietly replied, “Five louis.? well that depends.” 

“Oh I you know,” she returned, “if you want securities — ” 

And, without finishing the sentence, she nodded in the direc- 
tion of the adjoining rooms Francis lent the five loms. Zoe in 
her moments of respite, came and prepared everything for her 
mistress’s toilet. Soon she had to come and dress her, whilst the 
hairdresser waited, wishing to give a few finishing touches to 
his work. But the sound of the bell constantly called away the 
maid, who left her mistress with her stays half unlaced, or with 
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only one stocking on. She got quite bewildered m spite of her 
experience. After having put men everywhere, even m the small- 
est corners, she was at length obliged to put three of four to- 
gether, a proceeding which was altogether against hei principles. 
Well, so much the worse if they ate each other, it would give 
more room! And Nana, safely bolted in, laughed at them, saying 
that she could hear them puffing and blowing They must have 
a very queer look, all with their tongues hanging out, like a lot 
of puppies sitting on their haunches in a ring It was the success 
of the previous evening continuing; this pack of men had fol- 
lowed on her trail 

“I hope they won’t break anything,” she murmuied. She was 
commencing to get uneasy, under the influence of the hot 
breaths which percolated through the cracks. But Zoe ushered 
in Labordette, and the young woman uttered a cry of relief He 
had called to tell her of an account he had settled for her at the 
office of the justice of the peace. She didn’t listen to him, but 
kept repeating, “I shall take you with me. We will dine together. 
Then you shall see me to the Variety Theatre. I don’t go on till 
half-past nine.” 

That dear Labordette, he had just dropped in at the right 
time. He never asked for anything! He was merely the ladies’ 
friend, and interested himself in their little affairs For instance, 
on coming in, he had sent all the creditors to the right about. 
Those worthy people, however, had not wished to be paid; on 
the contrary, if they persisted in waiting, it was merely to com- 
pliment madame, and personally to offer her their services after 
her great success. 

“Let’s be off,” said Nana, who was now dressed. 

Just then Zoe hastened into the room crying, “I cannot answer 
the bell again, madame. There’s a regular crowd coming up the 
stairs.” 

A crowd on the stairs' Even Francis laughed, in spite of the 
coolness he affected, as he gathered up his combs. Nana, seizing 
hold of Labordette’s arm,' dragged him into the kitchen; and, 
free at length of the men, she hurried away thoroughly happy, 
knowing that she could be alone with him, no matter where, 
without any fear of his making a fool of himself. 

“You must bring me home again,” she said, as they went 
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down the back stairs “Then I shall be safe. Only fancy, I intend 
to sleep a whole night — a whole night all to myself' Just a 
whim of mine, old fellow'” 


CHAPTER THREE 

Countess Sabine, as Madame Muffat de Beuville was called to 
distinguish her from the count’s mother who had died the year 
before, received every Tuesday, at her house in the Rue de 
Miromesnil at the corner of the Rue de Penthi^vre. It was a 
large square building, and had been occupied by the Muffat 
family for more than a hundred years past, The frontage, over- 
looking the street, was high and dark, and as quiet and melan- 
choly-looking as a convent, with immense shutters which were 
nearly always closed, at the rear, in a little damp garden, some 
trees had grown up in their search for sunslune, so tall and lank 
that their branches could be seen overtopping the roof. On this 
particular Tuesday , evening, towards ten o’clock, there were 
scarcely a dozen persons assembled in the drawing-room. When 
she was only expecting intimate friends the countess never threw 
open either the parlour or dining-room One was more comfort- 
able and could gather round the fire and chat. The drawing- 
room, moreover, was very large and very high; four windows 
looked on to the garden, the dampness of which could be more 
especially felt on this showery April evening, m spite of the sub- 
stantial logs burning in the fireplace The sun never shone there. 
In the day-time a greenish light only very imperfectly illumi- 
nated the apartment; but at night-time, when the lamps and the 
chandelier were lit, it merely looked solemn, with the massive 
mahogany furniture in the style of the First Empire, and the 
hangings and chair-coverings in yellow velvet ornamented with 
satm-hke designs On entering the room one found oneself in 
an atmosphere of cold dignity, of ancient customs and of past 
age, exhaling an odour of godliness. However, on the side of 
the fireplace, facing the armchair in which the count’s mother 
died — a square chair with stiff straight woodwork and hard 
cushions — the Countess Sabine was reclining in a low easy- 
chair, covered with crimson silk, the padding of which had the 
softness of eiderdown. It was the only modern article of furni- 
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ture in the room, the gratification of a fancy which seemed 
like a blasphemy amidst the surrounding austerity. 

“So,” the young woman was saying, “we aie to have the Shah 
of Persia.” 

They were talking of the great personages who were coming 
to Pans on account of the Exhibition. Several ladies were seated 
in a semicircle round the fire. Madame Du Joncquoy, whose 
brother, a diplomatist, had fulfilled a mission m the East, was 
giving some details respecting the Court of that potentate. 

“Are you unwell, my dear?” asked Madame Chantereau, the 
wife of an iron-founder, seeing the countess shudder slightly and 
turn pale. 

“Oh, no, not at all,” replied the latter, with a smile. “I felt 
rather cold This room takes such a long time to get warm'” 
and she looked along the walls, and up to the ceiling. Her 
daughter, Estelle, a young girl of sixteen, skinny and insignifi- 
cant-looking, got up from the stool on which she was sitting, 
and came and silently replaced on the top of the fire one of the 
logs which had rolled off. Madame de Chezelles, one of Sabine’s 
convent friends, but five years younger than she, exclaimed: 

“Well' I should like to have a drawing-room like yours' You, 
at least, are able to receive. In modern houses the rooms are not 
bigger than boxes. If I was in your place — ” 

She spoke thoughtlessly, with animated gestures, explaining 
that she would change the hangings, the seats, everything; then 
she would give balls to which all Pans would long to be invited. 
Behind her, her husband, a judge, listened with a grave face. It 
was said that she deceived him, and openly, too; but every one 
forgave her, and received her all the same, because, so the report 
ran, she vvas mad. 

“Oh, Leonide'” Countess Sabine, with her faint smile, con- 
tented herself with murmuring. A slight shrug of the shoulders 
completed her thought. It was not after having lived in it seven- 
teen years that she would think of altering her drawing-room. 
Now, It would remain the same as her mother-in-law had 
wished it should be during her hfe-time. Then, resuming the 
conversation, she observed, “I have been told that we shall also 
have the King of Prussia and the Emperor of Russia.” 

“Yes, it IS announced that there will be great festivities,” said 
Madame Du Joncquoy. 
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The banker Steiner, recently introduced into the house by 
Leonide de Chezelles, who knew every one, was conversing 
seated on a sofa between two windows. He was questioning a 
deputy, from whom he was cunningly trying to extract some 
news relative to a stock exchange affair of which he had an ink- 
ling; whilst Count Muffat, standing in front of them, was listen- 
ing in silence, looking blacker than ever Four or five young 
men formed another group near the door, surrounding Count 
Xavier de Vandeuvres, who, in a hushed voice, was relating to 
them some adventure, rather improper, no doubt, for they were 
all making great efforts to smother their laughter. All alone, in 
the middle of the room, a stout man, the head of a department 
at the Ministry of the Interior, was ponderously seated in an 
arm-chair, asleep with his eyes open. But one of the young men 
having seemed to throw doubt on Vandeuvres’s story, later 
raised his voice, and exclaimed; 

“You are too sceptical, Foucarmont; you Will spoil all your 
pleasures.” 

And With a laugh he moved towards the ladies. The last of a 
great race, effeminate and intelligent, he was then devouring a 
fortune with the rage of an appetite that nothing could appease 
His racing-stable, one of the most celebrated of Pans, cost him 
an enormous sum; his losings at the Imperial Club amounted 
each month to a most unpleasant number of louis; his mistresses 
every year, good or bad, relieved him of a farm and several 
acres of meadow or forest land, making quite a hole m his vast 
estates in Picardy. 

“You do well to call others sceptical, you who believe in noth- 
ing,” said Leonide, making room for him beside her. “It is you 
who spoil jour pleasures ” 

“Exactly,” he replied. “I want others to profit by my experi- 
ence.” 

But he was made to stop. He was scandalizing M. Venot. 
Then, some of the ladies moving, disclosed to view, on a sort of 
sofa-chair, a little man of sixty, with bad teeth and a cunning 
smile. He was installed there just as though he were at home, 
listening to every one and never uttering a word. With a ges- 
ture he notified that he was not scandalized. Vandeuvres as- 
sumed his most dignified look, and gravely added, “M. Venot 
knows very well that I believe that which I ought to believe.” 
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It was an act of religious faith. Leonide herself appeared satis- 
fied. The young men at the end of the room no longer laughed. 
It was a strait-laced place, and they did not amuse themselves 
much there, A coldness had passed over all. In the midst of the 
silence arose the sound of Steiner’s snuffling voice, the deputy’s 
discretion having ended by putting the banker in a rage. For a 
few minutes Countess Sabine looked into the fire, then she re- 
newed the conversation. 

“I saw the King of Prussia last year, at Baden, He is still full 
of vigour for his years.” 

“Count Bismarck will "accompany him,” said Madame Du 
Joncquoy. “Do you know the count.? 1 lunched with him at my 
brother’s, oh! a long time ago, when he was representing Prussia 
at Pans. I cannot understand such a man achieving the great 
success he has.” 

“Why?” asked Madame Chantereau. 

“WelP I scarcely know how to tell you. He does not please 
me. He has a brutish look, and is ill-mannered. Besides, for my- 
self, I think him stupid.” 

Then everyone talked about Count Bismarck. The opinions 
were very divided. Vandeuvres knew him, and asserted that he 
was a hard drinker and a good playei But, at the height of the 
discussion, the door opened and Hector de la Faloise appeared. 
Fauchery, who accompanied him, approached the countess, and 
bowing, said, “Madame I did not forget your gracious invita- 
tion.” 

She greeted him with a smile and a kind word. The journal- 
ist, after shaking hands with the count, stood for a moment like 
a fish out of water, in the midst of the company of whom he 
only recognised Steiner. Vandeuvres, having turned round, came 
and greeted him; and, happy at the meeting, and seized with a 
desire to be communicative, Fauchery at once drew him aside, 
saying in a low voice: 

“It’s for to-morrow; are you going?” 

“Of course!” 

“At midnight at her place." 

“I know, I know. I’m going with Blanche.” 

He wished to escape to rejoin the ladies and give another ar- 
gument in Count Bismarck’s favour. But Fauchery detained 
him. 
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“You will never guess what invitation she has asked me to 
deliver.” 

And he slightly nodded his head in the direction of Count 
Muffat, who at that moment was discussing the budget with the 
deputy and Steiner 

“It can’t be'” said Vandeuvres, amazed, but at the same time 
highly amused. 

“On my honour' I had to swear I would bring him. I have 
called partly on that account.” 

They both had a quiet laugh and then Vandeuvres, hastening 
to rejoin the ladies, exclaimed, 

“I assure you, on the contrary, that Count Bismarck is very 
witty. For instance, he made one night, in my hearing, a most 
delightful pun — ” 

La Falore, however, having overheard the few rapid words 
exchanged in a low voice between the two friends, looked at 
Fauchery, hoping for an explanation which came not Whom 
were they talking of? What was going to take place the next 
day at midnight? He stuck to his cousin wherever he went The 
latter had gone and sat down Countess Sabine especially in- 
terested him. She had often been talked about in his presence 
He knew that, married when she was only seventeen, she would 
then be thirty-four, and that ever since her remarriage she had 
led a sort of cloistered existence between her husband and her 
mother-in-law. In society, some said she was as cold as a devotee, 
but others pitied her as they recalled her merry laughter, her 
big, sparkling eyes, in the days before she was shut up in that 
old house. Fauchery examined her and hesitated. One of his 
friends, a captain who had been recently killed in Mexico, had 
imparted to him after dinner, on the eve of his departure, one 
of those brutal secrets which the most discreet men let out at 
certain moments. But Fauchery’s recollection of the matter was 
very vague;, they had both dined well that evening, and he had 
his doubts as he watched the countess, dressed in black, with 
her quiet smile, in the middle of that old-fashioned drawing- 
room. A lamp placed behind her detached her sharp profile, that 
of a plump brunette, of which the lips alone, slightly thick, 
had a sort of imperious sensuahty. 

“What’s the matter with them and their Bismarckl” mur- 
mured La Faloise, who always pretended to be very much bored 
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when in society. “It’s awfully slow here. It was a queer idea of 
yours to want to come!” 

All at once Fauchery questioned him. “I say, the countess, has 
she got any lover?” 

“Oh^ no, my dear fellow; oh' no,” he stammered, visibly 
upset, and quite forgetting his ofl-hand style “Wherever do you 
think you are?” Then he became aware that his indignation was 
not quite the thing for a man of the world like himself, so, lean- 
ing back on the sofa, he added, “Well' I say no; but really I’m 
not sure of anything There’s a fellow over there, that Foucar- 
mont, who’s always to be found about the place. One has seen 
stranger things than that, that’s certain For myself, I don’t care 
a hang. Anyhow, if the countess does amuse herself in that way, 
she must be very cunning, for no one .has ever found it out; she 
IS never talked about ” 

Then, without Fauchery taking the trouble to question him 
further, he related all he knew respecting the Muflats Fle spoke 
in a very low voice in the midst of the tittle-tattle of the ladies 
gathered round the fire; and one would have thought, seeing 
them in their white ties and gloves, that they were discussing 
some serious matter in the most select words Mamma Muffat, 
whom La Faloise had known intimately, was an insupportable 
old woman, always mixed up with priests As for Muffat, the 
tardy son of a general, made count by Napoleon I, he naturally 
found himself in favour after December and. He also was not 
very gay; but he was considered to be a very worthy and honest 
man With that he possessed opinions belonging to another 
world, and had such a high idea of his post at court, of his dig- 
nities and of his virtues, that he carried his head like the holy 
sacrament It was Mamma Muffat who had given him that 
beautiful education — confession every day, no youth, no sprees 
of any kind. He was most religious; he had frequent fits of faith 
of great violence, similar to attacks of brain fever. Then, to finish 
his portrait with a last detail. La Faloise whispered a word in his 
cousin’s ear. 

“It’s not possible'” said the latter 

“On my honour, I was assured of it' He had it still when he 
married.” 

Fauchery laughed as he glanced at the count, whose face, sur- 
rounded with whiskers and without moustache, looked squarer 
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and harder than ever as he quoted figures and totals to Steiner, 
who disputed them. 

“Well, he looks like one of that sort,” he murmured. “A fine 
present he made to his wife I Ah, poor little thing! how he must 
have bored her; I bet she doesn’t know anything at all I” 

Just then Countess Sabine spoke to him, but he was so in- 
terested and amused with what he had been told about the count 
that he did not hear her She repeated her question. 

“M. Fauchery, have you not written an article on Count Bis- 
marck.? You have spoken to him, have you not?” 

He rose from his seat quickly, and joined the ladies, trying to 
compose his features, at the same time, however, finding a reply 
With ease. 

“Really, madame, I mu|t at once own that I wrote that article 
by the aid of some of his biographies published in Germany. I 
have never seen Count Bismarck.” 

He remained next to the countess, and whilst talking with 
her he continued his reflections. She did not look her age; one 
would have thought her twenty-eight years old at most; her eyes, 
with her long lashes shaded with a blue shadow, especially re- 
tained a sparkle of youth. Brought up by parents living apart, 
spending one month with the Marquis de Chouard and the next 
with the Marchioness, she married when very yo'ung, shortly 
after her mother’s death, incited thereto, no doubt, by her father, 
in whose way she was He was a terrible man, the marquis, and 
strange stories were beginning to circulate about him, in spite of 
his great show of pietyl Fauchery asked if he would have the 
honour of seeing him. Certainly, her father would come, though 
very late; he had so much work to attend to> The journalist, 
who thought he knew where the old man spent his evenings, 
preserved his gravity; but a mark he noticed on the countess’s 
left cheek near her mouth, surprised him greatly. Nana had the 
same— -exactly It was funny. On the mark were some little 
curly hairs, only the hairs on Nana were light, whilst those on 
the other were as black as jet. But no matter, this woman hadn’t 
a lover. 

“I always had a wish to know Queen Augusta,” said she. “I 
have heard that she is so good and so pious. Do you think that 
she will accompany the king?” 

“It is said that she will not, madame,” he replied. 
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She had no lover — that was evident to all. It was sufficient to 
see her there, beside her daughter, so inert and so unnatural on 
her stool. The sepulchial drawing-room, with its church-like 
odour, told sufficiently under what an iron hand, in what a rigid 
existence^ she passed her life There was nothing of hers in that 
antiquated abode, blackened with damp It was MuSat who 
domineered and who governed, with his bigoted education, his 
penances, and his fasts But the sight of the little old man with 
bad teeth and cunning smile, whom Fauchery noticed just then 
in the easy-chair behind the ladies, appeared to him a more 
forcible argument still He knew the fellow, Theophile Venot, 
an ex-attorney who had had the speciality of ecclesiastical causes. 
Having retired with a very handsome fortune, he now led a 
rather mysterious existence, was received everywhere, treated 
with great respect, and even slightly feared, as though he repre- 
sented a great power— -an occult one which, so to say, could be 
felt about him. Besides that, he affected great humility, he was 
a churchwarden at the Madeleine, and had merely taken a situa- 
tion as adjunct to the mayor of the ninth airondissement to oc- 
cupy his leisure, so he said. The countess was well protected, 
and no mislakel there was nothing to be done in that quarter. 

“You are right; one is bored to death here,”. said Fauchery to 
his cousin, when he had succeeded in escaping from the ladies. 
“We’ll be off.” 

But Steiner, whom Count Muffat and the deputy had just 
left, came towards him looking furious, all in a perspiration, 
and grumbling in a low voice, “Confound them! they can keep 
their information to themselves if they want to. I shall find 
plenty of others who will speak.” Then, pushing the journalist 
into a corner, he said in a victorious tone of voice, “Weill it’s for 
to-morrow. I shall be there, my bucki” 

“Ah!” murmured Fauchery, surprised. 

“You didn’t know? Oh! I had an awful job to find her at 
home I Besides that, Mignon stuck to me wherever I went.” 

“But they are going, the Mignons.” 

“Yes; so she told me. Well, she at length received me, and in- 
vited me. At midnight precisely, after the theatre.” The banker 
looked beaming with delight. He winked his eye, and added, 
giving to each word a peculiar significance, “And you, did it 
come off?” 
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“What do you mean?” asked Fauchery, who afiected not to 
understand. “She wished to thank me for my article, so she 
came to call on me.” 

“Yes, yes. You are lucky, you fellows; you are rewarded. By 
the way, who is it who pays to-morrow?” 

The journalist opened his arms, as though to declare that no 
one had been able to find out. Here Vandeuvres called to 
Steiner, who knew Count Bismarck. Madame Du Joncquoy was 
almost convinced She ended by saying; 

“He made a bad impression on my mind; I think he looks 
wicked. However, I am willing to believe he has plenty of wit. 
That Will explain his great successes.” 

“No doubt,” said the banker — a Frankfort Jew, with a ghastly 
smile. 

This time, however. La Falotse plucked up courage to ques- 
tion his cousin, and following him closely, whispered in his ear, 
“So there’s to be a supper at some woman’s to-morrow night? 
At whose place is it, eh? at whose place?” 

Fauchery signalled to him that some- one was listening, they 
must observe the proprieties. Again the door had opened, and 
an old lady entered, followed by a youth, vvhom the journalist 
recognised as the youngster fresh from college, who, on the first 
night of the “Blonde Venus,” had uttered the famous “Isn’t she 
stunning!” which was still talked about The lady’s arrival 
caused quite a commotion in the drawing-room Countess Sa- 
bine hastily rose from her chair to meet her. She took hold of 
her hands, and called her her dear Madame Hugon. Seeing his 
cousin watSh this scene rather curiously, La Faloise, with the 
view of impressing him, explained it in a few words. Madame 
Hugon was a notary’s widow, and had retired to a place called 
I Les Fondettes, an estate which had long belonged to her family, 
' 'and which was situated near Orleans She had kept up a small 
e.stabiishment in Pans, m a house belonging to her in the Rue de 
Richelieu, and was now passing a few weeks there for the pur- 
pose of arranging everything for her younger son, who was 
studying for the -bar. She had been the Marchioness de 
Chouard’s great fnendj and had been present at the countess’s 
birth. The latter had often spent months with her, up to the 
time of her marriage with the count, and they were still very in- 
timate together. 



NANA 


6J 

“I have brought George to see you,” Madame Hugon was say- 
ing to Sabine. “I fancy you will find him grown I” 

The youth, with his bright eyes and fair cuds, looking like a 
girl dressed up as a boy, greeted the countess, not at all bash- 
fully, and recalled to her recollection a game at battledore and 
shuttlecock that they had played together, two years before, at 
Les Fondettes. 

“Is Philip not in Pans?” asked Count MuJiat. 

“Oh, no!” replied the old lady. “He is still with the garrison 
at Bourges.” 

She had seated herself, and talked with pride of her elder son, 
a big fellow, who, after enlisting in a hasty moment, had rapidly 
attained the rank of lieutenant All the ladies surrounded her 
with a respectful sympathy. The conversation became nicer and 
more agreeable; and Fauchery, seeing there that worthy Ma- 
dame Hugon, with her white hair, and her maternal face 
lighted up with such a sweet smile, thought himself highly ri- 
diculous for having for a moment suspected Countess Sabine. 
However, the big crimson silk easy-chair, in which the countess 
had reseated herself, attracted his attention. He thought it 
looked too loud, and altogether out of place, in that smoky old 
drawing-room. For certain, it was not the count who had intro- 
duced such a means of gratifying a voluptuous indolence. One 
might have thought it a sort of experiment, the commencement 
oha desire and of an enjoyment Then his thoughts went dream- 
ily back to the past, returning, in spite of himself, to that story 
told one evening in a private room at a restaurant. He had 
sought to become acquainted with the Muffat family, prompted 
by a sensual curiosity; for, since his friend had been killed in 
Mexico, who knew what might happen? it was for him to see. 
There was probably nothing in it after all. The thought of it, 
however, disturbed and attracted him, and all the vice in his 
nature was awakened. The big easy-chair had a tumbled look 
and a curve m the back which now rather amused hini 

“WelU shall We go.?” asked La Faloise, with the intention of 
asking, when they got outside, the name of the woman who was 
to give the supper. 

“In a little while,” replied Fauchery 

And he no longer hurried himself, but took as a pretext for 
staying the invitation with which he had been charged, and 
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which it was not at all easy to deliver. The ladies were talldng 
of a young girl who had recendy become a nun. The ceremony, 
which was a very touching one, had affected all fashionable 
Paris for three days past. She was the eldest daughter of the 
Baroness de Fougeray, and had joined the Carmelites, having an 
irresistible calling to do so. Madame Chantereau, the cousin in 
a remote degree of the Fougerays, was relating that the baroness 
had been obliged to take to her bed on the following day, being 
so overcome by her emotion. 

“I had a capital place,” said Leonide, “I thought it all very 
curious.” 

Madame Hugon, however, pitied the poor mother. What 
anguish to lose her daughter! "i have been accused of being a 
devotee,” said she, with simple frankness. /‘That does not pre- 
vent me thinking children who persist in such a suicide very 
cruel.” 

“Yes, it is a terrible thing,” murmured the countess, with a 
slight shiver, as she cuddled closer into her chair before the fire. 

Then the ladies entered into a long discussion on the subject. 
But their voices were subdued, and onl^ occasionally did a faint 
laugh interrupt the solemnity of the conversation The two 
lamps on the mantelpiece, covered with rose-coloured shades, 
shed but a feeble light over them; and there being only three 
other lamps, which were placed at a distance on different pieces 
of furniture, the vast room was in a pleasant shadow. Steiner 
began to feel bored. He related to Fauchery an adventure of that 
little Madamj; de Chezelles, whom he familiarly called Leonide. 
A regular hussy, said he, as he lowered his voice behind the 
ladies’ chairs. Fauchery watched her m her dress of pale blue 
satin, as she sat on a corner of her chaii, looking as slim and as 
impudent as a boy, and he ended by feeling surprised at seeing 
her there. They knew better how to behave themselves at Caro- 
line Heiquet s, whose establishment had just been' placed on a 
substantial footing by her mother. It was quite a subject for an 
article. What an extraordinary world was the Parisian one! The 
strictest drawing-rooms were becoming invaded. That silent 
Iheophile Venot, who contented himself with smiling and 
Rowing his bad teeth, was evidently a bequest of the defunct 
‘ intess, just the same as the elderly ladies, Madame Chantereau, 
lame Du Joncquoy, and four or five old gentlemen who re- 
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mained immovable in their corners Count Mufiat brought some 
government officials, who afJected that correctness of bearing 
which was the fashion of the Tuilenes Amongst others, the 
head of the department remained seated by himself in the 
middle of the room, with his clean shaven face and dull-looking 
eyes, and so tighdy buttoned up in his coat that he seemed as 
though he dare not move Nearly all the young men, and some 
persons of lofty style, had been introduced by the Marquis de 
Chouard, who had kept up his connection with the legitimists, 
after having joined the Empire and become a member of the 
Council of State. There remained Leonide de Chezelles, Steiner, 
a most ambiguous lot, which was relieved by Madame Hugon 
with the serenity of an amiable old woman; and Fauchery, who 
still had his article in his mind, called them Countess Sabine’s 
set. 

“On another occasion,” continued Steiner, speaking very low, 
“Leonide made her tenor come to Mdntauban. She was living at 
the Chfiteau de Beaurecueil, two leagues from theie, and every 
day she came in a carnage and pair to see him at the Hotel du 
Lion-d’Or, where he was staying, The carnage waited at the 
door, and Leonide remained in the hotel for hours, whilst a 
crowd assembled and admired the horses.” 

The conversation ceased, and a rather solemn interval suc- 
ceeded Two young men were whispering, but they soon left off, 
and nothing was heard but Count Muffat’s faint footsteps as he 
walked across the room. The lamps seemed to be burning low, 
the fire was going out, and a deep shadow almost hid from sight 
the old friends ot the family, as they sat in the chairs they had 
occupied there for forty years past It was as though, between a 
couple of sentences, the guests had felt the count’s mother return 
with her grand, icy cold look. Countess Sabine, however, soon 
resumed: 

“At any rate there was a report to that effect. The young man, 
It seems, died, and that will explain why the poor child took the 
veil. It IS said, also, that M. de Fouge'ray would never have given 
his consent to the marriage.” 

“There are a great many other things said too,” giddily ex- 
claimed Leonide. 

She laughed, at the same time refusing to explain herself. Sa- 
bine, affected by this gaiety, carried her handkerchief to her 
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mouth. And this laughter, in the solemnity of the vast apart- 
ment, had a ring which struck Fauchery; it sounded like the 
breaking of glass. Without a doubt something was cracked 
there. Then the ladies all started ofi talking at once Madame 
Du Joncquoy protested; Madame Chanteieau knew that a mar- 
riage had been contemplated, but that nothing further had taken 
place. Even the gentlemen ventured to give their views. Foi 
some minutes there was quite a confusion of opinions, in which 
the different elements of the room— the Bonapartists and the 
legitimists, mixed with the worldly sceptics— elbowed each 
other, and spoke at the same time. Estelle had run for more 
wood for the fire, and the footman had wound up the lamps; 
it was quite like an awakening. Fauchery was smiling, as 
though perfectly at his ease. 

“Why, of coursel They espouse God, when they cannot marry 
their cousin,” said Vandeuvres between bs teeth, thoroughly 
bored with the subject, as he went and joined Fauchery. “My 
boy, have you ever seen a woman beloved become a nun?” He 
did not wait for a reply, he had had enough of it; and in a low 
voice he added, “I say, how many shall we be to-morrow? There 
will be the Mignons, Steiner, you, Blanche, and myself. Who 
else?” 

“Carohne, I think, Simone, Gaga for certain. One never 
knows exactly, you know. On such occasions, one expects about 
twenty and thirty turn up ” 

Vandeuvres, who was looking at the ladies, turned to another 
subject. “She must have been very good looking, Madame Du 
Joncquoy, fifteen years ago. That poor Estelle seems to have 
grown longer than ever. What a plank she’ll be to put in a bed !” 
But he interrupted himself, and returned to the question of the 
supper. “The nuisance in that sort of thmg is that one always 
meets the same women We ought to have some new ones. Try 
and discover one. Waitl I have an idea' 111 go and ask that 
stout man to bring the girl he was lugging about at the Variety 
Theatre the other evening." 

He was speaking of the head of the department, who was doz- 
ing in the middle of the room. Fauchery amused himself by 
watching the delicate negotiation from a distance. Vandeuvres 
seated himself beside the stout man, who continued to look very 
dignified. For a short time they bo^ seemed to discuss, with all 
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the seriousness it merited, the weighty question of the moment, 
which was what real reason a young girl could have for becom- 
ing a nun. Then the count returned, saying. 

“It isn’t possible. He swears that she is virtuous. She would 
be sure to refuse. Yet, I would have bet that I had seen her at 
Laure’s.” 

“What! you go to Laure’sl” murmured Fauchery with a 
laugh. “You venture to risk your person in such places! I 
thought it was only we poor devils who did that!” 

“Oh! dear boy, one must see everything.” Then they both 
chuckled, and their eyes sparkled as they gave each other dif- 
ferent details about the dining place in the Rue des Martyrs, 
where fat Laure Piedefer, for three francs a head, provided din- 
ner for ladies who were down in their luck. It was a dirty hole! 
All the little women kissed Laure on the mouth. Then, as the 
countess looked in their direction, having overheard a word or 
two, they moved away together, both very lively and highly 
amused. They had not noticed George Hugon standing near 
them, listening, and blushing so hard that from his neck to his 
ears he became quite red. The baby was full of a mixture of 
shame and rapture. Since his mother had left him alone in the 
drawing-room, he had hovered round about Madame de 
Chezelles, the only woman whom he thought at all up to any- 
thing, and yet Nana could give her a lot! 

“Last night,” Madame Hugon was saying, “George took me 
to the theatre. Yes, to the Variety, where I had certainly not 
been for ten years or more. The child adores music. As for my- 
self, it did not amuse me much, but he seemed so happy! They 
bring out most peculiar pieces now-a-days. I must admit, how- 
ever, that I have no great taste for music ” 

"What! madame, you do not care for music!” exclaimed Ma- 
dame Du jonequoy, raising her eyes to heaven. “Is it possible 
that everybody does not like music.'’” 

The exclamation was general. No one oSered a remark in 
reference to the piece produced at the Variety Theatre, and of 
which the worthy Madame Hugon had not understood any- 
thing; the other ladies knew about it, but would say nothing. 
They at once went in for sentiment, and a refined and ecstatic 
admiration of the great masters. Madame Du Jonequoy only 
cared for Weber, Madame Chantereau preferred the Italians, 
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The sound of the ladies’ voices became soft and languid; one 
might have thought the group gathered round the fire to be a 
party at church, discreetiy and faintly intoning a .canticle in 
some little chapel 

“Let’s see,” murmured Vandeuvres, leading Fauchery into the 
middle of the room, “we must, somehow, or other, discover a 
new woman for to-morrow. Suppose we ask Steiner?” 

“Oh I Steiner;” said the journalist, “never gets hold of a 
woman until all Paris has had enough of her.” 

Vandeuvres, however, looked about him. “Wait,” he resumed, 
“I met Foucarmont with some fair charmer the other day. I will 
go and ask him to bring her.” 

And he beckoned to Foucarmont. They rapidly exchanged a 
few words; but there seemed to be some difficulty, for they both 
cautiously picked their way over the ladies’ skirts and joined 
^ther young man, with whom they continued their confer- 
Coa in the recess of a window. Fauchery, left alone, decided to 
join the group by the fire just as Madame Du Joncquoy was 
stating that she could never hear Weber’s music without at once 
seeming to see lakes, forests, and the sun rising over landscapes 
bathed in dew; but a hand touched his shoulder, whilst a voice 
said behind him, 

“It’s not at all kind of you.” , 

“What isn’t?” he asked, turning round and recognizing La 
Falolse. 

“That supper, to-morrow night— you might at least have got 
me invited',” 

Fauchery was just about to reply, when Vandeuvres returned 
and said to him, “It seems the girl has nothing to do with 
Foucarmont, she belongs to that other gentleman over there. She 
Wont be able to come. What a bore! But, all the same, I’ve 
hooked Foucarmont. He will try and bring Louise of the Pal- 
ais-Royal Theatre,” 

M. de Vandeuvres,” asked Madame Chantereau, raising her 
voice, “is it not true that Wagner’s music was hissed on Sun- 
day?” 

“OhI atrociously, madame,” he replied, advancing with his 
exquisite politeness. Then, as the ladies did not detain him, he 
moved away and continued in an undertone in the journalist’s 
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ear, “I shall go and hook some more. All these young fellows 
must know some little women.’’ 

Then he was seen, pleasantly smiling the while, to go up to 
the different men and talk with them in all parts of the room. 
He mingled with the various groups, dropped a few words here 
and there, and then withdrew, winking his eyes and making 
other signs. It was as though he was, m his easy way, giving out 
a watchword. His words were passed from one to another, and 
appointments were made; whilst the ladies’ sentimental disserta- 
tions on music drowned the agitated buzz caused by all these al- 
luring attempts. 

“No, don’t mention your Germans,” repeated Madame Chan- 
tereau “Song is gaiety, is light Have you heard Patti in ‘II Bar- 
biere?’ ” 

“Delicious I” murmured Leonide, who could only strum 
opera-bouffe airs on her piano. 

Countess Sabine now rang for tea, which was served in the 
drawing-room when the visitors on a Tuesday were not numer- 
ous Whilst having a small table cleared by a footman, the count- 
ess followed Count de Vandeuvres with her eyes She preserved 
that vague smile which showed a little the whiteness of her 
teeth; and, as the count passed near her, she questioned him. 

“Whatever are you plotting, M. de Vandeuvres?” 

“I, madame?” he calmly replied, “I am not plotting any- 
thing.” 

“Ah( You seem to be so very busy. See, you must make your- 
self useful.” 

She placed an album in his hands and asked him to put it on 
the piano. But he found means of informing Fauchery on the 
quiet that Tatan Nene, who had the best neck and shoulders of 
the season, would be there, and also Maria Blond, who had )ust 
made her first appearance at the Folies-Dramatiques Theatre. 
La Faloise, however, kept stopping him at almost every step, ex- 
pecting an invitation. He ended by offering himself. Vandeuvres 
engaged him at once; only, he made him promise to bring 
Clarisse, and as La Faloise affected to be scrupulous, he quieted 
him by saying, “But I invite you! That is quite sufficient.” 

Nevertheless La Faloise would very much have liked to have 
known the name of the woman at whose house the supper was 
to take place, but the countess had recalled Vandeuvres, and 
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was questioning him as to the way tea was made in England. 
He was often there, attending the races in which his horses ran. 
According to him, only the Russians knew how to make tea; 
and he mentioned their recipe. Then, as though he had been 
thinking very much whilst speaking, he interrupted himself to 
ask, “By the way, and the marquis? Were we not to have seen 
him?'” 

“Why, yes; my father certainly promised,” replied the count- 
ess. “I am beginning to feel uneasy. His work must have de- 
tained him.” 

Vandeuvres smiled discreedy. He also seemed to have a doubt 
as to the nature of the work on which the Marquis de Chouard 
was engaged. He had thought of a charming person whom the 
marquis sometimes took into the country. Pei haps they might 
be able to get her for the supper. However, Fauchery thought 
the time had come for acquainting Count Muflat with the in- 
vitation he had for him. It was getting late. 

“Do you seriously mean it?” asked Vandeuvres, who thought 
It was a ]oke. 

“Most seriously. If I don’t ask him, she will scratch my eyes 
out. It’s a whim of hers, you know.” 

“Then I’ll help you, my boy.” 

The clock struck eleven. The countess and her daughter served 
the tea. As there were scarcely any but intimate friends, the cups 
and plates of biscuits and cake were familiarly handed round. 
The ladies remained in their chans before the fire, sipping their 
tea, and crunching the biscuits which they held between the 
tips of their fingers. From music the conversation dwindled to 
tradesmen. There was no one like Boissier for sweets, and 
Catherine for ices; Madame Chantereau, however, preferred 
Latinville. The talk slackened, a weariness seemed to seize 
upon every one. Steiner had resumed his attack on the deputy, 
whom he blockaded in the corner of a sofa. M. Venot, whose 
teeth had probably been destroyed by sweetmeats, was rapidly 
devouring some hard cakes, making a little noise like a mouse; 
whilst the head of the department, his nose in his cup, never 
seemed to have had enough. And the countess, without the least 
hurry, moved from one to another, not pressing them, but stand- 
ing a few seconds looking at the men in a sort of silent interrog- 
ative manner, then smiling and passing on. The heat of the fire 
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had given quite a colour to her face, and she seemed to be the 
sister of her daughter, who looked so skinny and awkward be- 
side her. As she drew near to Fauchery, who was conversing 
with her husband and Vandeuvres, she noticed that they left 
off talking She did not stop, but, passing further on, oSered 
George Hugon the cup of tea she was carrying 

“It is a lady who desires your company at supper,” gaily re- 
sumed the journalist, addressing Count Muff at. 

The latter, whose countenance had retained its dark look all 
the evening, seemed greatly surprised. What lady could they 
mean? 

“Why, Nana'” said Vandeuvres, so as to have it out at once. 

The count became still more serious He scarcely moved his 
eyelids, whilst a pain, like a twitch of neuralgia, passed over 
his face. “But I do not know the lady,” he murmured, 

“Oh' come now! Why you went and called on her,” observed 
Vandeuvres. 

“What' I called on her. Ah' yes, the other day, for the poor 
relief committee I had forgotten all about it. All the same, I do 
not know her. I cannot accept.” 

He assumed his most dignified air, to let them understand 
that he considered their joke m very bad taste The place of a 
man of his rank was not at the table of such a woman. Van- 
deuvres protested; it was merely a supper given to some actress- 
es; talent excused everything. But without listening to him any 
more than to 'Fauchery, who began to tell him of a dinner at 
which a prince, the son of a queen, had sat next to a woman 
who used to sing at music-halls, the count gave a most decided 
refusal. He even, in spite of his great politeness, accompanied it 
with a gesture of annoyance. 

George and La Faloise, standing up drinking their tea in 
front of each other, had overheard the few words that had been 
exchanged so near them. “Halloo' so it’s to be at Nana’s,” mur- 
mured La Faloise. “I might have known it'” 

George said nothing, but he became very red in the face, his 
fair hair was all ruffled, his blue eyes were shining like candles. 
The vice with which he had mixed during the last few days 
inflamed and excited him. At last then, he was about to meet 
with all that he had dreamed of “The nuisance is, I don’t 
know the address,” resumed La Faloise. 
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“Boulevard Haussmann, between the Rue de I’Arcade and 
the Rue Pasquier, on the third floor,” said Geoige, all in a 
breath; and as the other looked at him with astonishment, he 
added, becoming redder still in the face, and bui sting with con- 
ceit and confusion, ‘“I am going; she invited me this morning,” 

Just at this moment there was a great commotion in the 
drawing-room. Vandeuvres and Fauchery were therefore unable 
to press the count any further The Marquis de Chouard had 
arrived, and every one hastened to greet him He seemed to 
move along very painfully, his legs almost giving way beneath 
him; and he at length stood still m the middle of the room, his 
face ashy pale, and his eyes blinking, as though he had just come 
out of some very dark place and was quite blinded by the light 
of the lamps. 

“I had quite given up expecting to see you, father,” said the 
countess “I should have been quite uneasy until I heard from 
you to-morrow.” 

He looked at her without replying, like a man who does not 
understand His nose, which appeared veiy big on his clean- 
shaven face, looked like an enormous gathering; whilst his 
under-lip drooped. Madame Hugon, full of kindliness, seeing 
him so depressed, pitied him. 

“You work too much. You ought to rest, At our age we 
should leave work to the younger ones.” 

“Work, ahl yes, work,” he at length stammered out. “Always 
plenty of work.” 

He was becoming himself again He straightened his bent 
frame, passing his hand in a way familiar with him over his 
white hair, the scanty locks of which were brushed behind his 
ears. 

“What IS it you work at so late?” asked Madame Du Jonc- 
quoy. “I thought you were at the reception held by the Minister 
of Finance?” 

But the countess interposed, “My father had to study some 
parliamentary bill.” 

“Yes, a parliamentary bill,” said he, “a bill, exactly. I shut 
myself in. It waS in respect to factories. I wish them to be closed 
on Sundays. It is really shameful that the government does not 
display more energy in the matter. The churches are now scarce 
ly frequented; it will all end in a great catastrophe.” 
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Vandeuvres glanced at Fauchery They were both behind the 
Marquis, and they kept near him. When Vandeuvres was able 
to take him on one bide, to ask him about the charming person 
whom he was in the habit of taking into the country, the old 
man afiected great surprise Perhaps they had seen him with 
Baroness Decker, at whose house at Viroflay he sometimes spent 
a few days, Vandeuvres, for revenge, asked him suddenly, “I 
say, wherever have you been.? Your elbow is all covered with 
cobwebs and plaster.” 

“My elbow,” he murmured, slightly troubled. “Why, so it is! 
A little'dirt. I must have got that somehow as I came here.” 

Several persons were leaving It was close upon midnight. 
Two footmen silently removed the empty cups and the plates 
of cake The ladies were still sitting in front of the fire, though 
in a smaller circle than before, conversing more freely m the 
languor of the end of an evening. Even the room itself seemed 
overcome with drowsiness, and heavy shadows lingered about 
the walls Then Fauchery talked of retiring. However, his eyes 
once more sought Countess Sabine Having seen to her guests, 
she was now resting in her accustomed seat, saying nothing, 
her glance fixed on a log that was gradually burning away, and 
her face so wlyte and impenetrable, that his doubts returned to 
him. The little black hairs on the mark she had near the corner 
of fier mouth seemed quite golden in the firelight — exactly the 
same as Nana’s even to the colour He could not resist whisper- 
ing to Vandeuvres about it. It was really quite true, he had 
never noticed it before; and they continued the parallel between 
Nana and the countess They discovfered a vague resemblance 
about the cbm and the mouth; but the eyes were not at all alike. 
There Nana looked thoroughly kind-hearted and good-natured; 
whilst the countess was altogether doubtful — one would have 
said a cat asleep, with her claws hidden away, and her paws 
only slightly agitated with a nervous tremble. 

“All the same she’s a fine woman,” declared Fauchery. 

Vandeuvres seemed to unrobe her with a glance. “Yes, all the 
same,” said he “But, you know, I have great doubts as to her 
thighs. She hasn’t any worth speaking of, I’ll bet!” 

He 'stopped as Fauchery sharply nudged his elbow, and di- 
rected his attention to Estelle, who was seated on her stool in 
front of them. They had raised their voices without noticing 
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her, and she had most likely overheard them. However, she 
remained upright and immovable, with her skinny neck of a 
girl growing too fast, and on which not the smallest hair had 
turned. So they moved away a few steps, and Vandeuvres ex- 
pressed his opinion that the countess was a most virtuous 
woman. 

At this moment, the ladies seated round the fire having raised 
their voices, Madame Du Joncquoy was heard to say, “I have 
admitted that Count Bismarck may possess some wit. However, 
if you pretend he has genius — ” They had once more returned 
to their first subject of conversation. 

“What! Bismarck again!” murmured Fauchery. “Well, this 
time I will indeed be ol.” 

“Wait a minute,” said Vandeuvres. “We must have a final 
‘no’ from the count.” 

Count Muffat was conversing with his father-in-law and a 
few serious-lookmg men. Vandeuvres took him to one side, 
and repeated the invitation more pressingly, saying that he 
himself was going to the supper. A man could go anywhere. No 
one would think of seeing harm where, at the most, there' was 
only a litde curiosity. The count listened to these arguments 
with downcast eyes and immovable features. Vandeuvres no- 
ticed that he seemed to hesitate, when the Marquis de Chouard 
joined them, with a look of interrogation on his face; and when 
the latter was made acquainted with the subject under discus- 
sion, when Fauchery invited him also, he glanced furtively at 
his son-in-law. There was a moment of silence and embarrass- 
ment; but they encouraged each other, and they would no doubt 
have ended by accepting, if Count Muffat had not noticed that 
M. Venot'was watching him fixedly. The little old man no 
longer smiled, his face bore a. cadaverous expression, his eyes 
were sharp and piercmg like gimlets, 

“No,” replied the count at once, in such a decided tone of 
voice that there was nothing more to be said. 

Then the marquis declined more sternly still. He talked of 
morality. The upper classes ought to set an example. Fauchery 
smiled, and shook hands with Vandeuvres. He would not wait 
for him, but went off at once, as he had to look in at the office 
of his paper. 

‘At Nana’s at midnight, don’t forget.” 
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La Faloise was leaving also, and Steiner had just taken leave 
of the countess. Other men were following them, and the same 
words were whispered O'U all sides, each one repeating, “At 
Nana’s at midnight,” as he put on his overcoat in the anteroom. 
Geoige, who was waiting for his mother, stood in the doorway, 
and gave them all the correct address — the third floor, the door 
on the left hand side. Before retiring, Fauchery gave one last 
look round. Vandeuvres had resumed his place in the midst of 
,the ladies, and was jesting with Leonide de Chezelles. Count 
Muffat and the Marquis de Chouard were joining in the con- 
versation, whilst worthy Madame Hugon was going to sleep 
with her eyes open. Behind the ladies’ petticoats, M. Venot, 
making himself scarce again, had recovered his smile, and in 
the big, solemn room the clock slowly struck midnight. 

“Whatl whatl” Madame Du Joncquoy was exclaiming, “you 
think that Count Bismarck will declare yvar against us, and 
that he will beat us? Ohi that’s too much'” 

They were, in fact, all laughing at Madame Chantereau, who 
had just made the statement, which she had heard in Alsace, 
where her husband owned a factory. 

“The Emperor is watching, thank goodness,” said Count 
Muflat, with official solemnity. 

These were the last words that Fauchery heard, He closed 
the door, after looking once more at Countess Sabine She was 
calmly conversing with the head of the department, and seemed 
interested in the talk of the stout man. Most certainly he must 
have been mistaken, there was no flaw. It was a pity. 

“Well, aren’t you coming.?” called La Faloise to him from 
the hall. 

And outside, on the pavement, as they bid each other good 
night, they both again repeated, “To-morrow, at Nana’s.” 


CHAPTER FOUR 

Ever since the morning,- Zoe had given up the entire apartment 
to a person who had arrived from Brebant’s with quite a staff 
of waiters and other assistants. Brebant was to furnish every- 
thing— the supper, the glass and crockery, the table-linen, flow- 
ers,, and even seats and stools. Nana would not have found a 
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dozen napkins if she had ransacked all her cupboards, and, not 
having as yet had time to set herself up in everything since her 
new start in life, disdaining to go to a restaurant, she had pre- 
ferred to make the restaurant come to her It was more the 
thing She wished to celebrate her great success as an actress by 
a supper which would he die talk of every one As the dining- 
room was too small, they had set up the table in the drawing- 
room — a table on which places for twenty-five had been laid 
rather close together. 

“Is everything ready?” asked Nana, on returning home at 
midnight. 

“Oh I I don’t know,” roughly replied Zoe, who seemed alto- 
gether out of sorts. “Thank goodness! I have nothing to do with 
It. They are smashing everything in the kitchen and all over the 
place' With all that, I’ve had another row. The other two have 
been again. Upon my word, I chucked them out of the place.” 

She was speaking of madame’s two ex-gentlemen — the trades- 
man and the Whllachian — whom Nana had decided to dismiss; 
for, being now ceitain as to the future, she wished to turn over 
a new leaf, as she called it. 

“What an abominable nuisance they are'” she murmured. “If 
they come again, threaten them with the commissary of police.” 

Then she called Daguenet and George, who had remained in 
the anteroom, hanging up their overcoats. They had met at the 
stage-door in the Passage des Panoramas, and she had brought 
them in her cab As no one else had then arrived, she called to 
them to come into the dressing-room whilst Zoe got her ready. 
In haste, and without changing her things, she had her hair 
done up, and placed some white roses in it and some others in 
her dress. The dressing-room was all encumbered with the fur- 
niture of the drawing-room, which had been placed there— a lot 
of little round tables, sofas, and arm-chairs, one on the top of 
the other — and she was quite ready, when her skirt caught on 
one of the castors and tore. Then, in her fury, she swore and 
cursed. Such accidents only happened to her She tugged at her 
dress with rage, and pulled it ofi. It was made of soft white silk, 
so simple, so supple, and so fine, that it enveloped he.r like a 
long chemise. But, not finding another dress to her taste, she put 
it on again at once, almost crying, and saying she would look 
like a rag-picker. Daguenet and George fastened up the tear 
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with pins, whist Zoe tidied her hair once more. All three busied 
themselves round about her, the youngster especially, who was 
on his knees on the floor, his hands buried m her skirt. She at 
length became calmer, when Daguenet assured her it could not 
be more than a quarter past midnight, for she had so hurried 
the last act of the “Blonde Venus,” scamping the cues, and 
skipping entire verses. 

“It was, anyhow, quite good enough for all those fools,” said 
she. “Did you notice? they were a rumdooking lot to-night! 
Zo4 niy girl, you will have to wait here. Don’t go to bed, as I 
may perhaps want you By jingol just in time. Here’s some one.” 

She hastened out of the room, leaving George on the floor, 
his coat tails sweeping the carpet. He blushed as he noticed 
Daguenet watching him. However, they had begun to feel a cer- 
tain afiection for each other. They re-arranged their neckties in 
fionfof the big looking-glass, and gave one another a brush, to 
get nd of the white powder that hung about their clothes from 
their contact with Nana ' 

“It’s just like sugar,” murmured George, with a laugh of a 
greedy baby. 

A footman, hired for the night, ushered the guests into the 
parlour— a narrow room, in which four easy-chairs only had 
been left, so as to leave more space for the people. From the 
drawing-room close by could be heard a noise of crockery and 
plate being moved about; whilst a bright light shone under the 
door. Nana, on entering, found Clarisse Besnus, whom La 
Faloise had brought, already seated in one of the chairs. 

“What I you are the first'” said Nana, who treated her fa- 
miliarly since her own success. 

“Well' It’s his fault,” replied Clarisse. “He is always afraid of 
being too late. If I had listened to him, I should not even have 
waited to take my wig and my make-up off.” 

The young man, who met Nana for the first time, bowed 
and complimented her, spoke of his cousin, and sought to hide 
his confusion under an excess of poli,teness. But Nana, without 
listening to him, without even knowing who he was, shook his 
hand, and hastened to receive Rose Mignon. She became, at 
once, most ladylike , 

“Ah' dear madame, how kind of you! I longed so much to 
have you with us!” 
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“It IS I who am charmed, I assure you,” said Rose, equally 
amiable. 

“Pray sit down. Do you require anything?” 

“No, thank you. Ah I I have forgotten my fan in my pelisse. 
See, Steiner, in the right hand pocket.” 

Steiner and Mignon had entered behind Rose. The banker 
went out and returned with the fan, whilst Mignon fraternally 
embraced Nana, and made Rose kiss her too. Were they not all 
of the same family, they of the theatre.? Then he winked his 
eye, as though to encourage Steiner; but the latter, disconcerted 
by Rose’s fixed look, did not venture to do more than kiss 
Nana’s hand. Just then the Count de Vandeuvres arrived with 
Blanche de Sivry. There was a great deal of bowing and curtsey- 
ing. Nana most ceremoniously led Blanche to a chair, Van- 
deuvres laughingly related that Fauchery was having a row 
below, because the concierge would not allow Lucy Stewart’s 
carriage to enter the courtyard. They could hear Lucy Stewart 
in the anteroom speaking of the concierge as a dirty blackguard. 
But when the footman opened the door, she advanced graceful 
and smiling, pronounced her name herself, and took hold of 
both Nana’s hands, saying she loved her as soon as ever she saw 
her, and that she thought she had a wonderful talent Nana, all 
proud of her position as mistress of the house, but greatly con- 
fused, murmured her thanks. She seemed, too, to be rather pre- 
occupied ever since Fauchery’s arrival. As soon as she was able 
to get near him, she asked in a low voice. “Will he come.?” 

“No, he declined,” roughly replied the journalist, taken un- 
awares, although he had prepared a long rigmarole to explain 
Count Muffat’s refusal. He at once saw his stupidity as he no- 
ticed how the young woman paled, and he tried to modify what 
he had said, “He was not able to come; he has to take the 
countess to-night to the ball at the Ministry of the Interior.” 

“All right,” murmured Nana, who suspected he had not 
troubled himself m the matter, “I’ll make you smart for that, 
my boy.” 

“Look here'” he returned, indignant at the menace, “I don’t 
care for such errands, Another ume give them to Labordette,” 

They were both quite angry and turned their backs on each 
other. At that moment Mignon pushed Steiner up against Nana. 
When she was alone he said to her m a low voice, with the 
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good-natured cynicism of a pal wishing to oblige a friend, “You 
know, he’s dying for love of you. Only, he’s afraid of my wife. 
You’ll protect him, won’t you?” 

Nana pretended not to understand. She smiled, and looked at 
Rose, her husband, and the banker; then she said to the latter, 
“M. Steiner, you will sit next to me.” 

But sounds of laughter were heard coming from the ante- 
room, there were whisperings, and then quite a hubbub of gay 
voices all speaking at once, as though a whole convent full of 
girls had been let loose there. Suddenly Labordette appeared, 
dragging five women behind him— his school, as Lucy Stewart 
maliciously termed them. There was Gaga, looking very majes- 
tic in a blue velvet dress that was a great deal too tight for her, 
Caroline Hequet, always in black Flemish silk trimmed with 
Chantilly lace, then Lea de Horn, most slovenly dressed as 
usual, plump Tatan Nen4 a ]olly fair girl with the breast of a 
wet-nurse, whom every one made fun of, and finally little Maria 
Blond, a girl of fifteen, as thin and as wicked as a street-arab, 
and who was becoming quite the fashion ever since her first ap- 
pearance at the Folies-Dramatiques Theatre. Labordette had 
brought them all in the same cab; and they were still laughing 
at the recollection of how they had been squeezed together, with 
Maria Blond on the others’ knees. But they composed them- 
selves, shaking hands and bowing all round, like the most 
respectable people. Gaga acted quite childishly, and even stut- 
tered in her attempts to behave well. Tatan Nen^ however, who 
had been told coming along that six naked niggers would wait 
on them during Nana’s supper, became very uneasy at not see- 
mg them, Labordette called her a goose, and told her to hold 
her tongue. 

“And Bordenave?” inquired Fauchery. 

“OhI I am really quite upset,” cried Nana, “he will not be 
able to ]oin us.” 

“Yes,” said Rose Mignon, “his foot caught in a trap-door and 
he has sprained his ankle most abominably If you had only 
heard him swear, with his leg all tied up and stretched out on 

chair I 

Then, they all expressed their regret. No one ever gave a good 
supper without Bordenave. However, they must try to do with- 
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out him. And they were already talking of something else, when 
the sound of a loud voice reached them — 

“What next I what next! so that’s the way I’m buried and for- 
gotten I” 

There was a shout, and all the heads were turned in the di- 
rection of the door. It was Bordenave — enormous in size and 
very red, his leg stretched out straight — who appeared leaning 
on Simone Cabiroche’s shoulder. For the time being, Simone 
was the lady of his affections. The child, who had received a 
good education, being able to play the piano and speak English, 
was fair and very pretty, but so delicate that she quite bent be- 
neath Bordenave’s heavy weight, though smiling and submis- 
sive all the time. He stood still for a few seconds, consaous that 
they made quite a picture. 

“Well! what do you say? just see how I love you,” he con- 
tinued. “The truth is, I was afraid I should feel deuced dull, so 
I said to myself, ‘I shall go.’ ” But he interiupted himself with 
an oath, “Damnation!” 

Simone had made a step rather too quickly, and his foot had 
touched the ground. He abused and shook her. She, without 
ceasing her smile, held down her pretty face like an animal 
that is afraid of being beaten, suppomng him with all the 
strength of a plump little blonde. However, in the midst of his 
exclamation, the others hastened to assist him. Nana and Rose 
Mignon wheeled forward an arm-chair, into which Bordenave 
allowed himself to be placed, whilst the other women slipped 
another chair beneath his injured leg; and all the actresses, who 
were there, kissed him as a matter of course. He groaned, he 
sighed. 

“Confound iti confound it! Anyhow, the stomach’s all right, 
as you’ll soon see.” 

Other guests had arrived, and one could scarcely move about 
in the room. The noise of the plate and the crockery had ceased; 
but now the sound of a quarrel came from the drawing-room, 
where the head-waiter was speaking in a furious tone of voice. 
Nana was becoming very impatient, for, not expecting any one 
else, she was surprised the supper was not served. She had sent 
George off to see what the waiters were about, when, to her 
great surprise, some more people, both men and women, entered 
the room. These last comers she did not know at all. Then, 
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scarcely knowing what to tbnk, she questioned Bordenave, Mi- 
gnon, Labordette But they were not acquainted with them 
either. When she spoke to the Count de Vandeuvres, he sudden- 
ly recollected; they were the young men that he had got hold of 
at Count Mufiat’s. Nana thanked him. It was all right, all right. 
Only they would have to sit very close together; and she asked 
Labordette to have seven more places laid. He had scarcely left 
the room, when the footman ushered in three more persons. Oh I 
this time It was becoming too ridiculous; there would never be 
room for every one. Nana, who was beginning to lose her tem- 
per, said in her grandest style that it was scarcely proper. But, 
seeing two more arrive, she burst out laughing, she thought it 
altogether too funny. So much the worse! they would have to 
make room for each other the best way they could. They were 
all standing up except Gaga and Rose Mignon, and Bordenave 
was monopolizing to himself two of the four chairs. There was 
a regular hum of voices, they talked low and now and again 
suppressed some slight yawns. 

“I say, my child,” observed Bordenave, “supposing we ad- 
journ to supper. We have our full number, have we not?” 

“Oh I yes, to be sure we have our full number!” she replied, 
laughing. 

She looked about her. But she suddenly became serious, as 
though surprised at not seeing some one there. There was doubt- 
less still one guest missing, of whom she had not spoken. They 
must wait. A few minutes later they noticed in their midst a 
tall gentleman with a noble-looking countenance and a hand- 
some white beard. And the strange thing was that no one had 
seen him enter the room; he must have got into the parlour from 
the bedroom by a door that was left ajar. Only some whispering 
broke the silence. Count de Vandeuvres evidently knew the gen- 
tleman, for they had very discreedy shaken each other by the 
hand, but he only answered the women’s questions with a smilp. 
Then Caroline Hcquet, m a low voice, bet he was an English 
nobleman who was returning to London on the morrow to he 
married; she knew him well, m fact only too well. This story 
went the round of the ladies, only Maria Blond pretended, on 
her side, that he was a German ambassador, and to prove it 
said that he was most intimately acquainted with one of her 
lady friends. The men, in a few words, rapidly judged him. He 
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looked like a person of means. Perhaps he stood the supper. It 
was probable It appeared like it. Well I what did it matter so 
long as the supper was good? At all events, every one remained 
in doubt; they were already forgetting the presence of the old 
gentleman with the white beard, when the head-waiter opened’ 
the drawing-room door. 

“Madame is served.” 

Nana took Steiner’s arm, without seeming to notice a move- 
ment on the part of the old gentleman, who therefore walked 
behind her, all by himself, Besides, it was out of the question 
to go in m couples. The men and women all entered anyhow, 
pleasantly joking on the want of ceremony, like so many worthy 
tradespeople. A long table stretched from one end of the large 
room to the other, and yet this table was too small, for the plates 
on it all touched. Four candelabra, with ten candles each, lighted 
it up; there was one especially in plated metal, with sheaves of 
flowers on either side. It was the luxury of a restaurant — plates 
and dishes without initials or crests, but with gold lines round 
them, plate worn and tarnished by constant washings, glasses 
that were almost all odd ones and of the commonest patterns. 
It was like a house-warming given too soon, in the midst of a 
sudden acccession to fortune, and before anything had been put 
straight. A gasalier was wanting; the candles of the candelabra, 
being very tall, could only be snuffed with difficulty, and shed a 
yellow and feeble light over the" dessert dishes, the centrepieces, 
and the glass plates in which the fruit, the cakes, and the pre- 
serves were alternated symmetrically. 

“You know,” said Nana, “you must all seat yourselves as you 
like. It’s more amusing'.” 

She was standing up at the middle of the table. The old gen- 
tleman, whom no one knew, had placed himself on her right, 
whilst she kept Steiner on her left. Some of the guests were al- 
ready seating themselves, when a storm of oaths issued from the 
parlour. It was Bordenave who had been forgotten, and who had 
the greatest difficulty m the world in getting up from his two 
chairs, bawlmg away, shoutmg for that jade Simone, gone off 
with the others. The women, full of pity, hastened to him. Bor- 
denave soon appeared, supported, almost earned, by Caroline 
Clarisse, Tatan Nene, and Maria Blond, and it was quite an af 
fair to place him comfortably. 
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“In the middle of the table, opposite Nana'” they all cried 
“Bordenave m the middlel He shall presidel” 

Then the ladies seated him in the place indicated; but he re- 
quired a second chair for his leg Two of the women raised the 
injured limb and carefully placed it out stiaight It didn’t mat- 
ter, he would only have to eat sideways. 

“Confound it aid” he groaned, “it’s a deuced tight fiti Ah, 
my little darlings' you must look well after papa.” 

He had Rose Mignon on his right hand and Lucy Stewart on 
bs left They promised to take every care of him The others 
now all hastened to seat themselves. The Count de Vandeuvres 
placed himseli between Lucy and Clansse, and Fauchery be- 
tween Rose Mignon and Caroline Hequet On the other side of 
the table Hector de la Faloise had hurriedly taken the seat next 
to Gaga, in spite of Clansse, who sat facing them, whilst Mi- 
gnon, who stuck as close as possible to Steiner, was only sepa- 
rated from him by Blanche, having Tatan N^ne on his left. 
Then came Labordette, whilst at the ends of the table were sev- 
eral young men and some women, Simone, Lea de Horn, Maria 
Blond, all jumbled up together, without the least order. It was 
there that Daguenet and George Flugon sympathised with each 
other more and moie as they smilingly watched Nana There 
was a good deal of chafSng, however, as two persons had been 
unable to find seats The men offered their knees, Clarisse, who 
could not move her elbows, told Vandeuvres that he would have 
to feed her. That Bordenave, he occupied such a lot of room 
with his two chairs' There was a final effort, another squeeze, 
and every one was at last seated; but as Mignon exclaimed, they 
were packed like herrings in a barrel. 

“Aspaiagus soup — Deslignac soup,” murmured the waiters, 
as they handed round the plates behind the guests. 

Bordenave was advising every one to take the Deslignac soup, 
when a shout of protestation and anger rose. The door had 
once more opened, and three late comers, a woman and two 
men, had entered the room Oh, no' it was too much; it would 
never do' Nana, however, without leaving her chair, shaded her 
eyes, and tried to see if she knew them The woman was Louise 
Violame but she had never seen the men before 
“My dear,” said Vandeuvres, “this gentleman, M. de Foucar- 
mont, whom I invited, is a friend of mine and a naval officer.” 
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Foucarmont, bowing in an easy sort of way, added, “And I 
ventured to bring one of my friends.” 

“Oh I quite right, quite right,” said Nana, “pray be seated. 
Come, Clarisse, move a little this way. You have lots of room 
over there. There, now, with a htde good will.” 

They all squeezed together closer than ever, and Foucar- 
mont and Louise managed to get a tiny corner of the table for 
themselves; but the friend had to sit at some distance from his 
plate, and eat by passing his arms between his neighbours’ 
shoulders The waiters removed the soup plates, and trufSed 
rabbit formed the next course Bordenave created quite a row by 
stating that he had had the idea of bringing Prulliere, Fontan, 
and old Bose. Nana became most dignified at once. She said 
sharply that she would have received them in a way that they 
would not have liked. If she had wanted her comrades she was 
quite capable of asking them herself. No, no, she would" have 
none of that sort. Old Bose was always drunk, Prulliere was a 
good deal too conceited; and as for Fontan, he made himself 
quite unbearable in society, with his loud voice and his stupidity. 
Then, you see, such wretched strollers as they were always out 
of place with gentlemen. 

“Yes, yes; it’s quite true,” declared Mignon. 

All these gentlemen seated round the table looked very stylish 
in their dress suits, and with their pale faces, which their fast 
way of living rendered all the more refined. The old gentleman 
was very deliberate in his movements, and smiled serenely, as 
though he were presiding at a congress of diplomatists. Van- 
deuvres was so exquisitely polite to the ladies on either side of 
him, that one might have thought him at Countess Muffat’s, 
That very morning Nana had said to her aunt that one could 
not hope for better sort of men, all noble or else rich — ^in fact, 
men who were quite the fashion; and as for the ladies, they be- 
haved themselves very well. A few — Blanche, Lea, Louise — ^had 
come with low-neck dresses. Gaga alone displayed more, per- 
haps, than she ought, especially at her age she had far better 
have shown nothing at all. Now that they had all managed to 
seat themselves, the laughter and chaffing ceased. George could 
not help thinking that he had assisted at much livelier meals at 
the houses of the middle-class citizens of Orleans. There was 
hardly any conversation. The men, not knowing one another, 
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merely stared, and the women kept very quiet. That was what 
most astonished George He thought them very slow— he had 
expected that there would have been a great deal of kissing at 
once. 

They were serving the next course, consisting of Rhine carp 
and venison cooked in the English style, when Blanche said, out 
loud, “Lucy, my dear, I met your Ollivier on Sunday. How tail 
he has grown'” 

“Well, you know' he is eighteen years old,” replied Lucy. “It 
doesn’t make me look any the younger. He went back to school 
yesterday.” 

Her son Ollivier, of whom she spoke with pride, was a stu- 
dent at the naval school Then they started talking of the chil- 
dren. All the ladies became very tender-hearted. Nana told them 
how happy she was; her baby, her little Louis, was now at her 
aunt’s, who brought him to see her every morning at eleven 
o’clock, and she took him into bed with her, where he played 
with Lulu, her terriei It would make you laugh 'to see them get 
under the clothes right down to the bottom of the bed. No one 
had any idea how sharp little Louis had already become. 

“Oh' yesterday, I had such a day of it'” related Rose Mignon 
in her turn, “Only fancy, I went and fetched Charles and Henri 
from their school, and m the evening they insisted on going to 
the theatre They jumped for joy and clapped their little hands 
‘We shall see mamma act' we shall see mamma act'* Oh! they 
were quite delighted'” 

Mignon smiled complacently, his eyes wet with tears of pa- 
ternal love. “And during the performance,” he continued, "they 
were so funny, looking as serious as men, devouring Rose with 
their eyes, and asking me why their mamma hadn’t any clothes' 
on her legs.” 

Every one round the table burst out laughing. Mignon tri- 
umphed, flattered in his paternal pride He adored the little 
ones, his only anxiety was to increase their fortune by adminis- 
tering, with all the skill of a faithful steward, the money which 
Rose earned at the theatre and elsewhere. At the time they 
married, when he was leader of the band at the music-hall where 
she was engaged to sing, they loved each other passionately. Now 
they remained merely good friends. It was all arranged between 
them. She worked as hard as she could, with all'her talent and 
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with all her beauty; he had given up his violin the better to 
watch over her successes as an actress and a woman. One could 
never have found a more comfortable or united couple. 

“How old is the eldest?” asked Vandeuvres. 

“Henri is nine years old,” replied Mignon “Oh' but he’s so 
strong'” 

Then he chaffed Steiner, who did not care for children, and 
told him with quiet audacity that if he were a father he would 
hot squander his fortune so stupidly Whilst talking, he kept 
eyeing the banker across Blanche’s shoulders, to see how he was 
getting on with Nana But, for some minutes past, Rose and 
Fauchery, who had been speaking very close to each other, had 
made him rather anxious. He hoped Rose was not going to waste 
her time with such stupidity. If she were he would make it his 
business to prevent it. And with his well-shaped hands, which 
sported a diamond ring on the little finger, he finished cutting 
up his venison |teak. The conversation about children, however, 
continued. La Faloise, rendered quite bashful by Gaga’s prox- 
imity, began to ask her for news of her daughter, whom he had 
had the pleasure of seeing with her at the Variety Theatre. Lili 
was very well, but she was still quite a tomboy' He was quite 
astounded when he heard that she was almost nineteen years 
old. Gaga at once became in his eyes fai more imposing And as 
he tried to find out why she had not brought Lili with her — 

“Oh, no' never, never'” she said, highly indignant. “Only 
three months ago she insisted on leaving school. I wished to 
marry her at once But she loves me so much, I was obliged to 
have her with me, ah' quite against my wish, I assure you ” 

Fler blue eyelids, with the lashes all burnt away, blinked as 
•she spoke of setding the young lady in life. If, at her age, she 
had never been able to put a sou on one side — always working, 
obliging the men still, especially very young ones, whose grand- 
mother she might have been — ^it was really because a good mar- 
riage was worth far more, She leaned towards La Faloise, who 
turned quite red beneath the enormous naked and plastered 
shoulder with which she almost crushed him. 

“You know,” she murmured, “if she makes a mistake, it 
won’t be my fault. But girls are so peculiar when they are 
young!” 

There was a good deal of commotion going on round the 
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table. The waiters hurried about. The next course, consisting 
of fattened pullets, fillets of sole and stewed liver, made its ap- 
pearance. The head-waiter, who, in the way of wine, had up till 
then only offered Meursault, now sent round some Chambertip 
and some Leoville. In the slight hubbub occcasioned by the 
changing of the plates, George, more surprised than ever, asked 
Daguenet if all the ladies had children; and he, amused by the 
questions, gave him a few particulars. 

Lucy Stewait was the daughter of a porter of English origin 
employed on the Northern Railway; she was thirty-nine years 
old, with the head of a horse, but nevertheless a most adorable 
person, frightfully consumptive yet never dying — the greatest 
swell of all the women there, and who could count amongst her 
conquests three princes and a duke. Caroline Hequet, who was 
born at Bordeaux, was the daughter of a clerk in humble cir- 
cumstances, who died of shame. She had the good luck to pos- 
sess a mother who was a strong-minded woman, and who, after 
cursing her and indulging in a year’s reflection, suddenly re- 
stored her to her place in the maternal affections, with the object 
of watching over her fortunes The daughter, who was twenty- 
five years old, and of a very cold nature, enjoyed the reputation 
of being one of the prettiest women in the market, at the price 
that never varied. The mother, a very orderly woman, kept the 
books with the utmost accuracy as to profit and loss, and man- 
aged the entire establishment from the small apartment she oc- 
cupied two floors above, and where she had set up a dressmak- 
ing business for the production of her daughter’s elegant cos- 
tumes and underclothing As for Blanche de Sivry, whose real 
name was Jacqueline Baudu, she came from a village near 
Amiens She was magnificently shaped but was very stupid and 
a great liar, pretending her grandfather was a general and not 
owning to her thirty-two years. She was Very much in vogue 
with the Russians, on account of her corpulence. 

‘ Then Daguenet rapidly added a few details about the others. 
Clarisse Besnus was brought from Samt-Aubin-sur-Mer to Paris 
by a lady as nursery-maid, and was debauched by the husband, 
who started her in a new caieer. Simone Cabiroclie, the daugh- 
ter of a furniture dealer of the Faubourg Saint-Antoine, was 
educated at a high-class school with the object of becoming a 
governess; and Maria Blond, and Louise Violaine, and Lifa de 



86 NANA 

Horn, had all been driven on to the streets, without counting 
Tatan Nene, who had tended cattle until twenty years old, in 
the beggarly Champagne George listened, watching the women 
as he did so, and feeling quite dazed and excited by such a 
cynical undressing coarsely muttered into his ears; whilst, be- 
hind him, the waiters kept repeating in a respectful tone of 
voice, “Fattened pullet — ^fillet of sole.” 

“My boy,” said Daguenet, giving him the benefit of his ex- 
perience, “don’t take any fish, it’s not advisable to do so so late 
at night as this; and stick to the L&ville, it is less tieacherous ” 

The atmosphere was becoming quite impregnated with the 
heat from the candles and the fumes of the dishes and of every- 
thing else on the table, around which thirty-eight persons were 
almost sufifocating; and the waiters, becoming caieless, were 
scurrying about over the carpet, which was already grease- 
stained in several places The supper, however, still continued a 
rather quiet affair, The ladies trifled with their food, leaving 
half of It on their plates Tatan Ndn^ alone ate greedily of every- 
thing. At that late hour of the night there were nothing but 
nervous appetites, the caprices of disordered stomachs. Seated 
beside Nana the old gentleman declined all the dishes offered 
him. He had merely taken a spoonful of soup; and he silently 
looked about him in front of his empty plate. There was a good 
deal of discreet yawning. Now and again some of the guests 
quite closed their eyes, whilst the faces of others became really 
cadaverous-looking. It was most awfully slow, as Vandeuvres 
said. Suppers of that sort, to be amusing, should not be too se- 
lect. Otherwise, if all were on their good behaviour, and every- 
thing was highly respectable, one might just as well go and feed 
in good society, where one could not be more bored. If it hadn’t 
been for Bordenave, who continued his shouting, every one 
would have gone to sleep. The lazy beast, his leg carefully 
stretched out, put on the airs of a sultan, as he allowed his 
neighbours, Lucy and Rose, to wait on him. They did nothing 
but look after him and pamper him, and see that his glass and 
his plate were constantly filled; but all that did not prevent him 
complaining. 

“WJio will cut up my meat for me? I can’t do it myself, the 
table- is a mile away.” 

Every moment Simone continued going and standing behind 
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him, and cutting up his meat and his bread All the women in- 
terested themselves in what he had to eat They called back the 
waiters and had his plate filled again and again. Then Simone 
having wiped his mouth, whilst Rose and Lucy changed his 
plate and knife and fork, he thought it all very nice; and, deign- 
ing at last to show his pleasure, he said, “There' You are right, 
my girl A woman is made for nothing else ” 

Every one began to wake up a bit, and the conversation be- 
came more general Some orange sherbet had just been served 
round The hot roast was a truffled fillet of beef, and the cold 
roast a galantine of guinea-fowl with jelly. Nana, who was quite 
put out by the want of animation among her guests, now com- 
menced to talk very loud. 

“You know that the Prince of Scotland has already had a 
stage-box booked for him to see the ‘Blonde Venus/ when he 
comes for the Exhibition.” 

“I hope all the princes will come and see it,” said Bordenave, 
-with his mouth fulll 

“The Shah of Persia is expected on Sunday,” observed Lucy 
Stewart, 

Then Rose Mignon talked of the Shah’s diamonds. He wore 
a tunic which was quite covered with precious stones, it was a 
marvel, a blazing star, and was worth millions; and all the la- 
dies, with pale faces and eyes glaiing with covetousness, stretched 
their necks as they mentioned the other kings and emperors who 
were expected. They were all thinking of some caprice of royal- 
ty, of a fortune made m a night. 

I say, my dear, asked Carohne Hequet, leaning towards 
Vandeuvres, “how old is the Emperor of Russia?” 

“Oh! he’s no age,” replied the count, laughing. “You’ve no 
chance m that quarter, I assure you.” 

Nana pretended to be very much offended. The conversation 
was becoming too coarse, many protested by a murmur, but 
Blanche started giving some information about the King of 
Italy, whom she had seen once at Milan. He was not very hand- 
some, but that did not prevent him from being very successful 
with the women; and she seemed quite disappointed when 
Fauchery stated that Victor-Emmanuel would not be able to 
come. Louise Violame and L^a preferred the Emperor of Aus- 
tria All of a sudden little Maria Blond was heard to say, “What 
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a dry old stick the King of Prussia is I I was at Baden last 
year. I was constantly meeting him with Count Bismarck.” 

“Ahl Bismarck,” interrupted Simone. “I used to know him , 
He is a charming fellow.” 

“That’s just what I was saying yesterday,” exclaimed Van- 
deuvres, “and no one would believe me.” 

And just the same as at Countess Sabiile’s, they talked for a 
long while about Count Bismarck. Vandeuvres repeated the 
same phrases he had used before. For a moment one seemed to 
be again in the Mufifats’ drawing-room; the women, only, were 
changed. In just the same way, too, the conversation turned on 
music. Then, Foucarmont having dropped a word about the 
taking of the veil which all Pans was talking of, Nana became 
interested and insisted on hearing all about Mademoiselle de 
Fougeray. Oh! poor little thing, to go and bury herself alive in 
that way I However, it was her own wish! The women round 
the table were all deeply affected. George, tired of hearing the 
same things over again, was quesuoning Daguenet respecting 
Nana’s private habits, when the conversation fatally returned 
to Count Bismarck. Tatan Nene, leaning towards Labordette 
and whispering m his ear, asked him who was that Bismarck, 
whom she had never heard of. "Then, Labordette coolly told her 
some of the most awful lies imaginable. Bismarck fed on raw 
meat; whenever he encountered a woman near his stronghold, 
he earned her off on his back; though only forty years old, he 
had already had thirty-two children. 

“Only forty years old, and thirty-two children I” exclaimed 
Tatan Nene, quite astounded, but convinced. “He must be 
awfully worn out for his age.” Then as every one burst into a 
laugh, she saw it was at her, so she hastened to add “How 
stupid you are' How am I to know when you are only joking?” 

Gaga, however, had continued talking of the Exhibition. 
Like all the other ladies, she was rejoicing and making her 
preparations. It would be a good season, with all the provincials 
and the foreigners rushing to Paris. Then, perhaps, after the 
Exhibition, if everything went well, she could retire to Juvisy, 
to a little house she had had her eye upon for a long time.” 

“What would you?” she said to La Faloise, “one never has 
any prospects. If one were only loved!” 

Gaga was going in for a little tenderness, because she had felt 
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the young man’s knee touch her own, He was very red in the 
face She, lisping all the while, weighed him with a glance. A 
little gentleman, not very wealthy; but, then, she was no longer 
hard to please. La Faloise obtained hei address 

“Look,” murmured Vandeuvres to Clansse, “I fancy that 
Gaga is robbing you of your Hector ” 

“OhI I don’t care a figi” replied the actress. “The fellow’s a 
fool I have already turned him out of my place three times. 
But, you know, when youngsters go in for the old ones, it dis- 
gusts me ” 

She interrupted herself to draw his attention, with a slight 
nod, to Blanche, who, ever since the early part of the supper, 
had been leaning in a very uncomfortable position, looking very 
proud, but wishing to display her shoulders to the distinguished 
old gentleman, who was seated only three places from her. 

“You are being' abandoned also, my boy,” resumed Clarisse 

Vandeuvres smiled shrewdly, with a gesture of indifference. 
He, certainly, wouldn’t stand m the way of poor Blanche mak- 
ing a conquest. He was far more interested in the exhibition 
Steiner was making of himselt. The banker was well known for 
his numerous love affaiis. The teriible German Jew, the great 
hatcher of business whose hands founded millions, became quite 
a fool whenever he had a hankering after a woman; and he 
wanted them all. One could never appear at a theatre but he se- 
cured her, no matter at what price The most incredible 
amounts were mentioned Twice during his life had his furious 
appetite for the fair sex ruined him As Vandeuvres said, the 
women avenged morality in emptying his coffers. A grand 
transaction in sbires of the saltworks of the Landes having re- 
stored him his position on the Bourse, the Mignons, lor six 
weeks past, had been having a rare nibble at the profits. But 
now bets were freely made that it wouldn’t be the Mignons who 
would finish them, for Nana was showing her white teeth. 
Once again Steiner was hooked, and so securely that, seated be- 
side Nana, he looked quite dumbfounded, eating without the 
least appetite, his under lip hanging down, and his face a mass 
of blotches. She had only to fix a sum. Yet she did not hurry 
herself, but played with him, blowing litde laughs into his hairy 
ear, and amusing herself with the sight of the spasms which 
now and again passed over his fat face. It would be quite time 
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enough to land him, if really that uncivil beast Count Muffat 
was going to play at being Joseph 

“Leoville or Chambertin'’” murmured a waiter, thrusting his 
head between Nana and Steiner, just as the latter was whisper- 
ing to the young woman 

“Eh! whatl” he stammered, quite bewildered. “What you like, 

I don’t care.” 

Vandeuvres nudged Lucy Stewart, who was noted for saying 
unpleasant things, and having a most fiendish temper whenever 
put out about anything; and Mignon’s behaviour all the evening 
had quite exasperated her. 

“You know he would even go and hold the candle,” said she 
to the count. “He hopes to do the same as he did with young 
Jonquier. You recollect Jonquier, who was with Rose, and who 
took a fancy to tall Laure. Mignon went and arranged every- 
thing with Laure for Jonquier, and then he brought him back, 
arm-m-arm, to Rose, like a husband who had been allowed to go 
on a spree. But this time it won’t do. Nana is not one to return 
the men who are lent her ” ^ 

“Whatever is Mignon looking at his wife m that angry way 
for?” asked Vandeuvres. 

He leant forward a little, and noticed that Rose was getting 
very sweet on Fauchery. That explained to him why his neigh- 
bour had spoken in such a spiteful manner. He resumed with a 
laugh, “The deviB are you jealous?” 

“Jealous!” repeated Lucy, furious. “Ah, well I if Rose wants 
Leon, I give him to her freely. He isn’t worth much! One bou- 
quet a week, and that not always I Look you, my boy, all those 
theatre-girls are the same. Rose wept with rage when she read 
Leon’s article on Nana, I know it for certain. So, you see, she 
also must have an article, and she’s earnmg it, As for me. I’ll 
kick L^on out of my place, you bet!” She stopped to tell a waiter 
standing behind her with his two bottles, “Leoville,” then, low- 
ering her voice, she resumed, “I’m not going to kick up a fuss, 
it’s not my way; but she's a dirty hussy all the same. If I were 
her husband, I’d lead her a fine dance. Obd this won’t bring her 
any luck. She doesn’t know my Fauchery, a dirty fellow, he too, 
who sticks to a woman simply to improve his position in the 
world. They’re a fine lot!” 

Vandeuvres tried to calm her. Bordenave, abandoned by 
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Rose and by Lucy, was fast losing his temper, and kept calling 
out that every one was ielUng papa die of hunger and_ thirst 
This caused a happy diversion The suppei was becoming in- 
terminable; almost every one had left off eating, but the cham- 
pagne, that many of the guests had been drinking ever since 
the soup, was gradually animating them with a nervous in- 
toxication They began to be more free in their behaviour; the 
women put their elbows on the table, now all in disordei, the 
men, to breathe more at ease, leant back in their chairs, and 
the black coats mingled in still closer proximity with the gay- 
coloured dresses, whilst naked shoulders, turned sideways to 
the light, had a gloss like silk. It was a great deal too warm, 
the light from the candles became yellower still, and the atmos- 
phere was loaded with the fumes rising from the table Now 
and then, when a head bent forward beneath a shower of curls, 
the flash from some diamond ornament illuminated the high 
chignon. The increasing merriment inflamed all, putting laugh- 
ter into the eyes and displaying pearl white teeth in smiles, 
whilst the reflection of the candelabra caused the glasses of 
champagne to sparkle again Bioad ]okes were uttered aloud, 
and every one was gesticulating in the midst of unanswered 
questions and remarks sent from one end of the room to the 
other But the waiters made the most noise of all, as though 
thinking themselves in their restaurant— pushing up against 
each other as they served the ices and dessert, giving vent to 
guttural exclamations the while. 

“My childreni” shouted Bordenave, “don’t forget that we 
have a performance to-morrow. Take care' beware of the 
champagne!” 

“Oh,” said Foucarmont, “I have drunk of every kind of wine 
made in the world — some of the most extraordinary liquids, 
alcohols capable of killing a man right off. Well! they never 
affected me in the least. I can’t get drunk. I’ve tried, but I 
can’t.” 

He looked very pale and cool, as he leant back in his chair 
and continued drinking. 

“All the same,” murmured Louise Violaine, “leave off, you’ve 
had enough. ' It will be very amusing if I have to nurse you 
for the rest of the night.” 

A slight intoxication coloured Lucy Stewart’s cheeks "with a 
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consumptive-looking flush, whilst Rose Mignon, her eyes moist 
with a desire to cry, had become quite tender-hearted. Tatan 
Nene,*fltzzy with having eaten too much, laughed vaguely at 
her own stupidity. The others, Blanche, Caroline, Simone, 
Maria, were all talking together, telling each other their private 
aflairs — a dispute with a coachman, a contemplated trip into 
the country, and some complicated stories of lovers stolen and 
returned; but a young man near George, having tried to kiss 
Lea de Horn, received a slap with an, “I say, youl just leave 
me. alone!” full of the most virtuous indignation, and George, 
who was very drunk and excited by the sight of Nana, hesitated 
before putting into execution an idea he had been nursing, 
which was to crawl under the table, and curl himself up at 
her feet like a little dog. No one would have seen him, and 
he would have kept very quiet. Then, Daguenet having, at 
Lda’s desire, cold the young man to behave himself, George, all 
of a sudden, felt quite sad, as though he had just been scolded 
himself; it was stupid, it was dull, there was nothing left worth 
living for. Daguenet, however, joked with him, and made 
him drink a tumblerful of water, asking him at the same time 
what he would do if he found himself alone with a woman, as 
three glasses of champagne were too much for him. 

“For instance,” resumed Foucarmont, “m Havana they make 
a spirit out of some wild berry; it’s just like swallowing fire, 
Well! one night I drank nearly two pints of it, and it had no 
effect on me whatever. But I can tell you mor? than that; an- 
other time, when on the coast of Coromandel, some savages 
brought us a mixture that tasted like pepper and vitriol, and it 
had no effect on me. I can’t get drunk.” 

For some little time past he had taken an aversion to La 
Faloise who was sitting m front of him. He kept sneering 
and saying most unpleasant things. La Faloise, who was be- 
coming rather light-headed, moved about a good deal, keeping 
at the same time as close as possible to Gaga But a great 
anxiety increased his restlessness — some one had taken his 
handkerchief; he kept askmg for it in a drunken obstinate 
mood, questioning his neighbours, and stooping down to look 
under their chairs and amongst their feet. Then,i. as Gaga tried 
to quiet him; “It’s absurd,” he murmured, “there are my initials 
and my crest in the corner. It may compromise me.” 
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“I say, M. Falamoise, Lamafoise, Mafaloisel” cried Foucar- 
mont, who thought it very witty to thus disfigure the young 

mans name. , r 

But La Faloise got angry. He stuttenngly spoke ot his 
ancestors. He threatened to pitch a decanter at Foucarmont’s 
head. Count de Vandeuvres had to interfere and assure him 
that Foucarmont was very funny. Indeed, every one laughed. 
That upset the bewildered young man’s determination, so he 
quietly sat down; and he went on eating as obediently as a 
child, when his cousin told him to do so in an angry tone of 
voice. Gaga kept him close to her again; only, every now and 
then, he glanced furtively and anxiously at the others, in search 
of his handkerchief. Then, Foucarmont, m his witty mood, 
attacked Labordette, right across the table. Louise Violaine 
tried to make him keep quiet, because, said she, whenever he 
got quarrelsome like that with others, it always ended badly 
lor her. He thought it very funny to call Labordette 
“madame,” it seemed to amuse him immensely, for he kept on 
doing so, whilst Labordette coolly shrugged his shoulders, say- 
ing each time, “Keep quiet, my boy; don’t be a fool” 

But as Foucarmont continued, and even became insulting, 
without any one knowing why, Labordette left off answering 
him, and addressed himself to the Count de Vandeuvres. “Have 
the goodness to make your friend keep quiet, sir. I do not 
wish to lose my temper.” 

He had fought in two duels — he was admitted and welcomed 
everywhere; so there was a general rising against Foucarmont. 
Every one was amused, thinking him very funny; but that was 
no reason for upsetting the harmony of the evening. Vap- 
deuvres, whose fine face wore a dark look, insisted on his re- 
storing Labordette his sex. The other men, Mignon, Steiner, 
Bordenave, all very far gone, interfered also, shouting so as to 
drown his voice, and the old gentleman, who was quite for- 
gotten in his seat beside Nana, alone preserved his distinguished 
look, his quiet, weary smile, as he watched' with his pale eyes 
the tumult around him. 

“My , little duck, suppose we have our coffee here,” said 
Bordenave. “We are all very comfortable.” 

Nana did not answer at once. Ever since the commencement 
of the supper, she had not seemed to be in her own home. She 
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felt quite lost among all these people, who almost stunned her 
with their loud talk and their calls for the waiters, and who 
were all thoroughly at their ease, as though in a lestaurant. 
She, too, began to forget her duties as mistress of the house, 
occupying herself solely with stout old Steiner, who was al- 
most bursting with apoplexy beside her. She listened to him, 
shaking her head the while, and laughing in the provoking 
way of a plump blonde. The champagne she had drunk had 
heightened her colour and moistened her lips, and given an 
extra sparkle to her eyes; and the banker offered more at every 
cajoling movement of her shoulders, at each slight though 
voluptuous heaving of her neck when she turned her head. He 
noticed, near her ear, a dainty little spot, a velvety skm which 
almost drove him mad. Now and then Nana recollected her 
guests, and tried to do the amiable, to show that she knew how 
to entertain. Towards the end of the supper she became quite 
tipsy. That vexed her very much. Champagne always got into 
her head at once. Then an idea seized upon her that tlior- 
oughly exasperated her It was a dirty trick the other women 
were playing her, by behaving badly in her rooms. Oh I she 
saw through it well enough I Lucy winked her eye to stimulate 
Foucarmont against Labordette, whilst Rose, Caroline, and the 
others excited the gendemen Now, the row they kicked up 
was so great that it was impossible to hear oneself speak — ^jusi 
to show that they could all do as they liked when supping at 
Nana’s Weld they would see. Though she was tipsy, she 
was still the best looking and the best behaved of the lot. 

“My little duck,” repeated Bordenave, “tell them to serve 
the coffee in here. I should prefer it, on account of my leg.” 

But Nana roughly jumped up from her seat, murmuring to 
Steiner and the old gentleman, who were lost in astonishment, 
“It serves me right, it will teach me not to invite such a low set 
another time.” Then, pointing to the dining-room door, she 
added aloud, “You know, if you want any coffee, there’s some 
in there.” 

Every one rose from the table, and hurried towards the din- 
ing-room, without noticing Nana’s anger. And soon no one 
was left in the drawing-room but Bordenave, who was holding 
on to the walls and advancing cautiously, swearing all the time 
against those confounded women, who didn’t care a damn for 
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papa, now that their bellies were full. Behlad him, the waiters 
were already removing the cloth, under the directions of their 
chief, who shouted out his orders. They hurried themselves, 
shoving up against one another, making the table disappear 
like the scenery of a fairy play on the signal of the head scene- 
shifter, The ladies and gentlemen were to return to the draw- 
ing-room after taking their cofiee. 

“Thank goodness I it isn’t so warm in here,” said Gaga, with 
a slight shiver, as she entered the dining-room 

The window had been left open Two lamps lighted up the 
table, on which the coffee was served with some liqueuis. There 
were no chairs, so they all took their coffee standing; whilst the 
noise caused by the waiters m the next room increased. Nana 
had disappeared; but no one was troubled about her absence. 
They got on very well without her, helping themselves, search- 
ing in the sideboard drawers for the spoons they wanted. Sev- 
eral groups were formed — those who had been separated dur- 
ing the supper rejoining one another, and exchanging looks, 
significant smiles, or a few words which summed up the situa- 
tion. 

“I say, Augustus.” said Rose Mignon, “ought not M. 
Fauchery to come and lunch with us one of these days?” 

Mignon, who was playing with his watch chain, looked at 
the journalist severely for a second. Rose, he thought, was mad. 
As a good manager, he would put a stop to all such waste. For 
an arucle, well and good; but after that no admittance. How- 
ever, as he knew that his wufe would sometimes have her own 
way, and that he made a rule of paternally allowing her to 
commit a folly whenever he could not prevent it, he replied in 
his most amiabfp manner, “Certainly, I shall be delighted. Why 
not come tomorrow, then, M. Fauchery?” 

Lucy Stewart, who was conversing with Steiner and Blanche, 
overheard the invitation. She raised her voice, and said to the 
banker, “Is it a mama they’ve all got? One of them has even 
stolen' my puppy. Really, now, is it my fault if you’ve dis- 
carded her?” 

Rose turned her head Her face was very pale as she looked 
fixedly at Steiner, slowly sipping her coffee the while, and all 
the repressed anger she felt at her abandonment gleamed in her 
eyes like a flame of fire. She understood the matter better than 
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Mignon. It was absurd to try and repeat the Jonquier experi- 
ment. That sort of thing did not come off twice. Well, so 
much the worse! she would have Fauchery She had felt a 
hankering for him ever since the supper, and if Mignon didn’t 
like It, It would teach him to act difterently another time. 

“You are not going to fight, I hope?” Vandeuvres came and 
said to Lucy Stewart. 

“Oh, no! never you fear. Only she had better keep quiet or 
I’ll give her a piece of my mmd”; and, calling to Fauchery in a 
haughty tone of voice, Lucy added, “Young ’un, Fve got your 
slippers at home. I’ll have ’em left to-morrow with yo\ir con- 
cierge ” 

He tried to jest about it, but she moved away from him with 
the atr of a queen. Clansse, who was leaning against the wall 
so as the more conveniently to drink a glass of kirsch, shrugged 
her shoulders. What a fuss to make about a man! Wasn’t it 
the custom, whenever two women found themselves together 
With their lovers, for each to try and get hold of the other’s? 
It was quite a settled thing If she had chosen, she might have 
scratched out Gaga’s eyes, all on account of Hector. But, pooh! 
she didn’t care a button Then, as La Faloise passed near her 
she contented herself with saying to him, “Listen I you seem to 
like them very far advanced. You are not satisfied with their 
being ripe, you want them rotten'” 

La Faloise appeared very much put out. He continued un- 
easy. Seeing Clansse scoffing at him he suspected her. “No 
humbug,” he murmuied, “you have taken my handkerchief. 
Give roe my handkerchief.” 

“What a nuisance he is with his handkerchief'” she cried. 
“Look here, you idiot; what should I have tak^m it for.?” 

“Why,” said he, mistrustfully, “to send it to my relations, so 
as to compromise me,” 

All this while Foucarmont was going in strongly for the 
liqueurs. He continued to sneer as he watched Labordette, 
who was drinking his coffee surrounded by the women, and he 
kept uttering a number of unconnected phrases, much in this 
style; “The ?on of a horse-dealer, others said the bastard ofi- 
^ spring of a countess — no means, and yet always twenty-five 
louis in his pocket — the servant of all the girls of easy virtue— 
a fellow who never went to bed ” 
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“No, never’ never’” he repeated, growing angry. “I can’t 
help It; I must really slap his face.” 

He tossed off 'a glass of chartreuse. Chartreuse never upset 
him; not that much, sard he, and he clacked his thumbnail bet 
tween his teeth But all of a sudden, just as he was advancing 
towards Labordette, he turned ghastly pale, and fell all m a 
heap in front of the sideboard He was dead drunk. Louise 
Violame was in an awful way She had said that it would end 
badly; now she would be the rest of the night nursing him. 
But Gaga reassured her. She examined the officer with the 
eye of an experienced woman, and declared that there was no 
cause for alarm. The gentleman would sleep like that for twelve 
or fifteen hours without the least accident; so they removed 
Foucarmont. 

“Hallo’ wherever has Nana got to.?” asked Vandeuvres. 

Yes, as a matter of fact, she had disappeared on leaving the 
supper table. They now began to think of her, every one made 
inquiries. Steiner suddenly became most anxious, questioned 
Vandeuvres with respect to the old gentleman, who had also 
disappeared; but the count calmed his fears He had just seen 
the old gentleman off. He was a distinguished foreigner, whose 
name it was unnecessary to mention. He was very rich, and 
was satisfied with paying for the suppers. Then, every one 
again forgetting Nana, Vandeuvres noticed Daguenet’s head 
at the door, signalling to him to come; and in the bedroom, he 
found the mistress of the house seated quite ngid, with her lips 
all white, whilst Daguenet and George were standing watching 
her with looks of consternation. 

“What’s the matter with you?” he asked, surprised. 

She did not reply, nor did she even turn her head. He re- 
peated his question. 

“I don’t intend to be made a fool of in my own place!” she 
at length exclaimed. “That’s what’s the matter.” 

Then she uttered everything that came readily to her tongue. 
Yes, yes, she wasn’t an idiot; she could see what it all meant 
They had all made a fool of her during supper They had 
said the most beastly things, just to show that they didn’t care 
a curse for her. A parcel of strumpets, who were not fit to 
clean her boots. She wouldn’t worry herself for them another 
.time, just to be treated in that scurvy way afterwards! She 
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didn’t know what it was kept her from kicking the whole 
dirty lot out of the place; and, rage choking her, she sobbed 
aloud 

. “Come, my girl, you’re drunk,” said Vandeuvres in a most 
affectionate manner. i“You must be reasonable.” 

No, she refused beforehand; she would remain there. “I may 
be drunk, it’s very possible, but I intend to be respected.” 

For a quarter of an hour past, Daguenet and George had 
been vainly entreating her to return to the dining-room; but 
she was obstinate. Her guests might do what they liked; she 
had too great a contempt for them to return amongst them, 
Never, never! They might cut her up into pieces, but she 
would remain in her room. 

“I ought to have expected it,” she resumed. “It’s that 
strumpet Rose who organized the plot; and it’s no doubt she 
who prevented that respectable lady I invited from coming.” 

She was speaking of Madame Robert. Vandeuvres assuied 
her, on his word of honour, that Madame Robert had of her 
own free will declined the invitation. He listened and dis- 
cussed without laughing, used to such scenes, and knowing how 
to deal with women wheh they were in that state, but the mo- 
ment he tried to. take hold of Nana’s hand^, to raise her from 
her chair and lead her away, she struggled with increased fury. 
No one would ever make her believe, for instance, that Fauch- 
ery had not dissuaded Count Muffat from coming He was a 
regular serpent, that Fauchery, a most envious fellow, a man 
who tyas capable of sticking to a woman until he had destroyed 
her happiness; for she knew very well the count had taken a 
fancy to her. She might have had him. 

“He, my dear— never!” exclaimed Vandeuvres, forgetting 
himself and laughing. 

“But why not?” asked she, serious, and slightly sobered. 

“Because he’s mixed up with the priests, and if he only 
touched you with the tip of his finger, he would go and confess 
It on the morrow. Now listen to a good piece of advice. Don’t 
let the other one escape ” 

For a moment she reflected in silence Then she rose, and 
went and bathed her eyes. Yet, when they again tried to get 
her into the dining-room, she furiously declined to go. Van- 
deuvres left the room with a smile, without insisting any more; 



NANA 99 

and directly he was gone, she had a fit of tenderness, throwing 
herself into Daguenet’s arms, and saying. 

“Ahl my Mimi, there is no one like you I love you, as you 
know I I love you so much I It would be too good if we could 
alvv'ays live together. Oh I why are women such unhappy crea- 
tures ^ ” 

Then noticing George, who had turned very red on seeing 
them embrace each other, she lassed him also. Mimi could 
not be jealous of a baby She wished Paul and George always 
to get on well together, because it would be so nice to remans 
like that, all three knowing that they loved one another so 
much But a peculiar noise disturbed them. Some one was 
snoring in the room Then, looking about, they discovered 
Bordenave, who, after drinking his coffee, had apparently made 
himself comfortable there. He was asleep on two chairs, his 
head resting on the edge of the bed, and his leg stretched 
straight out. Nana thought he looked so comic, with his mouth 
wide open and his nose moving at each snore, that she quite 
shook with laughter. She left the room, followed by Daguenet 
and George, and, passing through the dining-room, entered the 
drawing-room, laughing more than ever. 

“Oh, my dear!” cried she, almost throwing herself into Rose’s 
arms, “you have no idea — come and see ” 

All the women were obliged to go with her. She caressingly 
seized hold of their hands, and dragged them away, in so 
genuine a transport of gaiety, that they laughed before know- 
ing why. They all disappeared, and then returned after having 
remained for a minute, with bated breath, around Bordenave, 
majestically stretched out. And then their laughter burst forth 
afresh, when one of them called for silence, Bordenave could 
be plainly heard snoring in the distance. 

It was nearly four o’clock. In the dining-room a card-table 
had been placed, around which Vandeuvres, Steiner, Mignon, 
and Labordette hastened to seat themselves Lucy and Caroline 
stood behind them betting; whilst Blanche, feeling very drowsy 
and dissatisfied with her evening, kept asking Vandeuvres every 
five minutes if they would not soon be going. In the drawing- 
room others were trying to dance. Daguenet was kindly assist- 
ing at the piano, as Nana said she wouldn’t have any strum- 
ming, and Mimi could play as many waltzes and polkas as any 
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one could wish But the danang flagged; many of the women 
were reclining on the sofas, chatting among themselves. All on 
a sudden there was a frightful uproar. Eleven young men, 
who had just arrived together, were laughing very loudly in 
the anteroom, and pushing their way towards the drawing- 
room door. They had just left the ball at the Ministry of the 
Interior, and were all in evening dress and bedecked with var- 
ious unknown decorations. Nana, annoyed at the noise they 
made, called the waiters, who were still in the kitchen, and 
Ordered them to chuck the gentlemen out, swearing that she 
had never seen them .before Fauchery, Labordette, Daguenet, 
and the other men hastened forward to insure the respect due 
to the lady of the house. Angry words were uttered, flsts were 
shaken. Another nunute, and there would have been a gen- 
eral punching of heads. However, a little fair-haired fellow, 
with a most sickly appearance, kept on repeating, "Come now, 
Nana; the other night, at Peter’s, in the big red room. You 
surely must recollect^ You invited us.” 

The other night, at Peter’s? She did not remember it at all. 
First of all, what night? And when the little fair-haired fellow 
told her the day, Wednesday, she lecollected that she had supped 
at Peter’s on the Wednesday, but she had invited no one, of that 
she was almost certain. 

"But yet, my girl, if you did invite them,” murmured Labor- 
dette who began to have doubts on the subject, “You were per- 
haps a little bit on.” 

Then Nana laughed It was possible, she couldn’t say. How- 
ever, as the gentlemen were there, they had better come in And 
so it was settled. Many of the newcomers found friends of 
theirs amongst those in the drawing-room, and the squabble 
ended in a general hand-shabng The little fair-haired fellow 
with the sickly appearance bore one of the greatest names of 
France. Besides, they announced that several others were fol- 
lowing them; and, true enough, the door opened every minute 
to admit men with white kid gloves and m their most official 
get-up. They all came from the ball at the Ministry of the In- 
terior. Fauchery jokingly inquired if the minister himself 
would not soon arrive; but Nana, very much annoyed, replied 
that the minister visited people who were certainly not as good 
as she. Wha^ she did not mention was a hope she entertained 
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—that of seeing Count Muffat enter in the midst of all the 
others, He might have altered his mind; and, as she conversed 
with Rose, she kept watching the door. 

Five o’clock struck. The dancing had ceased. The players 
alone stuck to their cards Labordette had given up his seat, 
and the women had gone back into the drawing-room. The 
somnolence that accompanies a prolonged dissipation hung 
heavily over all in the dull light of the lamps, the charred wicks 
of which gave a reddish hue to the globes. The women had 
reached that maudlin state when they feel the desire to relate 
their own histones Blanche de Sivry talked of her grand- 
father the general, whilst Clarisse invented quite a romance 
about a duke who had seduced her at her uncle’s, where he 
had come to hunt the wild boar, and each, with her back 
turned, kept shrugging her shoulders, and asking it it was pos- 
sible to tell such crammers As for Lucy Stewart, she quietly 
avowed her humble origin, and talked freely of the days of her 
youth, when her father, the porter on the Northern Railway, 
used to treat her to an apple turnover on a Sunday. 

“OhI I must tell you I” suddenly exclaimed little Maria 
Blond. "There’s a gentleman living opposite to me, a Russian, 
in short a man who’s awfully rich. Well, yesterday I received 
a basket of fruit — oh I such a basket of fruit I — some enormous 
peaches, grapes as big as that, something really extraordinary 
at this time of the year. And m the middle of all, six bank 
notes of a thousand francs each. It was the Russian. Of course 
I sent all back again, but I was rather sorry to do so, because of 
the fruit.” 

The other women looked at each other trying not to smile. 
Little Maria Blond possessed rare cheek for her age As if that 
sort of adventures happened to such hussies as she' They all 
felt a great contempt for each other. Many were furiously 
jealous of Lucy on account of her three princes. Ever since 
Lucy had taken to riding on horseback of a morning in the 
Bois de Boulogne, which had been the starting-point of her 
great success, they had all been seized with a violent mania for 
learning to ride. 

The day was about to break. Nana no longer watched the 
door, having lost all hope. Every one was bored to death. Rose 
Mignon had refused to sing the “Slipper,” and was curled up 
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oa the sofa, where she was whispering with Fauchery, whilst 
waiting for Mignon, who had already won about fifty louis 
from Vandeuvres. A stout, distmguished-looking gentleman, 
wearing a decoration, had, it is true, just recited “Abraham’s 
Sacrificfe,” in Alsatian patois, spiced with a certain amount of 
profanity; only, as no one understood more than a word or two, 
the recitation fell very flat 

Nobody knew what to be at to infuse some gaiety into the 
proceedings, to finish the night in a sufficiently wild manner. 
For an instant Labordette had the idea of secretly denounang 
the women to La Faloise, who kept piowlmg round each to 
see if she hadn’t his handkerchief stowed away in her bosom 
However as some bottles of champagne remained on the side- 
board, the young men started drinking again They called to 
each other, they tried to excite one another; but an invincibly 
mournful drunkenness, of a stupidity to make one weep, over- 
came them all. Then the little fair-haired fellow, he who bore 
one of the greatest names of France, quite at a loss what to do, 
in despair at not being able to think of something funny, had 
a sudden idea; he took up a bottle of champagne and emptied 
the contents into the piano All the others writhed with 
laughter, 

“Hallol” said Tatan Ndne, who had watched him with as- 
tonishment, “why does he pour champagne into the piano?” 

“What! my girl, don’t you know that?” replied Labordette, 
seriously. “There is nothing so good as champagne for pianos. 
It improves the tone.” 

“Ahl really,” murmured Tatan Nene, thoroughly convinced. 

And as eveiy one laughed, she got into a temper. How was 
she to know? They were always telling her wrong Things 
were decidedly going from bad to worse The night seemed 
likely to end in an unpleasant kind of manner. In a corner of 
the room, Maria Blond was having a row with Lda de Horn, 
whom she accused of receiving men who were not sufficiently 
rich, and they had come to oaths, as they abused each other’s 
looks. Lucy, who was ugly, quieted them. Looks were noth- 
ing, the thing was to have a good figure. Farther off, on a 
sofa, an attache to an embassy had passed his arm round 
Simone’s waist, and was trying to kiss her on the neck; but 
Simone, quite tired out, and very sulky, pushed him away each 
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time, saying, “Don’t bother me I” and hitting him on the head 
with her fan. Besides, the other women would not allow any- 
body to touch them. Who did they take them for? Gaga, how- 
ever, who had caught hold of La Faloise, kept him by her, 
almost on her knees; whilst Clarisse, shaking with the nervous 
laugh of a woman being tickled, was disappearing between two 
gentlemen Around the piano the little game continued, in a 
fit of stupidity. There was a good deal of pushing; each one 
wanted to empty his bottle into it. It was simple and petty. 

“Here! old fellow, take a drink The deviU isn’t he thirsty, 
the poor piano! Look out there' here’s another, we mustn’t 
lose a drop.’’ 

Nana, who had her back turned towards them, did not see 
what they were after. She had evidently made up her mind to 
do the best she could with stout old Steiner, who was seated 
beside her. So much the worse' It was all that Muffat’s fault, 
for he had not been willing. In her dress of soft white silk, 
light and crumpled like a chemise, with her touch of intoxica- 
tion, which had taken the colour from hei face and made her 
eyes look heavy, she seemed to be offering herself in a quiet, 
good-natured sort of way The roses she had placed in her 
dress and hair were now all withered, and only the stalks re- 
mained. Suddenly Steiner withdrew his hand from off her 
dress, where he had just encountered the pins placed by George. 
A few drops of blood issued from his fingers. One fell on the 
dress and stained it, 

“Now It IS signed,” said Nana seriously. 

The day had dawned An awfully sad and dubious sort of 
light entered by the windows. Then the breakmg-up began— 
a leave-taking full of uneasiness and ill-nature Caroline 
Hequet, annoyed at having wasted her night, said it was time 
for those to go who did not wish to assist at some very strange 
things Rose made a face like that of a respectable woman 
who had been compromised. It was always the same with those 
hussies. They never knew how to behave themselves; they 
were always most disgusting from the first. And Mignon hav- 
ing quite stumped Vandeuvres, the couple went off, without 
troubling themselves about Sterner, though not until they had 
again tnvited Fauchery for the morrow. Lucy, then, refused, 
to let the journalist see her home, and told him out loud to 
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with his dirty actress. Rose, who heard her, turned round, and 
answered with “Filthy hagl” muttered between her teeth; but 
Mignon, well versed in women’s quarrels, paternally pushed 
his wife outside, and told her to dry up. Behind them, Lucy, 
all alone; descended the staircase like a queen. Then it was 
La Faloise, feeling quite ill and sobbing like a child, who was 
led away by Gaga, whilst he called for Clansse, long ago gone 
ofi with her two gentlemen. Simone also had disappeared 
There still remained Tatan, Lea, and Maria; but Labordette 
obligingly offered to take charge of them. 

“I don’t feel at all sleepy'” said Nana. “Do let us do some- 
thing.” 

She looked at the sky through the window panes— a sky of 
a hvid colour, and over which floated sooty black clouds It 
was six o’clock Facing her, on the other side of the Boulevard 
Haussmann, the houses were still hushed in sleep, their damp 
roofs standing out m the dim light; while a party of scavengers 
were passing along the deserted pavement, on which their 
wooden shoes resounded. In the presence of this mournful 
awakening of a gay city, Nana was seized with the emotion 
of a young girl, with an intense longing for the country, for an 
idyllic existence, for something pure and peaceful. 

“Oh' I’ll tell you what,” said she, going up to Steiner, “you 
must take me to the Bois de Boulogne, and we will have some 
milk” 

She clapped her hands yvith a childish joy, and ran to throw 
a pelisse over her shoulders, without waiting for any answer 
from the banker, who naturally consented, though inwardly 
annoyed, and dreaming of somediing very different. The only 
persons left in the drawing-room were the young men who 
had come in a body; but, having drained everything, even the 
glasses, into the piano,. they were talking of leaving, when one 
of them triumphantly appeared, holding in his hand a last 
bottle, which he had discovered in the kitchen. 

“Wait! wait'” cried he, “a bottle of chartreuse! There now, 

wanted some chartreuse, that will bring him to again. And 
pbwj boys, let’s be off. We’re a set of idiots.” 

'',Nana had to wake up Zo^ who had fallen asleep on a rbaiV 
|i?'the dressing-room. The gas was still burning. Zoe shivered 
Is she helped her mistress to don her hat and pelisse. 
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“Well, it’s all over; I’ve done as you wished,” said Nana, in 
a most familiar manner, relieved at having at length made up 
her mind “You were right, it may as well be the banker as 
another.” 

The maid was sullen and still drowsy. She giunted that 
madame should have come to that decision on the first night- 
Then, as she followed her into the bedroom, she asked what 
she was to do with the two who were there. Bordenave had 
not left oft snoring. George, who had slyly come 'and buried 
his head in a pillow, had ended by falling asleep, breathing as 
gently as a cherub. Nana told the girl to let them sleep But 
all her tenderness returned on seeing Daguenet enter the room; 
he had been waiting for her m the kitchen— he looked very sad, 

“Come now, my Mimi, be reasonable,” said she, taking him 
in her arms, and hugging him with all manner of fondling 
ways. “Nothing is altered, you know it is my Mimi alone 
whom I adore— don’t you now? 1 was obliged to do it, I 
swear to you, we shall be all the happier Come to-morrow, we 
will settle the hours for seeing each olhci. Now, quick, kiss 
me as much as you love me— oh I moie, more than that I” 

And, tearing herself away from him, she rejoined Steiner, 
thoroughly happy and full of her fad of going to drink some 
new milk In the room, now almost deserted, Count de Van- 
deuvres remained with the distmguished-lookmg gentleman 
who had recited “Abraham’s Sacrifice”; they were both seated 
at the card-table, no longer knowing what they were doing, 
and not noticing that it was broad daylight; whilst Blanche 
had curled herself up on the sofa, and tried to sleep. 

“Ahl Blanche shall go too!” cried Nana. “We are going 
to drink some milk, my dear. Come quick, you can return 
here for Vandeuvres.” 

Blanche lazily roused herself. This time the banker’s bloated 
face turned pale with annoyance at the idea of being accom- 
panied by that fat girl, who would he m his way. But the 
two women were already leading him off, and repeating: 

“You know, we must see the cows milked.” 



CHAPTER FIVE 


Thi. “Blonde Venus” was being performed for the thirty-fourth 
time at the Variety Theatre. The first act had ]ust ended. Si- 
monCi got up as a washerwoman, was in the green-room, stand- 
ing before a mirror placed between the two doors that opened on 
to the passage leading to the dressing-rooms She was all alone, 
and, lighted by the naked flames of the gas-jets on either side, 
was occupied in improving her make-up by passing a finger 
under her eyes. 

“Do you know if he’s arrived yet?” asked Prullibe, who en- 
tered in his costume of a Swiss admiral, with his long sword, 
his high boots, and his immense plume. 

“Whom do you mean?” said Simone, without disturbing her- 
self, and laughing at the glass so as to see her lips. 

“The prince ” 

“I don’t know, I’m going down. Ah! so he’s coming. He 
comes, then, every day!” 

Prulliere walked up to the fire-place, which faced the mirror, 
and in which a coke fire was burning; two gas-jets were flaring 
away on either side. He raised his eyes and looked at the clock 
and the barometer, placed to the right and the left, and ac- 
companied by gilded sphinxes m the style of the Empire. Then 
he buried himself m a vast high-backed arm-chair, the green 
velvet of which, worn and soiled by four generations of actors, 
had here and there turned to a yellowish hue, and he remained 
there immovable, his eyes vaguely gazing into space, in the 
weary and resigned attitude of actors accustomed to the “waits” 
between their cues. Old Bose had just made his appearance, 
coughing and shuffling his feet, and wrapped in an old yellow 
box-coat, which had slipped ofl one shoulder and displayed King 
p^gobert’s laminated golden cassock. For an instant, after hav- 
ing placed his crown on the piano, without saying a word, he 
angrily stamped his feet, looking all the while, however, a thor- 
oughly good-natured fellow, with his hands slightly shaking 
from an over-abuse of alcohol, whilst a long white beard gave a 
venerable appearance to his inflamed tippling-looking face, 
Then, as the silence was broken by a shower of rain and hail 
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striking against the panes of the large square window which 
looked on to the court-yard, he made a gesture of disgust. 

“What beastly weather'” he grunted 

Neither Simone nor Prulliere moved. On the w all.'; four or 
five pictures, landscapes, and a portrait of Vernet the actor, were 
gradually turning yellow through the heat of the gas. On the 
shaft of a column a bust of Potier, one of the old glories of the 
Variety Theatre, looked on with its empty eyes. But there sud- 
denly arose the sounds of a voice. It was Fontan, in his second 
act dress, that of a stylish young man, clothed all in yellow, and 
with yellow gloves on his hands. 

“I say I” he cried, gesticulatmg, “don’t you know?— it’s my 
samt’s-day to-day ” 

“Is It now, really?” asked Simone, going up to him with a 
smile, as though attracted by his long nose and his big comical 
moutli. “Weie you, then, christened Achilles?” 

“Exactly! And I’m going to tell Madame Bron to bring up 
some champagne, after the second act.” 

For a moment past a bell had been heard tingling in the dis- 
tance. The prolonged sound died away and then returned; and, 
when die bell finally left off ringing, a cry resounded which 
went up and down the staiicase and was lost in the passages; 
“The overture’s on for the second act' The overture’s on for the 
second act'” This cry at length approached the green-room, and 
a pale little man passed before the doors shouting at the top of 
his shrill voice: “The overture’s on for the second act'” 

“The deuce' champagne'” said Prulliere, without seeming to 
have noticed the row. “You are gomg it fine.” 

“Were I you, I’d have it sent in from the cafe,” slowly ob- 
served old Bose, who had seated himself on A bench covered 
with green velvet, his head resting against the wall. 

But Simone said they ought not to forget Madame Bron’s little 
profit. She clapped her hands, delighted, devouring Fontan with 
her eyes, whilst his goat-like face kept moving with a continual 
play of the eyes, nose, and mouth. “Oh! ‘that Fontan'” she mur- 
mured; “there is nobody like him, there is nobody like him!” 

The doors were wide open, showing the passage leading to 
the dressing-rooms; and along the yellow wall, vividly lighted 
up by an unseen gas-lamp, shadows were rapidly passing of men 
in various costumes, women half-naked, wrapped in shawls, all 
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the chorus of the second act, with the masqueraders of the 
“Boule Noire”; and from the end of the passage one could hear 
the sound of their feet stamping on the five wooden steps which 
led on to the stage. As tall Clansse rapidly passed by, Simone 
called to her; but she answered that she would be back in a min- 
ute. And, in fact, she returned shortly afterwards, shivering In 
the thin tunic and sash which formed Iris’s costume. 

“By Jove!” said she, “it isn’t very warm; and I’ve been and 
left my fur-cloak in my dressing-rooml” Then, standing before 
the fire, warming her legs, the tights covering which showed the 
colour of the flesh beneath, she continued, “The prince has ar- 
rived.” 

“Ah!” exclaimed the others inquisitively. 

“Yes; I went to ascertain, I wanted to see He is m the first 
stage-box on the right, the same as on Thursday. Well! it’s the 
third time he’s been in a week Isn’t she lucky, Nana? I had bet 
that he wouldn’t come again ” 

Simone opened her mouth, but her words were drowned by 
a fresh ciy, which burst out close to the green-room. The shrill 
voice of the old call-boy shouted along the passage, “The cur- 
tain IS going up'” 

“Three times' Well, it’s becoming something surprising,” said 
Simone, as soon as she could be heard. “You know, he won’t go 
to her place; he cakes her to his. And it seems it costs him a 
pretty penny.” 

“Why, of course! one must pay for one’s enjoyments!” mali- 
ciously observed Prulliere, rising to glance into the glass at his 
well-formed figure, which created such havoc among the occu- 
pants of the boxes. 

“The curtain’s rising' the curtain’s rising'” repeated the old 
call-boy m the distance, as he hurried along the different pas- 
sages. 

Then Fontan, who knew wh’at had taken place the first time 
between the prince and Nana, related the story to the two 
women who were squeezing up against him, and laughed very 
loud each time he stooped to give them certain details. Old Bose, 
full of indifference, hadn’t moved Such tales as that didn’t in- 
terest him He was stroking a big tortoise-shell cat curled up 
asleep on the bench; and he ended by taking it in his arms with 
the tender simplicity of a crazy king. The cat arched its back; 
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then, after sniffing a considerable whde at his long white beard, 
disgusted, apparendy, by the smell of the gum, it returned to the 
bench, where, curling itself up, it soon fell asleep. Bose remained 
solemn and thoughtful 

“All the same, if I were you, I would have the champagne 
from the cafe; it will be much better,” said he suddenly to Fon- 
tan, as the latter finished his story. 

“The curtain’s up!” drawlingly exclaimed the old call-boy in 
a cracked tone of voice. “The curtain’s up! the curtain’s up.” 

The cry lasted for an instant, and then died away There was 
a sound of scurrying footsteps, then the sudden opening of the 
door at the end of the passage admitted a blast of music, a dis- 
tant hubbub, and the door closed again with a dull thud. Once 
more' a heavy quiet reigned in the green-room, as though it were 
a hundred miles away from the crowded audience that was ap- 
plauding vociferously. Simone and Clarisse were still talking of 
Nana. She never hurried herself — only the night before she 
missed her entrance cue. But they stopped speaking as a tall girl 
thrust her head in at the door, then, seeing she had made a mis- 
take, hurried off to the end of the passage. It was Satin, wearing 
a bonnet and veil, and looking like a lady out visiting, “A pretty 
piece of goods!” murmured Prulliere, who had constantly been 
in the habit of seeing her for a year past at the Cafe des Varietes. 
And Simone related how Nana, having come across Satin, an 
old school-fellow of hers, had taken a great fancy to her, and was 
bothering Bordenave to bring her out. 

“Hallo! good evening,” said Fontan, shaking hands with Fau- 
chery and Mignon who just then entered. 

Even old Bose held out a finger, whilst the two women em- 
braced Mignon. 

“Is there a good house to-night?” inquired Fauchery. 

“Oh! superb!” answered Prulliere. “You should see how 
they’re all talcing it in'” 

“I say, my children,” remarked Mignon, “it’s time for you to 
go on, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, shortly.” They did not appear till the fourth scene. Bose 
alone rose, with the instinct of an old veteran of the boards who 
scents his cue from afar. And at that moment the old call-boy 
appeared at the door, “Monsieur Bose! Mademoiselle SimonpR 
he cried. -iH 
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Simone quickly threw a fur cloak over her shoulders, and 
hastened out. Bose, without hurrying himself, fetched his crown 
and banged it on his head. Then, dragging his mantle after him, 
he went off, unsteady on his legs, grunting, and with the an- 
noyed look of a man who has been disturbed 
“You said some very kind things in your last article,” re- 
marked Fontan to Fauchery. “Only why did you state that 
comedians are vain?” 

“Yes, young ’un, why did you say that?” exclaimed Mignon, 
bringing his enoimous hands down on the journalist’s slender 
shoulders so roughly that the latter sank beneath the shock 
Prulliere and Clarisse with difficulty refrained from laughing. 
For some time past die members of the company had been 
highly amused by a comedy that was being performed behind 
the scenes. Mignon, rendered furious by his wife’s infatuation, 
disgusted at seeing that Fauchery never contributed towards 
their expenses anything more than a questionable publicity, had 
conceived the brilliant idea of avenging himself by overwhelm- 
ing the journalist with various proofs of his friendship. Every 
evening, when he met him behind the scenes, he quite bela- 
boured him with blows, as though carried away by an excess of 
affection; and Fauchery, looking most puny beside this colossus, 
was obliged to submit, smiling the while in a constrained man- 
ner, so as not to quarrel with Rose’s husband. 

“Ah I my fine fellow, so you insult Fontan'” resumed Mignon, 
continuing the farce. “Attention' One, two, and full in the 
chest'” 

He had struck out and hit the young man so severe a blow 
that the latter remained for an instant very pale and quite 
speechless. But, with a wink of her eye, Clarisse drew the other’s 
attenuon to Rose Mignon, who was standing in the doorway. 
Rose had seen all that had passed. She went straight up to the 
journalist, as though unaware of her husband’s presence, and 
standing on tiptoe, her arms bare, and in her baby costume, she 
offered her forehead to him with a childish pout. 

“Good evening, baby,” said Fauchery, familiarly kissing her. 
That was his reward. Mignon pretended not to notice the em- 
brace, every one kissed his wife at the theatre. But he laughed 
as he cast a rapid glance at the journalist The latter would cer- 
tainly pay dearly for Roses temerity. The door of the passage 
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Opened aiid shut, admitting the sound of tempestuous applause 
into the green-room. Simone had leturned after going through 
her scene. 

“Ohi old Bose made such a hitl” cried she. “The prince was 
wriggling with laughter, and he applauded just like the others 
as though he had been paid to do so I say, do you know the 
tall gentleman who is sitting beside the prince, in the stage- 
box? A handsome man, looking most dignified, and he’s got 
such lovely whiskers ” 

“It’s Count Muffat,” replied Fauchery “I know that the day 
before yesterday, at the Empress’s, the prince invited him to din- 
ner for this evening. He probably prevailed upon him to come 
here afterwards.” 

“Count Mufiat' why we know his father-in-law, don’t we, Au- 
gustus?” asked Rose of Mignon “You know the Marquis de 
Chouard, at whose house I went to sing? He is also here to- 
night. I noticed him at the back of a box. He’s an old — ” 

Prulhere, who had just placed the hat with the enormous 
plume on his head, turned round and called to her, “Hil Rose, 
look sharp I” 

She hurried after him, without finishing her sentence At this 
moment the doorkeeper of the theatre, Madame Bron, passed 
by, carrying an enormous bouquet. Simone jokingly asked if it 
was for her; but the old woman, without answering, indicated 
with her chin the door of Nana’s diessing-room at the end of 
the passage. That Nana' how they covered her with flowers 
Then, as she returned, Madame Bron handed a letter to Claris se, 
who muttered an oath beneath her breath. Again that con- 
founded La Faloise! there was a fellow who wouldn’t leave her 
alone' And when she heard that the gentleman was waiting in 
the dooikeeper’s room, she exclaimed, “Tell him I’ll come down 
when the act is over. I mean to smack his face.” 

Fontan rushed forward, shouting, “Madame Bron, listen — 
now hsten, Madame Bron After the act bring up six bottles of 
champagne.” 

But the old call-boy icappeared, quite out of breath, repeating 
in a singsong voice, “Every one on the stage' every one on the 
stage! Be quick, M. Fontan! Be quick! be quick'” 

‘Yes, yes, Fm going, old Banllot,” replied Fontan, quite be- 
wildered, and, running after Madame Bron, he continued, 
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“Now you understand? Six bottles of champagne, in the green- 
room, after the act. It’s my saint’s-day, I’m going to stand treat,” 

Simone and Clarisse had gone off, making a great noise with 
their skirts. When they had all left, and the door at the end of 
the passage was once more closed, one could hear in the silence 
of the green-room the sound of a fresh shower striking against 
the window panes. Barillot, a little pale old man, who had been 
call-boy at the theatre for tliirty years past, went familiarly up 
to Mignon and offered him his snuff-box This pinch of snuff 
offered and accepted procured him a minute’s rest in his contin- 
ual running up and down the stairs and passages. There was 
still, to be sure, Madame Nana, as he called her; but she only 
did as she chose, and never cared a fig for the fines. When she 
chose to miss her cue, she missed it. He stopped suddenly, mur- 
muring in astonishment- 

“Why> here she is; she’s actually readyl She must know that 
the prince is there ” 

Nana had, indeed, appeared in the passage, dressed as a fisher- 
woman, her arms and face all white, excepting two dabs of 
colour under her eyes. She did not enter the green-room, hut 
simply nodded to Mignon and Fauchery. 

“Good-day, how are you?” 

Mignon alone shook the hand she held out; and Nana con- 
tinued on her way in queenly style, followed by her dresser, 
who, as she trod close on her heels, bent down to give a finish- 
ing touch to the folds of her skirt. Then, behind the dresser, 
bringing up the rear of the procession, came Satin, trying to 
look Very lady-like, and really feeling bored to death. 

“And Steiner?” suddenly queried Mignon. 

“Monsieur Steiner left yesterday for the Loiret,” said Barillot, 
who was returning to the stage. “I believe he is going to pur- 
chase a country residence there ” 

“Ahf yes, I know, an estate for Nana ” 

Mignon became very grave That Steiner had once promised 
Rose a mansion! Well, it was of no use quarrelling with any- 
body; it was an opportunity which he had lost, and which he 
must legain. Full of thought, but still quite master of himself, 
Mignon walked up and down from the fire-place to the mirror. 
There were only he and Fauchery left in the green-room. The 
journalist, feeling tired, had just stretched himself out in the 
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easy-chair; and he kept veiy quiet, his eyes half dosed, beneath 
the glances which the other gave him as he passed to and fro. 
When they were alone, Mignon disdained to pommel him. What 
would have been the use? as no one would have been there to 
enjoy the fun He cared too little about the matter to find any 
amusement for himself in playmg the bantering husband. Fau- 
chery, thankful for this short respite, was languidly stretching 
his legs out before the fire, as his eyes wandered from the ba- 
rometer to the clock. Mignon interrupted his walk for a mo- 
ment, and stood before the bust of Potier, which he looked at 
without seeing. Then he went and placed himself at the window 
opening on to the dark court-yard beneath. It had left off rain- 
ing, and a profound silence had succeeded, whilst the atmos- 
phere had become closer through the heat of the coke fire and 
the flaring of the gas-jets. Not a sound could be heard from the 
stage. The staircase and the passages were as still as the tomb. It 
was the hushed peacefulness occasioned by the end of an act, 
when all the company are on the stage joining in ihe deafening 
uproar of some finale, whilst the empty green-room is under the 
influence of asphyxia. 

“Ob' the strumpetsi” suddenly exclaimed Bordenave, in a 
hoarse voice. 

He had only just ai rived, and he was already bellowing at 
two of his chorus-girls, who had almost fallen down on the stage 
through playing the fool When he saw Mignon and Fauchery 
he called them to him to show them something: the prince had 
just requested permission to compliment Nana in her dressing- 
room, between the acts. But as he was taking them on to the 
stage, the stage-manager passed. 

“Just fine those hussies, Fernande and Maria'” shouted Bor- 
denave, furiously. Then calming himself, and trying to look 
dignified like a father and a nobleman, after passing his hand- 
kerchief over his face, he added, “I will go and receive His 
Highness.” 

The curtain fell amidst thunders of applause. Immediately 
there was a regular stampede in the semi-obscurity of the stage, 
no longer under the glare of the foot-lights; the actors and the 
supers were hastening to reach their dressing-rooms, whilst the 
carpenters were rapidly changing the scenery. Simone and Clar- 
isse, however, remained at the back of the stage, whispering to- 
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gather. During the last scene, between two of their lines, they 
had )ust arranged a little affair. Clarisse, after thinking the mat- 
ter over, preferred not to see La Faloise, who no longer wished 
to leave her to go with Gaga It would be better for Simone 
quietly to explain to him that it was not the thing to stick to a 
woman to that extent. In short, she was to send him about his 
business. 

Then Simone, dressed as a washerwoman in a comic opera, 
with her fur cape thrown over her shoulders, descended the nar- 
row winding staircase, with its greasy stairs and its damp walls, 
which led to the doorkeeper’s room. This room, situated be- 
tween the actors’ and manager’s staircases, shut m on the right 
and the left by some glass partitioning, was like a huge trans- 
parent lantern, inside which two gas-jets weie flaring high, A 
set of pigeon-holes was crammed full of letters and newspapers 
On the table bouquets of flowers were lying beside forgotten 
dirty plates and an old bodice, the button-holes of which the 
doorkeeper was occupied in mending And, in the midst of all 
this disorder, similar to the confusion of a lumber-room, some 
fashionable gendemen, stylishly dressed and wearing light kid 
gloves, occupied the four old rush-bottomed chairs, with patient 
and submissive looks, and quickly turning their heads each 
time Madame Bron returned from the interior of the theatre 
with answers for them. She had just handed a note to a young 
man, who hastened to open it beneath the gas-jet m the hall, 
and who turned slightly pale as his eyes encountered this classic 
phrase, which he had so often read before m the same place, 
“Not to-night, ducky; I’m engaged.” La Faloise was on one of 
the chairs at the end of the room, between the table and stove. 
He seemed ready to pass the evening there, looking rather anx- 
ious though, ind keeping his long legs under his chair because 
a litter of little black kittens were gambolling around him, 
whilst the mother sat staring at him with her yellow eyes. 

“What! you here. Mademoiselle Simone'’ Whatever do you 
want?” asked the doorkeeper. 

Simone wished La Faloise to be sent out to her; but Madame 
Bron could not see to this at once. In a sort of deep cupboard, 
under the stairs, she kept a little bar where the supers came tc 
drink between the acts, and as she then had four or five big 
fellows there, still dressed as masqueraders at -the “Boule Noire,’ 
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all of them in a great hurry and clamouring for drink, she was 
a little bit flurried. By the aid of the gas that was blazing away 
in the cupboaid, one could distinguish a table covered with a 
sheet of tin, and several shelves stocked with partly erapned 
bottles When the door ot this coal-hole was opened there issued 
from It a violent stench of alcohol, which mingled with the 
smell of burnt fat that always pervaded the room, and the strong 
perfume of the bouquets left on the table. 

“So," resumed the doorkeeper, when she had finished serving 
the supers, “it’s the little dark fellow over there that you want to 
speak to.'’" 

“No, don’t be absurd !’’ said Simone, “It’s the thin one sitting 
beside the stove— the one your cat’s snufSng the trousers of." 

And she led La Faloise into the hall, whilst the other gentle- 
men, though half suffocating, appeared as resigned as ever, and 
the supers stood drinking on the stairs, indulging among them- 
selves in a good deal of noisy drunken horse-play, Upstairs, Bor- 
denave was yelling at the scene shifters, who were still engaged 
in changing the scenery. They were such a time; it was done on 
purpose; the prince would receive some of it on his head. 

“Now then I shove away— all together I’’ exclaimed the chief 
of the gang. 

At length the drop scene at the back was raised, and the stage 
was free, Mignon, who had been watching for Fauchery, seized 
this opportunity ot continuing his delicate attentions. He caught 
him up in his strong arms, crying out, “Take care! that pole 
almost fell on you." 

And he carried him off, and even shook him before placing 
him on the ground again. Fauchery turned pale as the workmen 
roared with laughter, his lips quivered, aijd he was on the point 
of giving vent to his passion, whilst Mignon went on in a most 
good-natured sort of way, slapping him affectionately on the 
shoulder almost hard enough to double him up, and saying each 
time, “You know I am very anxious about your health! By Jove^ 

I should be in a fine way if any accident happened to you!" 

But a whisper passed from mouth to mouth, “The prince! the 
prince!’’ And every one looked towards the little door that gave 
access to the auditorium. At first one could only see Bordenave’s 
round back and his butcher’s neck, as he puffed and blowed and 
bent himself double in a series of obsequious bows. Then, ap- 
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peared the prince, tall and strong, wearing a fair beard, his com- 
plexion of a deep rose colour, and looking altogether like a solid 
man about town, whose well-shaped figure was discernible be- 
neath an Irreproachably fitting overcoat. He was followed by 
Count Muffat and the Marquis de Chouard. The corner of the 
theatre where they were was very dark, and they almost disap- 
peared among the big ever-moving shadows. To speak to this 
son of a queen, the future inheritor of a throne, Bordenave had 
adopted the tones of a lion-tamer’s voice trembling with a pre- 
tended emotion He kept saying- 

“If Your Highness will kindly follow me — Will Your High- 
ness deign to pass this way? Your Highness, please to take 
care — ” 

The prince did not hurry himself in the least; on the contrary, 
he waited and watched the scene-shifters with a good deal of in- 
terest. A float had just been lowered from the flies, and a row 
of flaring gas-jets, encompassed in wire net-work, shed a brilliant 
light upon the stage. Muffat, never having been behind the 
scenes of a theatre before, was especially lost in astonishment, 
and was seized with an unpleasant sensation, a vague repug- 
nance mixed with fear. He looked up towards the flies, where 
other floats, the gaslights of which were turned down, appeared 
like so many constellations of little blue stars in all the chaos of 
the light wooden frame-work, and the ropes and pulleys of dif- 
ferent sizes, of the hanging-stages, and the back drops spread 
out aloft, looking like immense cloths hung out to dry. 

“Let’s go!” suddenly exclaimed the head scene-shifter. 

And the prince himself was obliged to warn the count. One 
of the drop-scenes was being lowered They were placing the 
scenery of the third act— the grotto m Mount Etna. Some men 
were fixing poles in openings made for the purpose in the floor- 
mg, others fetched the frames, which were leaning against the 
walls, and fastened them to the poles with strong cords. At the 
back oi the stage a lamp-lighter was lighting a number of red 
lamps, to produce the reflection of Vulcan’s fiery forge. There 
seemed to be great confusion and hustling about, yet the least 
movements were regulated; whilst, amidst all this hurry, the 
prompter walked slowly up and down to stretch his legs. 

“Your Highness overwhelms me,” Bordenave was saying, still 
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continuing to bow. “The theatre is not large; we do the best we 
can. Now, if Your Highness will deign to follow me—” 

Count Muffat had already moved off m the direction of the 
passage leading to the dressing-rooms. The rather sharp incline 
of the stage surprised him, and his uneasiness was to a great ex- 
tent caused by these boards, which seemed to move beneath his 
feet. Through the open trap-doors he could see the gas-lights 
burning beneath. It was quite an underground world, with deep 
and obscure abysses, from which arose the sound of men’s 
voices, and the musty smell peculiar to cellars. But, as he passed 
along, a slight incident detained him. Two little women, dressed 
for the third act, were conversing together before the peep-hole 
of the curtain. One of them, leaning forward and widening the 
opening with her fingers, so as to see better, was looking round 
the house. 

“I see him,” she suddenly exclaimed. “Oh! what a mug I” 

Bordenave, awfully scandalized, only restrained himself with 
difficulty from kicking her behind; but the prince smijed, look- 
ing delighted and excited at having overheard the words, whilst 
he gazed tenderly on the little woman, who didn’t care a fig for 
His Highness. She laughed impudently However, Bordenave at 
length induced the prince to follow him Count Muffat, all in a 
perspiration, removed his hat. What inconvenienced him most 
was the closeness of the atmosphere, which had become over- 
heated and, so to say, thick, and in which hovered a very strong 
smell— that odour of behind the scenes, stinking of gas, the glue 
of the scenery, the mouldy dirt m out-of-the-way corners, and 
the unwashed bodies of the female supers. In the passage the 
oppressiveness increased The stench of dirty water, the perfume 
of scented soaps, escaped from the dressing-rooms, mingled now 
and again with the poisonous exhalations of foul breaths As he 
passed, the count rapidly glanced up the staircase, struck by the 
sudden flood of light and warmth which descended upon him. 
From above came sounds of people washing, laughing, and call- 
ing to one another, a great noise of opening and shutting of 
doors, emitting feminine odours, the musk of the make-up 
mixed with the smell of perspiring heads of yellow-red hair. He 
did not hnger, but hastened his footsteps, almost flying under 
the emotion caused by this sudden glimpse of a world hitherto 
unknown to him. 
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“Well, a theatre is a curious place, is it not'*” observed the 
Marquis de Chouard, with the delighted manner of a man find- 
ing himself once more at home 

But Bordenave had at length reached Nana’s dressing-room 
at the end of the passage He coolly turned the door handle; 
then, standing aside, said, “If Your Highness will please to 
enter.” 

There was a cry of a woman taken by surprise, and one saw 
Nana, naked to the waist, run and hide herself behind a curtain, 
whilst her dresser, who had been occupied in drying her, was 
left standing with the towel m her hands 

“Oh! how stupid it is to enter a room like thatl” exclaimed 
Nana from her hiding-place, “Don’t come in; you see very well 
you cannot come ini” 

Bordenave seemed put out by this bashfulness. “Don’t run 
away, my dear; there is not the slightest necessity for doing so,” 
said he. “His Highness is here. Come, don’t be a child ” And, as 
she refused to appear, being slightly startled still, though, never- 
theless, already beginning to laugh, he added in a grumpy, pa- 
ternal tone of voice, “Why, bless me! these gentlemen know 
very well what a woman’s like. They won’t eat you.” 

“But that is not certain,” gallantly observed tbe prince. 

Every one laughed, courtier-like, in a most exaggerated man- 
ner, A most Witty remark, thoroughly Parisian, according to 
Bordenave. Nana no longer answered. The curtain shook; no 
doubt she was making up her mind to appear Then Count 
Muffat, who had become very red in the face, looked about him 
It was a square room, very low in the ceiling, and hung through- 
out with some light West Indian material A curtain of the same 
stuff, hanging on a brass rod, completely shut off one end of the 
chamber. Two large windows looked out on to the courtyard of 
the theatre, at a distance of only a few feet from the leprous- 
looking wall, on to which, in the darkness of the night, the 
panes of glass reflected a series of yellow squares. A big cheval- 
glass stood opposite a marble dressing table, which was covered 
with innumerable glass bottles and pots containing hair oils, 
scents, face powders, and all the ingredients necessary for mak- 
ing up. Approaching the mirror, the count caught sight of his 
own red face, with beads of perspiration resting on his fore- 
head. He lowered his eyes, and proceeded to place himself be- 
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fore the dressing-table, on which a basin full of soapy water, 
some wet sponges, and various little ivory implements scattered 
about seemed to absorb his mind tor a while. The same dizzy, 
feeling he had experienced on the occasion of bs visit to Nana, 
in the Boulevard Haussmann, again seized hold of him, He 
seemed to sink deeper into the thick carpet beneath his feet; the 
gas-jets burning on either side of the dressing-table and the 
cheval-glass were like the hissing flames of a furnace surround- 
ing his temples One minute, fearful of fainting away under the 
influence of all the feminine odour, full of warmth, and ren- 
dered ten times more pronounced by the lowness of the ceiling, 
which he encountered for the second time, he seated himself on 
the edge of the well-padded sofa that occupied the space be- 
tween the two windows. But he rose up again almost immedi- 
ately, and returned to the dressing-table, no longer to examine 
anything, but with a vague expression in his eyes, and thinking 
of a bouquet of tuberoses which had been allowed to fade in his 
room a long time ago, their powerful smell having nearly killed 
him When tuberoses decay they emit a kind of human odour. 

“Do be quick I” whispered Bordenave, passing bs head be- 
hind the curtain. 

The prince, meanwhile, was coraplaisantly listening to the 
Marquis de Chouard, who, having taken up a hare’s foot from 
the dressing-table, was explaining how actresses put on the pow- 
der with It. Satin, sitting m a corner, with her virgin-like face, 
was staring at the gentlemen; whilst the dresser, Madame Jules, 
was preparing the tunic and tights composing Venus’s costume. 
Madame Jules no longer had an age, her face had much the 
appearance of parchment, and her features were immovable, like 
those of old maids whom no one has ever known to have been 
young She had dried up in the heated atmosphere of the dress- 
ing-rooms, in the midst of the most celebrated legs and breasts 
of Paris. She always wore a faded black dress, and over her flat 
and sexless bosom a forest of pins were stuck next to the heart. 

“You must excuse me, gentlemen,” said Nana, drawing aside 
the curtain. “I was taken by surprise.” 

Every one turned towards her. She had not dressed herself 
at all, but had merely buttoned up a little cambric chemisette, 
which only half hid her bosom. When the gentlemen surprised 
her, she had but partly undressed herself, having rapidly doffed 
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her fisherwoman’s costume, and the end of her chemise could be 
seen protruding through the opening in her drawers. With bare 
arms and shoulders and firm projecting breasts, in her adorable 
freshness of a plump young blonde, she continued to hold the 
curtain with one hand, as though ready to draw it again should 
the least thing occur to scare her. 

“Yes, I was taken by surprise. I shall never dare—” stam- 
mered she, pretending to be very much confused, blushing down 
to her neck, and smiling in an embarrassed sort of way. 

“Oh^ nonsense!” exclaimed Bordenave; “you look very well 
as you are!” 

She risked a few more of her hesitating, ingenuous ways, 
quivering the while as though she was being tickled, and re- 
peating, “His Highness honours me too much. I beg His High- 
ness to excuse me for receiving him m such a condition — ” 

“It is I, madame, who am obtrusive,” said the prince; “but I 
could not resist the desire of coming to compliment you.” 

Then m order to get to her dressing-table, she quietly walked 
in her drawers through the midst of the gentlemen, who all 
made way for her. Around her substantial hips her drawers 
looked like a balloon, as, with chest expanded, she continued 
to greet her visitors with hei sly smile Suddenly she appeared 
to recognise Count MuiJat, and she shook hands with him as a 
friend. Then she scolded him for not having come to her supper. 
His Highness deigned to chaff Muffat, who stuttered out an 
explanation, trembling at the idea of having held in his hot 
hand for a second those tiny fingers, that were as cool as the 
water they had just been washed in. The count had dined well 
at the prince’s, who was a great eater and a splendid drinker. 
They were both, in fact, slightly tipsy, although they did not 
show It. To liide his confusion Muffat was only able to make 
a remark about the heat. 

“How very warm it is in here,” said he. “However do you 
manage to exist in such a temperature, madame.'’” 

And the conversation was about to start from that, when the 
sound of loud voices was heard at the door. Bordenave slid 
aside a little board that closed a convent-like peep-hole It was 
Pontan, who was accompanied by Prulhere and Bose, all three 
carrying botdes of champagne under their arms, and with their 
hands full of glasses He knocked, he shouted that it was his 
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saint’s'day and that he was standing champagne Nana, with 
a look, consuifed the prince Why, of course I His Highness did 
not wish to be in anyone’s way, he would be only too delighted! 
But without waiting for the permission, Fontan entered the 
room, saying: 

“I’m not ill-bred, I stand champagne — ” 

But he suddenly caught sight of the prince, whom he did not 
know was there. He stopped short, and putting on a ludicrously 
solemn look, he said' 

“King Dagobert is outside, and requests the honour of drink- 
ing with Your Royal Highness ” 

The prince having smiled, everyone thought it very witty. 
The dressing-room, however, was too small for all these people. 
They were obliged to huddle up together Satin and Madame 
Jules at the end of the room, against the curtain, and the gentle- 
men close to each other around Nana, who was half-naked. The 
three actors were still m their second act costumes. While Prul- 
liere took off his Swiss admiial’s hat, the immense plume of 
which would have touched the ceiling, Bose, in his purple cas- 
sock and his tin crown, steadied himself on his drunken legs, 
and greeted the prince like a monarch receiving the son of a 
powerful neighbour The wine was poured out and they clinked 
glasses. 

“I drink to Your Highnessl” said old Bose, right royally. 

“To the army I” added Prulliere 

“To Venus I” shouted Fontan. 

The prince complaisantly balanced his glass in his hand. He 
waited, and then bowed thrice, murmuring, “Madame — ad- 
miral— sire ” 

And he swallowed the wine at a draught. Count Muffat and 
the Marquis de Chouard had done the same. There was no 
more jesting now, they were all at court This theatrical world 
was making them forget the red one, with a serious farce 
performed beneath the hot glaie of the gas. Nana, forgetting 
that she was m her drawers and displaying the tail of her 
chemise, acted the grand lady, Queen Venus, opening her pri- 
vate apartments to the great personages of the state To every 
sentence she uttered she added the words "royal highness,” 
which she accompanied with curtsies, and she treated those mas- 
queraders Bose and Prulliere, in the style of a queen accom- 



123 NANA 

panled by her prime minister. And no one smiled at the strange 
mixture, of a real prince, heir to a throne, who i^as drinking a 
stroller’s champagne, quite at his ease in this carnival of the 
gods, in this masquerade of royalty, in the midst of a crowd 
composed of dressers and strumpets, players and exhibitors of 
women Bordenave, carried away by the scene, was thinking of 
the money he would make if His Highness would only consent 
to appear like that in the second act of the “Blonde Venus.” 

“I say I” he exclaimed, becoming very familiar. “I’ll have all 
my little women down.” 

But Nana objected, though she was beginning to forget her- 
self. Fontan attracted her with his grotesque face. She kept close 
to his side, looking tenderly at him like a pregnant woman with 
a longing for something the reverse of nice; suddenly she ad- 
dressed him most familiarly 

“Come, pour out, you big mnnyl” 

Fontan filled the glasses again, and then drank, repeating the 
same toasts. 

“His Highness!” 

“The army!” 

“Venus!” 

But Nana motioned for silence. She held her glass high above 
her head, and said, “No, no, we must drink to Fontan I It’s 
Fontan’s samt’s-day To Fontan^ Fontan^” 

Then they clinked glasses a third time, and they all exclaimed 
“Fontan.” The prince, who had noticed the young woman 
devour the actor with her eyes, bowed to him. 

“M. Fontan,” said he, with true politeness, “I drink to your 
successes.” 

Meanwhile His Highness’s overcoat was rubbing against the 
marble dressing-table behind him. It was like being in the depths 
of an alcove, or a narrow bath-room, with this vapour from the 
basin and the sponges, the strong perfume from the scents 
mixed with the slightly sourish intoxicating odour of the cham- 
pagne. The prince and Count Muffat, between whom Nana 
now found herself, were obliged to hold up their hands so as 
not to touch her hips or her bosom each time they moved. And 
Madame Jules, without the least sign of perspiration, was wait- 
ing, standing as erect as a post; whilst Satin, with all her vice, 
astonished at seeing a prince and gentleman in evening-dress 
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join in n lot of mummers in running after a naked woman, 
thought to herself that fashionable people were not so very vir- 
tuous after all. 

Old Barillot now came along the passage tingling his bell. 
When he appeared at the dressing-room door and saw the three 
actors still m their second act costumes, he was almost dumb- 
founded. 

“Oh I gentlemen,” he stammered out, “do be quick. The bell 
has just rung in the foyei.” 

“Never mindl” said Bordenave, coolly; “the audience can 
wait.” 

Neveitheless, as the bottles were empty, the actors went up 
to dress, after again bowing, Bose, having soaked his beard with 
champagne, had taken it olf, and beneath the venerable ap- 
pendage the drunkard had suddenly reappeared, with the dis- 
eased and purple face of an old actor who had taken to drink. 
He was heard at the foot of the stair-case say'ing to Fonian, in 
his hoarse voice, in allusion to the prince; 

“Now, didn’t I astonish him'’” 

His Highness, the count, and the marquis still remained with 
Nana. Bordenave had gone off with Barillot, after ordering him 
not to have the curtain raised without fiist warning madame. 

“Excusfe me, gentlemen,” said Nana, as she proceeded to make 
up her face and arms again with more than ordinary care on 
account of the nudity of the third act The prince seated himself 
on the sofa with the Marquis de Chouard. Only Count Muffat 
remained standing. The couprle of glasses of champagne, taken 
in that suffocating atmosphere, had increased their intoxication. 
Satin, seeing the gentlemen shut in with her friend, had dis- 
creetly retired behind the curtain, and there she waited, seated 
on a trunk, tired of doing nothing; whilst Madame Jules quiet- 
ly moved about the room, without a word, and without looking 
either to the right or to the left. 

“You sang your rondeau marvellously well,” observed the 
prince. 

Then the conversation was established, but only in short 
phrases, broken by numerous pauses. Nana could not always be 
answering. After spreading some cold cream over her face and 
arms with her hand, she laid on the white paint with the corner 
fpf a towel. For an instant she ceased looking at herself in th.< 
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glass, and smiled as she glanced at the prince, without, however, 
laying down the towel and the paint. 

“Your Highness is spoiling me,” she murmured. 

The making-up was a most complicated business, which the 
Marquis de Chouard followed with extreme delight. He, also, 
ventured an observation. 

“Could not the orchestra,” he asked, “accompany you more 
softly? It drowns your voice, and that is an unpardonable 
crime.” 

This time Nana did not turn round. She had taken the hare’s 
foot, and was passing it very lightly and carefully over her face, 
leaning so forward over the dressing-table as to cause the 
rounded portion of her white drawers to swell out, the corner 
of her chemise still protruding. To show that she was sensible 
of the old gentleman’s compliment, she slightly moved her hips. 
A pause ensued. Madame Jules had observed a rent in the draw- 
ers, She took one of the pins stuck over her heart, and remained 
kneeling for a moment on the ground, occupied about Nana’s 
leg, whilst the young woman, without appearing to know that 
she was there, was covering herself with powder, being care- 
ful, however, not to lay any on the upper part of her cheeks, 
When the prince remarked that, if she came to sing m London, 
all England would want to applaud her, she laughed pleasantly, 
and turned herself round for a second, her left cheek very white 
in the midst of a cloud of powder. Then she suddenly became 
very serious- she was about to put on the rouge. Once more, 
standing with her face close to the glass, she dipped her finger 
in a pot, and applied the rouge under her eyes, spreading it 
gently up to the temples. The gentlemen maintained a respect- 
ful silence. 

Count Muffat had scarcely said a word- he was immersed 
in thoughts of his youth. The room he had when a child had 
been very cold. Later on, when sixteen years old, he used to kiss 
his mother every night, and would then feel, even in his sleep, 
the icy coldness of her embrace One day, as he passed a half- 
closed door, he caught a glimpse of a maid-servant washing 
herself; and that was the only reminiscence that had troubled 
him from the age of puberty to the day of his marriage. Then 
he had encountered in his wife a strict observance of conjugal 
duties; he himself experienced a sort of devout repugnance. He 
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grew up, he grew old, ignorant of the ways of the flesh, bent to 
rigid religious practices, having regulated his life according to 
precepts and laws, and suddenly he found himself deposited in 
this actress’s dressing-room, in company of this almost naked 
girl. He who had never even seen Countess Muflat put on her 
garters was now assisting at the most secret details of a woman’s 
toilet, in the midst of that fascinating and powerful odour, sur- 
rounded by all those pots and basins. His whole being revolted; 
the slow possession that Nana had taken of him for some little 
time past terrified him, as it recalled to his mind the pious 
stones he had read in his childhood of persons possessed by 
devils. He believed in the devil In his confused state of mind 
Nana, with her smiles and her body full of vice, was the devil 
in person But he would be strong, he would know how to 
defend himself. 

“Then that is settled,” the prince was saying, as he took his 
ease on the sofa. Next year you come to London, and you will 
receive such a welcome that you will never return to France. 
Ah I my deai count, you do not value your pretty women suf- 
ficiently. We shall take them all from you ” 

“He will not miss them,” maliciously murmured the Marquis 
de Chouard, who threw off his mask on such occasions as the 
present. “The count is virtue itself.” 

Hearing the count’s virtue spoken of, Nana looked at him in 
so peculiar a manner that Muft'at felt greatly annoyed. Then he 
was surprised at having given way to the feeling, and became 
angry with himself. Why should the fact of his being virtuous 
embarrass him m the presence of that girl? He could have 
beaten her But Nana, reaching over for a hair pencil, let it fall, 
and as she stooped to pick it up, he hastened to anticipate her. 
Their breaths mingled, and Venus’s golden locks fell over his 
hands. It was a pleasure alloyed with remorse — one of those 
pleasures of Catholics whom the fear of hell is perpetually goad- 
ing when m sm. 

Just then old Barillot’s voice was heard outside “Madame, 
may I give the signal? The audience is becoming very impa- 
tient.” 

“Presently,” replied Nana, without hurrying herself. 

She had dipped the hair pencil into a pot of black; then, her 
nose almost touching the looking-glass, her left eye closed, she 
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delicately painted the lashes. Mufiat stood behind her, looking 
on. He saw her in the glass, with hei- plump shoulders and her 
neck di owned m a roseate shadow, and he could not, in spite 
of his efforts, withdraw his gaze from that face rendered so 
provoking by the closed eye, and full of dimples, as though 
transported with desires. When she shut her right eye, and 
applied the pencil, he felt that he belonged to her wholly 

“Madame,” again cried the panting voice of the old call-boy, 
“they are stamping their feet; they will end by smashing the 
seats. May I give the signal 

“OhI damn ’em'” said Nana angrily. “Give the signal; I don’t 
carel If I’m not ready, welU they’ll have to wait for me.” Sud- 
denly calming herself, she turned toward the gentlemen, and 
added with a smile, “It’s true, one can’t even have a few min- 
utes’ quiet conversation ” 

She had now finished her face and arms. She added, with her 
finger, two broad streaks of carmine to her lips. Count Muffat 
felt more agitated still, bewitched by the perversion of the pow- 
ders and the pigments, seized with an inordinate desire ior that 
painted beauty, with her mouth too red and her face too white, 
her eyes enlarged, ardent and circled with black, as though 
wounded by love However, Nana passed behind the curtain for 
a moment to get into Venus’s tights, after taking off her draw- 
ers. Then, without the least shame, she doffed her chemisette, 
and held out her arms to Madame Jules, vi/ho slipped on the 
short sleeves of the tunic. 

“Now, let me dress you quick, as they are making a disturb- 
ance!” murmured the old "woman. 

The prince, with half closed eyes, examined the symmetry of 
her neck and chest with the eye of a connoisseur, whilst the 
Marquis de Chouard wagged his head involuntarily. Muffat, in 
order that he might see no more, gazed down at the carpet. 
Venus was now ready, as that gauze drapery was all that she 
wore over her shoulders Madame Jules hovered round her, 
looking like an old woman carved out of wood, with clear, ex- 
pressionless eyes, and every now and then she kept taking pins 
from the inexhaustible cushion over her heart to pm Venus’s 
tunic, passing her bony hands over those ne.xt to naked rolls of 
fat, without their awakening m her mind a single recollection, 
and, with the greatest indifference for her sex. 
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“There!” said the young woman, as she gave a last look at 
herself in the glass. 

Bordenave came back, very anxious, saying that the third act 
had commenced. 

“Well! I am ready,” resumed she. “What a fuss to make! I 
always have to wait for the others.” 

The gentlemen left the dressing-room, but they did not say 
good-bye, the prince having a desire to witness the third act 
from the wings. Left alone, Nana looked about her with sur- 
prise. 

“Wherever has she got to?” asked she. 

She was seeking Satin. When she at length found her behind 
the curtain, sitting waiting on the trunk, Satin quietly said, “I 
certainly didn’t intend to be in your way there, with all those 
men I” And she added that she would now go off. But Nana 
stopped her. She must be cracked to think of such a thing, when 
Bordenave had consented to engage her' They could settle the 
matter after the peiformance Satin hesitated. It was altogether 
such a queer place, nothing like anything she had been used to. 
In spite of all this, however, she remained. 

As the prince descended the little wooden staircase, a strange 
noise, a mixture of stifled oaths and stampings of feet as of 
njen struggling, reached him from the other side of the theatre. 
It was caused by an occurrence that quite scared the actors and 
actresses awaiting their cues. For some little while Mignon 
had been amusing himself again by overwhelming Fauchery 
with delicate attentions. He had just imagined a little game, 
which consisted of every now and then snapping his fingers 
close to the journalistic nose, to keep the flies off, as he said. 
This little business naturally amused the onlookers immensely 
But suddenly, Mignon, carried away by his success, taking a 
greater interest in the performance, gave the journalist what 
was really a blow, and a good hard blow too. This time he had 
gone too far. Fauchery could not, in the presence of the others, 
smilingly receive s^ch a punch on the nose, And the two men, 
putting an end to the comedy, their faces livid and full of hate, 
had sprung at each others’ throats. They rolled about the stage, 
behind one of the side-scenes, calling each other the vilest names 
^ imaginable. 
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“M. Bordenave! M. Bordenave!” cried the terrified stage- 
manager, panting for breath, 

Bordenave followed him, after having begged to he excused 
by the prince. When he recognised Fauchery and Mignon on 
the ground, he made a gesture implying that he was very much 
put out. Really, they chose a nice time, with His Highness on 
the other side of the scenery, and all the audience, who could 
overhear them I To complete his annoyance, Rose Mignon ar- 
rived, all out of breath, and at the moment she had to go on 
the stage. Vulcan gave her her cue, but Rose remained as though 
petrified, as she caught sight of her husband and her lover lying 
at her feet, strangling each other, struggling together, their hair 
all in disorder, their clothes covered with dust. She was unable 
to pass them, and one of the scene-shifteis only just succeeded 
in catching hold of Fauchery ’s hat as it was rolling into view 
of the audience. Vulcan, who had meanwhile interpolated a 
string of gags to amuse the audience, again gave Rose her cue. 
But she stood watching the two men, without moving. 

“Don’t look at them I” angrily whispered Bordenave behind 
her. “Go on! go on! It’s nothing to do with you! You’re miss- 
ing your cue!” 

And, pushed forward by him. Rose stepped over the prostrate 
bodies, and found herself before the audience in the glare jif 
the foodights. She had not understood why they were on the 
ground fighting together. Ail in a tremble, and with a buzzing 
in her ears, she walked towards the conductor with a bewitch- 
ing smile of an amorous Diana, and gave the first line of her 
duo in so warm a voice, that she received quite an ovation. But 
she could still hear the two men pommelling each other at the 
side. They had now rolled to within a few steps of the foot- 
lights. Fortunately the noise of the band prevented the sound 
of the blows reaching the audience. 

Damnadon'” exclaimed Bordenave, exasperated, when he 
had at length succeeded in separating the pair, “couldn’t you 
go and fight^it out in your own place? You know very well I 
don t like this sort of thing. You, Mignon, you will do me the 
pleasime of remaining here, on the prompt side; and you, Fauch- 
ery, ril kick you out of the theatre if you dare to leave the o p. 
side. Now, thats understood, eh? Prompt side and o.p. side 
or else I’ll forbid Rose to bring you here again.” 
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When he returned to the prince, the latter asked what had 
been the matter. “Oh I nothing at all,” he calmly murmured. 

Nana, wrapped in a tur cloak, stood talking to the gentlemen 
while she waited for her cue. As Count Muffat advanced to 
obtain a view ot the stage between two side scenes, he under- 
stood 'from a sign of the stage-manager that he must tread 
softly All was quiet up above In the wings, which were most 
brilliantly lighted up, a few persons were standing talking in 
whispers, or moving ofi on tiptoe. The gas-man was at his post, 
close to the complicated collection of taps, a fireman, leaning 
against one of the supports, was stretching his neck trying to 
get a glimpse of the performance; whilst the man who 
mancEuvred the curtain was waiting on his seat up aloft, with 
a resigned look on his countenance, quite ignoring the piece and 
merely listening for the bell which directed his movements And, 
in the midst of this stifling atmosphere and the faint noise 
caused by the light footsteps and the low whispers, the sound 
of the voices of the actors on the stage seemed strange and 
hushed, and surprisingly out ot tunc Then, farther off, beyond 
the din of the orchestra, there was the audience breathing as 
with one immense respiration, which now and again swelled as 
It broke out in murmurs, laughter, and applause One could 
feel the public without seeing it, even when it was silent. 

“There is something open,” said Nana suddenly, drawing 
her fur cloak closer around her. “Look and see, Barillot Fm 
sure some one has opened a window. Really, the place will be 
the death of me'” 

Barillot swore that he had shut everything himself. Perhaps 
there was a broken window somewhere Actors were always 
complaining of draughts In the oppressive heat of the gas, one 
of those currents of cold air, productive of mflammation of the 
lungs, as Fontan said, might frequently be felt.^ 

“I should like to see you have to stand here with hardly any- 
thing on you,” continued Nana, who was getting angry. 

“Hush'” muttered Bordenave. 

On the stage. Rose had thrown so much expression into a 
phrase of her duo that the applause quite drowned the music. 
Nana left off talking, and looked very serious. On the count 
advancing too far along the wings, Barillot stopped him, say- 
ing that he might be seen, He caught sight of the reverse of the 
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side-scenes slantwise, with the backs of the frames consolidated 
by a thick layer of old posters, and a portion of the further 
drop, representing the sllvei cavern of Mount Etna, with Vul- 
can’s forge in the background. The floats that had been lowered 
cast a glare of light on the daubs of metallic paint representing 
the silver. Some red and blue glass judiciously intermingled 
imitated the flames of a furnace; whilst midway up the stage 
a number of flaring gas-jets running along the floor lit up a 
row of black rocks. And behind these, reclining on a gently 
sloping boulder, suriounded by all the lights, which looked like 
. so many Chinese lanterns among the grass on a day of illumina- 
tions, old Madame Drouard who played Juno, and was half 
blinded by the glitter, drowsily awaited the moment to make 
her appearance. 

Just then there was a slight commotion. Simone, who was 
listening to a story of Clarisse’s exclaimed, “Halloa I there’s old 
Tricon'” ' 

It was, indeed, old Tricon, with her long curls and her air of 
a countess consulting her solicitor. As soon as she caught sight 
of Nana, she went straight up to her 

“No,” said the latter, after a rapid exchange of words. “Not 
this time.” 

The old lady looked very solemn. Prulhere shook hands with 
her, as he passed by. Two little chorus girls gazed on her with 
emotion For a moment she seemed to hesitate; then she beck- 
oned to Simone, and another rapid exchange of words took 
place. 

“Yes,” said Simone, at last. “In half an hour.” 

But, as she went up to her dressing-room, Madame Bron, who 
was again distributing some letters, handed her one. Bordenave, 
in a low tone of voice, began abusing the doorkeeper for hav- 
ing let old Tricon into the theatre. That woman m tk place 
when His Highness was there' it was disgusting! Madame Bron, 
who had been thirty years in the theatre, leplied m a surly tone 
of voice- How was she to know? Madame Tricon transacted 
business with all the ladies. M. Bordenave had seen her there 
dozens of times without ever saying a word; and whilst the 
manager muttered a string of oaths, old Tricon coolly examined 
the pnnccj staring him straight in the face, like a woman who 
Weighs a man with a glance. A smile lighted up her yellow 
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countenance. Then she slowly retired in the midst of the little 
women, who respectfully made way for her to pass. 

“As soon as possible; now don’t forget,” said she, turning to- 
wards Simone. 

Simone seemed very much worried. The letter was from a 
young man whom she had promised to meet that evening. She 
gave Madame Bron a note she had hastily scribbled, “Not to- 
night, ducky; I’m engaged.” But she remained very anxious; 
the young man might wait for her all the same. As she was not 
in the third act, she wished to get away at once, so she asked 
Clarisse to go and see The latter had nothing to do until almost 
the end of the piece. She went downstairs, whilst Simone re- 
turned for a minute to the dressing-room they shared together. 
There was no one in Madame Bron’s little bar .below but a 
super, dressed in a red and gold costume, who personated Pluto. 
The door-keeper’s little business had evidently gone well, for 
the recess under the stairs was quit damp from the rinsings of 
the glasses. Clarisse gathered up the skirts of her robe, which 
dragged on the greasy steps, but she prudently stopped when 
she got to where the staircase turned, and, stretching out her 
neck, took a peep into the room. 

She was well inspired, for that idiot La Faloise was still wait- 
ing there, on the same chair, between the table and the stove! 
He had pretended to go off when Simon had spoken to him, 
and returned directly after. The rooni, too, was still full of gen- 
tlemen in evening dress, with light kid gloves, and looking 
submissive and patient. They were all waiting, gravely eyeing 
one another. On the table there only remained the dirty plates, 
Madame Bron having just distributed the last bouquets; a rose 
alone, fallen from one of them, was lying half faded, close to the 
old cat, who had curled herself up and gone to sleep, whilst the 
kittens were madly careening between the gentlemen’s legs. 
For a moment Clarisse thought of having La Faloise turned out 
The fool didn’t like animals; that showed what sort of a person 
he was He kept his arms close to his sides for fear of touching 
the old cat, asleep on the table by him. 

“Take care I he’ll catch you,” said Pluto, a funny fellow, as he 
went upstairs wiping his lips with the back of his hand. 

Then Clarisse gave up the idea of having a row with La Fa- 
loise She had seen Madame Bron hand Simone’s letter to the 
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young man, who went and read it under the gas-jet in the 
passage; “Not to-night, ducky; I’m engaged”; and, no doubt 
used to the phrase, he quietly went off. He, at least, knew how 
to behave I He wasn’t like the others, who obstinately sat wait- 
ing there on Madame Bron’s old worn-out cane chairs, in that 
lantern-hke glass box, which was as hot as an oven, and which 
didn’t smell particularly nice. What dirty beasts men were! 
Clansse returned upstairs, thoroughly disgusted. She passed at 
the back of the stage, and ran up the three flights of stairs lead- 
ing to her dressing-room to let Simone know that the young 
man had gone off. At the wings, the piince had drawn Nana on 
one side and was conversing with hei He had lemamed with 
her all the time, glancing tenderly at her with his half closed 
eyes. Nana, without looking at him, smilingly said “yes,” with a _ 
nod of her head. But suddenly Count Muffat obeyed an in- 
vincible feeling within him. He quitted Bordenave, who was 
giving him some information lespecting the mancEuvrmg of the 
windlasses and the drums, and advanced to interrupt their con- 
versation. Nana raised her eyes and smiled at him, the same as 
she smiled at His Highness. She was, however, listening all the 
while for her cue 

“The third act is the shortest, I think,” said the prince, whom 
the count’s presence embarrassed. 

She did not answer. Her face changed m a moment, and she 
was entirely occupied, with her business. She rapidly let the fur 
cloak slip from off her shoulders, and Madame Jules, standing 
behind her,. received it in her arms; and, after passing her hands 
over her hair as though to smooth it, she advanced on the stage 
in an almost nude state. 

“Hush! hush!” whispered Bordenave. 

The count and the prince remained lost in surprise. In the 
midst of the silence there aiose a profound sigh, the distant 
murmur of a vast crowd. Every night the same effect was pro- 
duced as Venus appeared m her goddess-like nudity. Then 
Muffat, wishing to see, looked through a hole in the scenery. 
Beyond the dazzling semi-circle formed by the foot-lights, the 
house wore a sombre look, as though filled with a reddish 
coloured smoke; and on that neutral background, over which 
the rows of faces seemed to cast a confused pallor, Nana stood 
out all in white looking taller, and qmtfe hiding the boxes from 
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the first tier to the amphitheatre. He could see her bent back 
and her opened arms, whilst on a level with her feet was the 
old prompter’s head, looking as though it was severed from his 
body, and wearing a poor and honest expression At certain lines 
of Nana’s song, an undulating movement seemed to start from 
her neck, to descend to her waist, and then expire at the trailing 
edge of her flimsy tunic. When she had uttered her last note, 
in the midst of a tempest of applause, she bowed, the gauze 
drapery waving about her, and her hair reaching to her hips 
as she did ^o. Seeing her thus, bent forward and with her 
haunches expanded, move backwards towards the hole through 
which he was watching her, the count became very pale and 
turned away The stage disappeared, and all he saw was the 
wrong side of the scenery, the medley of posters pasted m all 
sorts of ways. Amidst the gas-jets, behind the row of rocks, 
the other Olympian gods and goddesses had joined Madame 
Drouard who was still dozing They were awaiting the end of 
the act; Bose and Fontan seated on the ground, their chins 
buried in their knees, Prulliere yawning and stretching himself 
before making his last appearance of the evening, all of them 
looking worn out, with bloodshot eyes, and impatient to get 
home to bed. 

Just then, Fauchery, who had been wandering about on the 
o.p. side, since Bordenave had forbidden him to appear on the 
prompt one, got hold of the count, for want of some one better, 
and offered to show him the dressing-rooms. Muffat, whom an 
increasing indolence .left without any will of his own, ended 
by following the journalist, after looking about for the Marquis 
de Chouard, who was no longer there. He felt, at the same time, 
a relief and a slight uneasiness on leaving the wings, from 
whence he could hear Nana’s voice. Fauchery had already pre- 
ceded him up the staircase, which was shut off on the first and 
second floors by little wooden doors It was one of those staircases 
that are generally met with in houses of evil reputation — such 
as Count Muffat had occasionally come across in his rounds as 
member of the poor relief committee — with bare, tumble-down 
yellow walls, steps all worn with the constant traffic of feet, and 
an iron rail highly polished by the hands that rubbed along it. 
On each landing, on a level with the floor, was a low window, 
looking like the air-hole of a cellar; and, in lanterns fixed 



134 NANA 

against the walls, jets of gas were blazing, crudely lighting up 
all this wretchedness, whilst emitting a heat that ascended and 
accumulated beneath the nariow ceilings of the landing-places 

As the count reached the foot of the stairs, he again felt a 
scorching breath at the back of his neck, that feminine odour 
coming from the dressing-roonjs above, in a flood of light and 
noise; and now, at every step he mounted, the musky smell of 
the face powders, the tartness of the toilet-vinegars, heated him 
and stupefied him all the more. On the first landing two pas- 
sages branched off with a sharp turn, and on to these several 
doors, painted yellow and bearing large white numbers, opened, 
giving to the place very much the appearance of an hotel of 
suspicious character. Several of the tiles composing the flooring 
were missing, and left so many holes. The count ventured along 
one of the passages, and glancing into a room, the door of which 
was only half closed, he beheld a wretched den, looking not un- 
like a barber’s shanty in some low neighbourhood, and fur- 
nished with ttvo chairs, a looking-glass, and a dressing-table 
containing a drawer, blackened by the grease and scurf from 
the combs. A big fellow, covered with perspiration, and his 
shoulders steaming, was changing his underlinen; whilst in a 
similar room, situated close by, a woman, ready to leave, was 
putting on her gloves, with her hair all damp and uncurled, as 
though she had just come out of a bath. 

Fauchery here called to the count, and the latter reached the 
second storey just as a furiously uttered oath issued from the 
passage on the right. Mathilde, a smutty little thing, who per- 
sonated virtuous persecuted damsels, had just broken her basin, 
the soapy water from which ran out on to the landing. A door 
was closed violently. Two women in their stajs jumped across 
the passage; another, holding the tail of her chemise between 
her teeth, suddenly appeared, and as hastily made ofi. Then were 
heard a gieat deal of laughing, the sound of a quarrel, a song 
commenced and almost immediately interrupted. Through the 
cracks in the walls and the doors of the passage, one caught 
glimpses of nudity, rosy skins and white underlinen. Two girls, 
who were very merry, were showing one another the different 
marks on their bodies; a third, very young, almost a child, had 
hfted up her skirts, and was mending her drawers; whilst the 
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dressers, seeing the two men, gently closed the curtains out of 
decency. 

It was the ]osthng at the end of the performance, the great 
washing off of white paint and rouge, the resumption of every- 
day dress m the midst of a cloud of face powder, an increase of 
the human odour which issued through the slamming doors. 
Arrived on the third stoiey, Muffat abandoned himself to the 
intoxication which was taking possession of him. The dressing- 
room of the female supers was there; twenty women heaped to- 
gether, a confusion of soaps and bottles of lavender water, re- 
sembling the common room of a house of ill-fame m the suburbs. 
As he passed, he heard behind a closed door a great noise of 
washing, a storm in a basin. And he was moving on to the top 
storey, when he had the curiosity to look through a peep-hole 
left open in a door; the room was unoccupied, and ail he could 
see by the light of the flaring gas was a familiar utensil forgot- 
ten amidst a pile of skirts thrown on the floor. This was the 
last vision he carried away with. him. Up above, on the fourth 
storey, he felt as though he would choke. All the odours, all 
the heat congregated there. The yellow ceiling had a roasted 
appearance; a gas-lamp was burning in a sort of ruddy mist. 
For a moment he clung to the iion railing, which had the cool 
feeling of living flesh, and, closing his eyes, he drew a long 
breath, seeming by doing so to inhale all that pertained to the 
female sex he was still unacquainted with, although he was, as 
it were, enveloped by it. 

“Come on,” cried Fauchery, who had disappeared a moment 
before; “someone wants you.” 

He was in Clansse’s and Simone’s diessing-room — a long sort 
of atUc under the slates, bady constructed, with innumerable 
angles Two deep openings in the roof admitted the light. But, 
at that time of night, flames of.ga's illuminated the room, hung 
with wall-paper, rose-coloured flowers on a green trellis-work, 
costing a farthing a yard. Side by side two wooden shelves, deal- 
boards covered with oilcloth, blackened by the dirty water con- 
stantly spilt upon it, served as dressing-tables, beneath them 
were scattered some zinc cans very much the woise for wear, 
two or three pails full of slops, and several coarse yellow earth- 
enware ]ugs. There were, in fact, an infinity of things more or 
less damaged or dirtied by use — chipped basins, horn combs 
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with half the teeth' broken off, all, indeed, with the haste and 
carelessness of two women, who dress and wash m common, 
leave untidily about them in a place that they only momentarily 
occupy, and the dirt and disorder of which no longer affects 
them when once they are out of it 

“Come on,” repeated Fauchery, with that comradeship which 
men affect when in company with damsels of easy virtue; 
“Clarisse wants to kiss you.” 

Muffat at length entered the room, but he was greatly sur- 
prised to find the Marquis de Chouard seated on a chair be- 
tween the two dressing-tables. The marquis had retired there. 
He kept his feet wide apart because one of the pails leaked, 
making a big pool of soapy water on the floor. He appeared 
to be very much at his ease, evidently knowing the best places, 
and looking quite young again m that oppressive bath-room 
atmosphere, m the presence of that quiet feminine wantonness, 
which the unclean surroundings rendered the more natural and, 
so to say, excusable . 

“Are you going with the old boy?” asked Simone of Clarisse, 
m a whisper. 

“Never I notuf I know it!” answered the latter out loud. 

The dresser, a very ugly and very familiar young girl, who 
was helping Simone to put on her cloak, burst out laughing. 
They all three incited one another, murmuring words which 
redoubled their merriment. 

“Come, Clausse; kiss the gentleman,” said Fauchery. “You 
know he can afford it,” And turning towards the count, he 
added, “You’ll see, she’s very nice; she’s going to kiss you.” 

But Clarisse had had enough of the men. She spoke vehe- 
mently of the beasts who were waiting below in the door- 
keeper’s room. Besides, she was m a hurry to get down, they 
would make* her miss her cue in the last scene. Then, as Fauch- 
ery stood in front of the door to detain her, she kissed Muffat’s 
whiskers, saying; 

“It’s not because it’s you, anyhow I it’s merely because Fauch- 
ery bothers mef” And she hastened away. 

The count felt very uneasy m the presence of his father-in- 
law. He became very red in the face. When in Nana’s dressing- 
room, surrounded by all the luxury of 'mirrors and hangings, 
he had not experienced the acrid excitement of the shameful 
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misery of that garret, full of the two women’s indelicacy, The 
marquis, however, had gone off after Sirrione, who seemed in 
a great hurry, whispering in her ear, whilst she kept shaking 
her head. Fauchery followed them laughing. Then the count 
found himself left alone with the dresser, who was rinsing out 
the basins. So he also went off and descended the staircase, 
his legs scarcely able to bear his weight, startling women in their 
petticoats, and causing doors to be hastily closed as he passed. 
But in the midst of this hurry-scurry of girls across the four 
storeys, the only thing he distinctly saw was a cal — the big 
tortoise-shell cat who, in that furnace poisoned with musk, 
crawled down the stairs rubbing its back against the rails of 
the balustrade with its tail erect 

“Well!” exclaimed a woman’s hoarse voice, “I thought they 
were going to keep us to-nighll They’re always having calls!” 

It was the end, the curtain had just gone down. There was a 
rush up the staircase, which resounded with exclamations of all 
kinds; everyone was in a violent hurry to get dressed and go 
home. As Count Muffat reached the foot oi the stairs he saw 
Nana and the prince walking slowly along' the passage. Stop- 
ping suddenly, the young woman smiled and said in a low tone 
of voice; 

“Very well, then; in a few minutes.” 

The prince returned to the stage, where Bordenave awaited 
him. Then, finding himself alone with Nana, Muffat gave way 
to an impulse of rage and desire and hastened after her, and, 
just as she reached her dressing-ioom, he kissed her roughly on 
the back of the neck, where the little golden curls hung between 
her shoulders. It was as though he .was returning the kiss he 
had received upstairs. Nana, in a fury, raised her arm, but, 
when she recognised the count, she smiled. 

“OhI you frightened me,” was all she said. 

And her smile was adorable, confused and submissive, as if , 
she had despaired of that kiss and was happy at having received 
it. But she could not respond to it, neither then nor on the mor- 
row, They must wait. Even if she had not been obliged to do so, 
she would have made him wait. Her look said all these things. 
At length she resumed: . 

“You know, I am a landowner now. Yes, I have purchased 

small estate near Orleans, in a part of the country where you 
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go sometimes. Baby told me so— little George Hugon; you know 
him, do you not? Come and see me there.” 

The timid count, frightened at his own rude outburst, 
ashamed of what he had done, bowed ceiemoniously and prom- 
ised to avail himself of her invitation Then he went off to 
rejoin the prmce, walking as though in .a dream, and as he 
passed the green-room he heard Satin exclaim: 

“You are a dirty old beast' Leave me alone'” 

It was the Marquis de Chouard, who, for want of some one 
better had pitched upon Satin. The latter thought she had de- 
cidedly had enough of those fashionable people Nana had, it 
is true, presented her to Bordenave; but it had bored her too 
much to remain all the while with her mouth shut, for fear of 
saying something stupid, and she wanted to make up for the 
waste of time, the more especially as she had run against an old 
flame of hers in the wings, the super who personated Pluto, a 
pastry-cook who had already given her a whole week of love 
and blows She was waiting for him, and felt gready annoyed 
with the marquis fpr addressmg her as though she was one of 
the women of the theatre. So she ended by saying in a very 
dignified tone of voice; 

“My husband will be here directly, and then you will see'” 

The actors, with their overcoats on, and looking very fatigued, 
now began to leave one by one. Groups of men and women 
went down the htttle winding staircase, casting shadows of old 
knocked-about hats and ragged shawls ua the wall, with the 
ghastliness of strollers who have wiped off their rogue. On the 
stage, where all the gas-jets were being turned out, the prince 
was hstening to an anecdote of Bordenave’s. He was waiting for 
Nana. When she at length appeared, the stage was in dark- 
ness, and the fireman was going round with a lantern giving a 
last look to everything. To save His Highness from having to 
go through the Passage des Panoramas Bordenave had the doors 
opened of the conidor leading from near the door-keeper’s room 
to the vestibule of the theatre, and several of the women scur- 
ried along there’, delighted at escaping from the men who were 
waiting for them outside the stage-door. They pushed against 
each other, squeezing their way thiough, glancing back every 
instant, and holding their breath until they found themselves 
outside; whilst Fontan, Bose, and Prulliere moved slowly off 4 
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home, joking amongst themselves about the ladies’ protectors— 
solemn-looking gentlemen, who were walking up and down 
the Galerie des Vanetes near the stage-.door, at the same time 
that the damsels themselves were hastening along the Boule- 
vards in the company of the chosen ones of their hearts* But 
Clarisse was especially cunning She determined to beware of 
La Faloise. And, m fact, he was still in the doorkeeper’s room 
with the other gentlemen who obstinately stuck to Madame 
Bron’s chairs. They were all watching and listening intently; 
so, keeping close to a friend, she passed rapidly before them. 
The gentlemen blinked their eyes, bewildered by the rapid suc- 
cession of skirts whirling round at the foot of the narrow stair 
case, and quite despondent, after having waited so long for 
the ladies, at seeing them all disappear like that without being 
able to recognise a single one. The litter of black kittens were 
asleep on the oil-cloth, cuddled up against their mother, who, 
with a look of intense happiness, had separated her legs to re- 
ceive them; whilst the big tortoise-shell cat, seated at the other 
end of the table with its tail stretched out, watched with its 
yellow eyes the women hurrying away.. 

“If His Highness will pass through here,” said Bordenave, 
at the foot of the stairs, as he pointed to the corridor. 

A few women were still theie pushing past each other. The 
prince followed Nana, and Muffat and the marquis came after 
them It was a long passage situated between the theatre and 
the next house, in fact, a sort of narrow alley covered with a 
sloping roof, in which were two or three sky-lights. A dampness 
hung about the walls, and the footsteps resounded over the 
pavement the same as m a tunnel. It was full of the disorder of 
a garret. There was a carpenter’s bench, on which the door- 
keeper’s husband occasionally planed a piece of scenery, and 
quite a collection of wooden barriers used of an evening to 
regulate the pressure of the crowd Nana was obliged to bold 
up her skirts as she passed a water-tap which, not being proper- 
ly turned off, was inundating the place. On reaching the vesti- 
bule everyone bowed. And when Bordenave was left alone, he 
summed up his opinion of the prince with a shrug of the shoul- 
ders, full of a disdainful philosophy 

‘'He’s a bit of a muff, all the satne,” said he, without explain- 
ing himself further to Fauchery, whom Rose Mignon was tak- 
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ing home with her husband with the intention of making them 
good friends again. 

Mufiat found himself alone on the footpath outside. His 
Highness had quietly placed Nana in his carnage and driven 
off. The marquis, in a very excited state, had followed Satin and 
her super, contenting himself with keeping close to those two 
embodiments of vice, with the vague hope of their taking com- 
passion on him. Then Muffat, his head as hot as a furnace, de- 
cided to go home on foot. All combat within him had ceased 
A new era of life had drowned all his ideas and his beliefs of 
forty years’ standing. As he walked along the Boulevards the 
noise caused by the belated vehicles seemed to deafen him with 
the sound of Nana’s name, whilst in the gas-lamps a naked 
vision, Nana’s supple arms and her white shoulders, appeared 
to dance before his eyes, and he felt that he was wholly hers; he 
would have abjured all, have sold everything he possessed, to 
have had her with him but for one short hour that very night. 
It was his youth that was at length awakening within him, the 
gluttonous puberty of an adolescent that had suddenly become 
inflamed in the midst of his Jesuitical coldness and his dignity 
of mature age. 


CHAPTER SIX 

Count Muffat, accompanied by his wife and daughter, had 
arrived the previous evening at Les Fondettes, where Madame 
Hugon, who was alone with her son George, had invited them 
to come and spend a week. The house, built towards the end of 
the seventeenth century, was erected m the middle of an im- 
mense square enclosure, without a single ornament; but the gar- 
den contained some magnificent trees, and a series of playing 
fountains, supplied by neighbouring springs. On the road from 
Orleans to Pans it appeared like a flood of verdure, a bouquet 
of trees, breaking the monotony of that flat country, where cul- 
tivated fields could be seen as far as the horizon. 

. At eleven o’clock, when the second sounding of the bell had 
gathered every one round the luncheon table, Madame Hugon, 
with her kind, maternal smile, kissed Sabine on both cheeks, 
saying; 
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“You know that when in the country I always do so. Having 
you here makes me feel twenty years younger. Did you sleep 
well in your old 100m'’” Then, without waiting for an answer, 
she turned toward Estelle, adding, “And this little one no doubt 
slept soundly all night? Come and kiss me, my child ” 

They had sat down in the vast dining-room, the windows of 
which looked on to the oinamental garden, but they only 
occupied one end of the big table, so as to be more together. 
Sabine was very merry, lecalhng the events of her childhood 
which this visit had awakened- months passed at Les Fondettes, 
long walks, a fall into one of the fountains one summer’s eve- 
ning, an old romance of chivaliy discovered on the top of some 
cupboard and read in winter, seated before a blazing fire of 
vine-cuttings; and George, who had not seen the countess for 
some months past, noticed a peculiar look about her, with some- 
thing changed in the expression of her face; whilst that suck, 
Estelle, on the contrary, seemed more a nonentity than ever, still 
more awkward and dumb, As they were eating some boiled 
eggs and some cutlets done very plainly, Madame Hugon began 
to complain, as only the mistress of a household can, of the 
outrageous prices the butchers were charging for their meat. 
She had to have everything from Orleans, and they never sent 
her the pieces she ordered. Besides, if her guests fared badly it 
was their own fault; they came too late in the season. 

“It is most foolish,” said she. “I have been expecting you ever 
since last June, and now we are in the middle of September. As 
you see, It is no longer so nice out of doors.” 

With a gesture, she indicated the trees on the lawn, the leaves 
of which were commencing to turn yellow. It was a cloudy day, 
a kind of bluey mist obscured the horizon in a melancholy 
peacefulness. 

“Oh! I am expecting some people,” continued she, “it will be 
more lively. First, there are two gentlemen whom George has 
mvited, M Fauchery and M, Daguenet. You know them, do 
you not? Then M, de Vandeuvres, who has promised to come 
these five years past. This year, perhaps, he will really do so.” 

“Ah, well!” said the countess, laughing, ‘Ve have not much 
to expect if we have only M. de Vandeuvres to look forward toh 
,He is too busy.” 

"And Philippe I” queried Muffat. 



142 NANA 

“Philippe has asked for leave,” replied the old lady, “but you 
will probably have left Les Fondettes before he arrives ” 

The coffee had just been served, and the conversation had 
turned to Pans, when Steiner was mentioned. On hearing the 
name, Madame Hugon uttered a faint cry. 

“By the way,” said she, “M Steiner is that stout gentleman I 
met at your house one evening, is he not.? a banker, I think 
He is a terrible man. He has bought an actress a small estate 
about a league from here, on the other side of the Choue, near 
GumieresI Every one in the neighbourhood is scandalized. Did 
you know of it, my friend?” 

“Not at all,” replied Mufifat. “Ahl so Steiner has bought an 
estate near here?” 

On hearing his mother approach this subject, George buried 
his nose in his cup, but, surprised at the count’s answer, he 
raised his head again, and looked Muffat full in the face. Why 
had he lied so deliberately? The count having, on his side, no- 
ticed the young man’s movement, glanced at him with sus- 
picion. Madame Hugon gave some further particulars. The es- 
tate was called La Mignotte. To reach it you had to follow the 
course of the Choue as far as Gutnieres, where there was a 
bridge, and that made the road a good two miles longer; other- 
wise you had to wade across the stream, and risk falling in, 

“And what is the actress’s name?” asked the countess. 

“Ahl I had heard it mentioned,” murmured the old lady. 
“George, you were there this morning, when the gardener was 
talking ” 

George made a pretence of trying to recollect. Muffat waited, 
turning a teaspoon between his fingers meanwhile. Then the 
countess, addressing him, said, “Is not M. Steiner living with 
that singer of the Variety Theatre, that Nana?” 

“Nana; yes, that is the name A most abandoned woman'” 
exclaimed Madame Hugon, who was losing her temper, “And 
they are expecting her at La Mignotte. I have heard all about it 
from the gardener. George, did not the gardener say they ex- 
pected her this evening?” 

The count started slightly with surprise But George hastily 
replied, “Oh, mama' the gardener spoke without knowing. 
Only a little while ago the coachman was saying something 
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quite difJereiit. No one is expected at La Mignotte until the 
day after to-morrow.” 

He tried to talk in a natural manner, and watched the count 
from out of the corner of his eye, to see the effect of his words. 
Muffat, with a reassured look, was again turning the spoon be- 
tween his fingers. The countess, gazing vaguely on the bluey > 
horizon, seemed to be miles away from the conversation, as she 
followed, with the shadow of a smile, a secret thought suddenly 
awakened within her; whilst Estelle, erect on her chair, had 
listened to all that had been said about Nana without a change 
on her pale virgin face. 

“Well' really now,” murmured Madame Hugon, after a 
pause, her good nature triumphing, “it is wrong of me to feel 
angry Every one must live If we should ever meet this person 
in our walks, the only thing to do is not to take any notice of 
her” 

And, as they rose from the table, she again scolded Countess 
Sabine tor having been so long in coming to see her; but the 
countess excused herself, saying the delay was all her husband’s 
fault. Twice when they had been ready to start, with their 
trunks all packed, he had put off their departure, saying that 
some very important matters required his presence in Paris; 
then he had suddenly given oiders for starting, ;ust as the jour- 
ney seemed definitely abandoned. Then the old lady related that 
George had in the same way announced to her his coming on 
two separate occasions, but had not made his appearance at 
either time, and that he had suddenly arrived at Les Fondettes 
two days before, when she was no longer expecting him ^hey 
had now entered the garden. The two men, looking very im- 
portant, were walking on either side bf the ladies, and listening 
to them in silence. 

“All the same,” said Madame Hugon, as she kissed her son’s 
fair hair, “it is very kind of Zizi to come and bury himself in 
the country with his old mother. Dear Zizi' he does not for- 
get me!” 

During the afternoon, she became very uneasy. George, who 
directly after lunch had complained of pains in the head, ap- 
peared to be gradually overcome by a most violent headache. 
Towards four o’clock he said he would go upstairs to bed, it was 
the best remedy; when he had had a good sleep till morning he 
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would be all right again. His mother persisted in putting him 
to bed herself. But, as she left the room, he ran and locked the 
door after her, pretending that he did so that no one might 
come and disturb him; and he called out, “Good night, mother 
dear'” in a most loving tone of voice, and promised to sleep 
soundly through the night. He did not go back to bed, however, 
but with a bright complexion and sparkling eyes he noiselessly 
dressed himself again, then, seating himself in a chair, he pa- 
tiently waited. When the dinner bell rang he watched for Count 
Muffat, whom he saw enter the drawing-room. Ten minutes 
later, certain of not being seen, he nimbly escaped from the 
house by the window of his room, and slid down a water pipe to 
the ground. He found himself in the midst of a shrubbery, and 
was soon outside the grounds, and, with an empty stomach, and 
a heart thumping with emotion, he ran across country in the di- 
rection of the Choue. Darkness was setting in, and a fine ram 
had commenced to fall. 

It was indeed that evening that Nana was expected at La 
Mignotte. Ever since the month of May, when Sterner had 
bought her her country residence, she was every now and then 
seized with such a longing to go and inhabit it, that she would 
burst into tears; but each time Bordenave refused her the 
smallest holiday, putting her ofi until September, on the pre- 
text that he could not possibly replace her by an undei study, 
even for one night, during the time of the Exhibition. Towards 
the end of August, he began to talk of October. Nana, furious, 
declared that she would be in La Mignotte by the 15th of Sep- 
tember, and, to show that she meant what she said, she invited 
a number of people, in Bordenave’s presence, to go and stay 
there with her. One afternoon as Muffat, whose advances she 
artfully resisted, was passionately imploring her to be less cruel, 
she at length promised to be kind when she was in the country; 
and, to him also, she named the 15th as the date of her arrival 
t^re. Then, on the 12th, she was seized with a desire to' start 
off at once, alone with Zoc. Perhaps Bordenave, knowing that 
she wanted to go, would find some means of detaining her. It 
amused her to think of leaving him in the lurch by merely send- 
ing him a doctor s certificate When once the idea of being the 
first to arrive at La Mignotte, of living there two whole days 
without any one knowing of it, had seized hold of her, she made 
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Zoe huiry the packing of the trunks and then pushed her into 
a cab, where, quite overcome, she kissed her and begged her 
pardon. It was only when she reached the' railway station that 
she thought of sending a note to Steiner to inform him of her 
departure. She asked him to wait till the day after the morrow 
before joining her, if he wished to find her well and loving. 
Then, jumping to another idea, she wrote a second letter, in 
which she begged her aunt to bring little Louis to her at once. 

It would do baby so much goodi and they would be so happy 
playing together under the trees' In the train, from Paris to Or- 
leans, she could speak of nothing else, with her eyes full of 
tears, and mixing up together the flowers, the birds, and her 
child, in a sudden outburst of maternal affection. 

La Mignotte was distant more than three leagues from Or- 
leans. Nana lost an hour in securing a vehicle to take her there 
—an immense dilapidated open carriage, which rolled slowly 
along with a great jinglmg of old iron. She at once attacked the 
driver, a little taciturn old man, whom she belaboured with 
questions. Had he often passed by La Mignotte i* So, it was be- 
hind that hill? There were probably plenty of trees there, were 
there not? And could the house be seen from a distance? The 
litde old fellow only answered with grunts. Nana jumped about 
impatiently in the vehicle; whilst Zoe, annoyed at having had to j 
leave Pans in such a huiry, remained stiff and sulky. The horse ' 
having suddenly stopped, the young woman thought they had 
arrived. She leant over towards the driver, asking: 

“Is this the place?” 

For all answer the coachman whipped up his horse, which 
painfully commenced ascending a hill, Nana was enchanted 
with the large expanse of country beneath the grey overcast sky. 

“Ob' look, 2oi, what a lot of grass! Is that corn, do you 
think? Heavens' how lovely 1” 

“It is very plain that madame has never been in the coun- 
try,” the maid ended by saying in a surly tone of voice. “I had 
only too much of the country when -I was at the dentist’s, who 
had a house at Bougival. It’s very chilly, too, this evening. B®. 
sides, the air is damp about here.” 

. They were passing beneath some trees. Nana sniffed at the' 
scent of the leaves like a young dog. Suddenly, on the road 
taking a turn, she caught sight of die •corner of a house amidst” 
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the. trees. Perhaps that was it; so she recommenced questioning 
the driver, who again said “No” with a shake of his head. Then, 
as they descended the hill on the other side, he contented him- 
self with pointing his whip, murmuring 

“There it is over there.” 

She jumped up and looked ahead, “Where? where?” cried 
she, very pale and not distinguishing anything. At length she 
noticed a bit of a wall Then she sang and jumped for joy, like 
a woman quite overcome by a powerful emotion. 

“Zot, I see It, I see itl Look, on the other side. Oh I on the 
roof there’s a sort of little terrace with some bricks Over there 
there's a conservatory! Oh, but it’s an enormous place. Oh I I 
am so pleased' Look, Zoe, look'” 

The carnage had stopped in front of the iron gates A little 
side door was opened, and the gardener, a tall thin fellow, ap- 
peared holding his cap m his hand Nana tried to look dig- 
nified, for the driver already seemed to be laughing inwardly, 
though his lips weie tightly compressed together She restrained 
herself from running, and listened to the gardener, a very talk- 
ative one by the way, who begged madame to excuse the place 
being a little untidy, as he had only received her letter that very 
morning; but, in spite of her efforts, she seemed to be lifted 
from the earth, and walked so fast that Zoe could not keep up 
with her At the end of the path she stopped for an instant to 
take a look at the house. It was a large building in the Italian 
style flanked by a smaller structure, and had been erected by a 
rich Englishman who had resided for two years at Naples; 
he had, however, soon taken a dislike to it 

“I will show madame over the premises,” said the gardener. 

But Nana, who was some distance ahead, called to him not 
to trouble himself, she would look at everything by herself, she 
preferred that, and, without taking off her bonnet, she ran about 
the rooms, calling to Zoe, giving her opinion about everything, 
and filling with her shouts and her laughter the vacuum of 
that house which had remained uninhabited for so many long 
months. First, there was the hall; i^ was rather damp, but that 
did not matter, not one would have to sleep there. Then the 
drawing-room, which was splendid with its large windows 
opening on to the lawn; only, the red-covered furniture was 
frightful, she would have it altered. As for the dining-room. 
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it was Simply magnificent. And what parties one could give 
at Paris it one only had a dining-room of that size' As she 
was going up to the fust floor she recollected that she had not 
seen the kitchen, she went down again, uttering all kinds of 
exclamations, and Zoe had to admire the beauty of the sink 
and the magnitude of the fire-place, which was large enough 
to roast a sheep, When she had gone upstairs again, her bed- 
room especially enraptuied her — it bad been hung with pale 
rose-coloured cretonne, style of Louis XVI, by an upholsterer 
from Orleans Well, one ought to sleep well in there, it was 
quite a school-girl’s nest' There were also four or five other 
bed-rooms for guests, and some magnificent attics, which would 
be very useful for the trunks Zoe, looking very sulky, just 
glanced coldly into each room, and kept a long way behind 
madame. She watched her disappear at the top of the steep 
ladder which led to the roof. Thank you for nothing' She 
didn’t want to break her legs. But the sound of a voice reached 
her from afar off, as though coming down a chimney. 

“Zodi Zoe' where are you'’ come up here! Oh, you’ve no idea 
—It’s like fairy-land!” 

Zoe ascended the ladder, grumbling the while. She saw 
madame on the roof, leaning against the brick balustrade, and 
looking down upon the valley which extended into the distance. 
The horizon was immense, but it was half hidden by a grey 
mist, whilst a high wind drove away the fine drops of rain. 
Nana was obliged to hold her bonnet with both hands to pre- 
vent it blowing off, and her skirts flapped about like the snap- 
ping of a flag. 

“Ah' no indeed'” said Zo^ bringing her head in at once. 
“Madame will be blown away. What awful weather'” 

Madame did not hear. With her head bent forward, she 
was examining the grounds beneath her. There were seven or 
eight acres, all walled in. Then the view of the kitchen garden 
quite fascinated her. She Jiurried inside again, and rushe4 
past the maid on the stairs, exclaiming;’ ' 

“It’s full of cabbages! Oh! cabbages as big as that' And let*-- 
tuce, and sorrel, and onions, and everything! Come quickl” 
The rain was falling faster. She opened her white silk 
parasol, and ran along the paths. 
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“Madame will be ill'” cried Zoe, who quietly remained stand- 
ing beneath the verandah. 

But madatne wished to see everything. Each fresh discovery 
brought more exclamations. “Zoe, here’s some spinach ' Come 
and see' Oh' artichokes' — they do look funny. They flower 
then, do they? I say! whatever’s this? I don’t know it at all. 
Come and see, Zoe; perhaps you know?” 

But the maid did not stir. Madame must really be mad. It 
was now pouring in torrents. The little white silk parasol al- 
ready looked quite black, and did not cover madame, whose 
skirt was sopping. But this did not worry her In spite of 
the ram she inspected both the kitchen and fruit gardens, stop- 
ping at each tree, and leaning over each bed of vegetables Then 
she ran and gave a look down the well, raised a frame to see 
what was underneath, and became quite absorbed m the con- 
templation of an enormous pumpbn Her business was to go 
along every path, to take immediate possession of all these 
things, of which she used to dream when she dragged her work- 
girl’s shoes along the streets of Paris The rain fell faster still, 
but she did not notice it, and only regretted that the night was 
coming on apace. She could no longer see plainly, so she felt 
with her hands whenever she had a doubt. All of a sudden, in 
the twilight, she discovered some strawberries. Then her child- 
hood seemed to return to her. 

“Strawberries, strawberries' There are some, I feel them! 
Zoe, a plate! Come and gather some strawberries.” 

And Nana, who had stooped down in the mud, let go of her 
parasol, and received the full force of the shower. With her 
hands all wet, she gathered the strawberries among the leaves. 
Zoe, however, did not bring the plate. As the young woman, 
got up, she had a fright. She thought she had nouced some- 
thing move. 

“An animal'” she cried; but astonishment rooted her to the 
centre of the path. It was a man, and she had recognized him. 

“Why' It’s baby' Whatever are you doing there, baby?” 

“I’ve come, of course!” replied George 

She remained lost in surprise. “Did you then hear from the 
gardener of my arrival? Oh! the child' He is soaked!” 

“Ah' I must tell you. It began to ram after I started, and 
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then I didn’t want to go round by Gumieres, and in crossing 
the Choue, I slipped and fell into a confounded pool.” 

Nana at once forgot the strawberries. She was all trembling, 
and full of pity. That poor Zizi in a pool of water; She dragged 
him towards the house. She talked of making up a big fire. 

“You know,” he muimured, stopping her in the darkness, “I 
was hiding, because I was afraid of being scolded like at Pans, 
■"when I came to see you without being expected ” 

She began to laugh without answering, and kissed him on 
the forehead. Until that day she had treated him like a child, 
not thinking seriously of his declarations, and amusing herself 
with him as with a youngster of no consequence. She made a 
great deal of fuss so that he should be comfortable. She in- 
sisted on the fire lighted in her bedroom They would be more 
cozy there. The sight of George did not surprise Zo6, used to 
all sorts of meetings; but the gardener, who brought up some 
.wood, was struck dumb on seeing the gentleman dripping with 
water, to whom he was certain he had not opened the door. 
He was sent away, as nothing more was required, A lamp 
lighted the room, whilst the fire burst into a bright blaze. 

“He will never become dry, he will* catch cold,” said Nana, 
seeing George shiver. 

And not another pair of trousers in the house! She was on i 
the point of calling the gardener, when an idea struck her. 
Zo6, who had been unpacking the trunks in the dressing-room, 
brought madame some clean clothes for her to change — a 
chemise, some petticoats, and a dressing-gown. 

“But that’s capital'” exclaimed the young woman, “Zizi can 
put on these. Eh! you don’t mind putting on my things? When 
your own clothes are dry you can put them on again, and then 
hurry back home, so as not to be scolded by your mamma Be 
quick, and I will go and change my things m the dressing- 
room.” 

When, ten minutes later, she reappeared in a dressing-gown, 
she clasped her hands in rapture. 

“Oh, the love' how pretty he looks as a woman'” 

. He had merely put on a long night-dress, an embroidered 
pair of 'drawers, and a cambric dressmg-gown trimmed with 
lace. In those clothes he looked like a girl, with his fair arms 
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uncovered, and his light hair, still wet, hanging down his neck. 

“He IS really as slim as I ami” said Nana, taking hold of him 
round the waist. “Zo^, come and see how well they fit him. 
Eh' don’t they look as though they were made for him? all 
except the body part, which is too broad* He hasn’t as much 
as I have, poor Zizi.” 

“There certainly is a slight difference,” murmured George, 
smiling. 

All three were highly amused. Nana buttoned the dressing- 
gown all down the front so that he should look decent. She 
turned him about like a doll, gave him little taps, and made 
the skirt swell out behind. And she questioned him, asking 
him if he was comfortable, and if he was warm enough, Oh, 
yes! he was all right Nothing was warmer than a woman’s 
night-dress; if he had had his way he would always have worn 
one. He rolled himself about m it, pleased with the soft touch 
of the linen, with that loose garment that smelt so nice, and 
which to him seemed slightly impiegnated with the warmth of 
Nana’s body. Zoe had taken his wet clothes down to the 
kitchen, so as to dry them as quickly as possible before a large 
wood fire Then George, stretched out in an easy chair, dared 
to make an avowal. 

“I say, aren’t you going to have anything to eat to-night? 
I’m famishing I haven’t had any dinner.” 

Nana was very angry. What a great stupid he was to run 
away from his mamma with an empty stomach, just to go and 
throw himself into a pool of water' But she also felt rather 
hungry. Of course they must have something to eat, only they 
would have to do the best they could. And they improvised 
the funniest dinner ever heard of, on a little table drawn up 
before the fire. Zod ran over to the gardener, who had made 
some cabbage soup in case madame did not dine at Orleans 
Madame had forgotten to mention m her letter what she re- 
quired to be got ready. Fortunately the cellar was well-stocked. 
They had, therefore, some cabbage soup, with a piece of bacon. 
Then, looking in her bag, Nana produced all sorts of things 
which she had taken the precaution to provide: a little goose 
liver pasty, packet of sweets, some oranges. They both ate like 
ogres, with the appetite of youth, and, like comrades, without 
ceremony Nana called George “my dear,” she thought it more 
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familiar and loving. For dessert they devoured a pot of jam, 
discovered on the top shelf of a cupboard, both eating in turn 
with the same spoon so as not to disturb Zoe, 

“Ah, my dear I” said Nana, as she pushed the little table on 
one side, “for ten years I haven’t dined so well.” 

It was getting late, however, and she wished to send the 
youngster home so as not to bung him into trouble. He kept 
repeating that he had plenty of time; besides, the clothes were 
not drying well — Zoe declared that they would take at least an 
hour longer, and as she was every minute falling asleep, being 
tired out by the journey, they sent her off to bed. Then they 
were left alone in the silent house. It was a calm, pleasant 
night. The fire was burning low, and the heat was rather 
stifling in the big room, the bed of which Zoe had made be- 
fore leaving Nana, feeling too warm, rose to open the window 
for a minute. But she uttered a faint cry. 

“Heavens’ how lovely it isl Look, my dear.” 

George joined her, and, as though the window-rail was not 
long enough for_two, he put his arm round Nana’s waist and 
rested his head on her shoulder. The weather had suddenly 
changed, the sky was perfectly clear and studded with stars, 
whilst a full moon lit up the country with a sheet of gold. A 
sovereign peacefulness hung over all, die valley widened and 
opened on to the immensity of the plain, where the trees cast 
shadows that looked like islands in the motionless lake of light. 
And Nana was deeply moved and felt like a child again. She 
was sure she had dreamt of such nights at an epoch of her 
life which she could no longer recall. All that she had seen 
since she left the train, this vast expanse of fields, this grass 
that smelt so nice, this house, these vegetables, all these upset 
her to such an extent, that it seemed as though she had left 
Paris fully twenty years before. Her existence of the previous 
day was already far away. She felt as she had never previously 
felt. George, all this while, was slowly kissing her on the neck, 
which increased her perturbation. With a hesitating hand she 
repelled him as one would a child when wearied by its caresses, 
and she repeated that it* was time for him to go home. He 
did not say “no,” by-and-by, he would leave by-and-by. But a 
bird began to sing, then stopped. It was a robin, in an elder 
bush under the window. 
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“Wait a minute,” murmured George, “the lamp-light 
frightens him, I will put it out.” And, when he came back, 
again placing his arm around Nana’s waist, he added, “We can 
light It again directly ” 

Then, as she listened to the robin, whilst the boy pressed 
close against her. Nana recollected. Yes, it was in novels that 
she had seen all that. Once, in the days gone by, she would 
have given her heart to have seen the moon thus, to have heard 
the robin and to have had a litde fellow full of love by her side. 
Oh, heaven! she could have cried, it ail seemed to her so lovely 
and good I For certain she was born to live a virtuous life. She 
again repelled George, who was becoming bolder. 

“No, leave me, I won’t. It would be very wrong at your 
age. Listen, I will be your mamma.” 

She had become quite bashful; her face was flushing scarlet. 
Yet no one could see her The room behind them was full of the 
darkness of night, whilst as far as the eye could reach the coun- 
try-side unfolded the silence and immobility of its solitude. 
Never before had she felt such shame. Little by little her 
strength seemed to leave her in spite of her constraint and her 
struggles. That disguise, that woman’s night-dress and that 
dressing-gown, made her laugh still. It was like a girl friend 
teasing her. 

“Ohi it IS wrong, it is- wrong,” murmured she, after a last 
effort; and she fell hke a virgin into the child’s arms, in the 
face of the beautiful night. The house was hushed in sleep. 

On the morrow, when the luncheon bell rang at Les Fon- 
dettes, the table in the dining-room was no longer too large. A 
first vehicle had brought Fauchery and Daguenet, and after 
them came the Count de Vandeuvres, who had arrived by a 
later train George made his appearance the last, looking rather 
pale and heavy about the eyes. In answer to all inquiries he 
replied that he was much better, although still upset by the 
violence of the attack. Madame Hugon, who looked into his 
face with an anxious smile, passed her hand through his hair, 
which was badly combed chat morning, whilst he drew back 
as though embarrassed by the caresst During luncheon, she 
affectionately scolded Vandeuvres, whom she said she had been 
expecting for five years past. 

“Well, here you are at lasti How did you manage itf^” 
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Vandeuvres thought best to treat the matter as a joke. He 
related that he had lost an enormous sum of money the previous 
evening at his club; so he had started o£E with the idea of set- 
tling down in the piovinces. 

“Yes, really now, if you can only find me an heiress some- 
where in the neighbourhood. There must be some very charm- 
ing ladies about here.” 

The old lady was thanking both Daguenet and Fauchery for 
having so kindly accepted her son’s invitation, when she ex- 
perienced another pleasant surprise on seeing the Marquis de 
Chouard, who had just ainved in a third vehicle, enter the 
room. 

“Ah'” she exclaimed, “it must be a general meeting this 
morning. You have all arranged tp assemble here. Whatever 
has happened? For years past I have never been able to get 
you to come, and now you all arrive together. Oh' but I am 
not complaining.” 

Another place was laid at the table. Fauchery found himself 
seated beside Countess Sabine, who surprised him with her 
liveliness — she whom he had seen looking so languid, in the 
austere drawing-room of the Rue Miromesnil. Daguenet, seated 
on Estelle’s left, seemed uncomfortable at being so close to the 
silent, lanky girl, whose sharp elbows were his horror. Muffat 
and De Chouard exchanged a sly glance. Vandeuvres continued 
to joke about his contemplated marriage. 

“Respecting ladies,” Madame Hugon ended by saying to 
him, “I have a new neighbour whom you probably know”; and 
she mentioned Nana. , 

Vandeuvres affected the utmost astonishment, “What! 
Nana’s country-house, is near here?” 

Fauchery and Daguenet also pretended to be surprised. The 
'Marquis de Chouard devoured the breast of a chicken, without 
appearing to understand. Not one of the men had smiled. 

“Without doubt,” resumed the old lady; “and what is more, 
this person arrived last night at La Mlgnotte, as I had expected. 
I heard of it this morning from the gardener.” 

On receiving this information, none of the gentlemen could 
hide their genuine astonishment. They all looked up.' What! 
Nana had arrived! And they were not expecting her till the 
morrow; they had thought they were before her! George, 
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alone, did not raise his eyes, but looked at his tumbler in a 
weaned sort of way. Ever since the beginning of the meal he 
had seemed asleep with his eyes open, and a vague smile 
hovered about his lips. 

“Do you still suffer, Zizi?” inquired his mother, who scarcely 
moved her eyes from him. 

He started, and blushed, answering that he was quite well 
again; but he still preserved the look of a girl who had been 
dancing too much. 

“What is the matter with your neck?” suddenly asked Ma- 
dame Hugon, in a frightened tone of voice. “It is all red.” 

He became confused, and could scarcely stammer out a reply 
He didn’t know; he hadn’t anything the matter with his neck. 
Then, pulling up his shiry collar, he added, “Ah I yes, some 
insect stung me.” 

The Marquis de Chouard cast a sidelong glance at the red 
mark. Muffat also looked at George. Luncheon was drawing 
to an end, and they began to arrange some excursions in the 
neighbourhood. Fauchery became more and more affected by 
Countess Sabine’s gaiety. As he passed a plate of fruit to her 
their hands touched, and she looked at him for a second with 
so deep a gaze that his thoughts again reverted to that con- 
fidence of which he was the recipient on a night of intoxica- 
tion. Then she no longer appeared the same. There was some- 
thing that tvas more pronounced about her. Her grey silk 
dress, made loose at the shoulders, gave a sort of ease to her 
refined and sensitive elegance. 

On leaving the table, Daguenet remained behind with 
Fauchery, to make some rather facetious and coaise remarks 
about Estelle. “A pretty broomstick to. shove into a fellow’s 
arms.” However, he became serious when the journalist men- 
tioned the amount of her dowry* four hundred thousand francs. 

“And the mother?” inquired Fauchery. “She’s a fine wom- 
an, isn’t she?” 

“Oh I she’ll work the oracle' But there’s no chance, my boy!” 

“Bah' one never knows without trying'” 

No one was going out that day, as it was still very showery. 
George'had hastily disappeared and locked himself m his room, 
The gentlemen avoided coming to an explanation among them- 
selves, though they individually knew very well what reasons 
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had brought them together. Vandeuvres, who had lost heavily 
at play, had indeed entertained the idea of spending some dme 
in the country, and counted on the proximity of a female 
friend to reconcile him to his voluntary exile Fauchery, taking 
advantage of the holiday allowed him by Rose, who ]ust then 
was very much occupied, proposed to make an arrangement 
with Nana for a second article, m the event of a country life 
bringing their hearts together again. Daguenet, who had been 
sulky evei since Steiner appeared on the scene, thought of 
making it up again, and of picking up a few crumbs of love, 
should occasion offer. As for the Marquis de Chouard, he 
bided his time But among all these men on the track of 
Venus, only half free of her paint, Muffat was the most ardent, 
the most tormented with new sensations of desire, of fear, and 
of anger, which contended in his agitated person. He had a 
distinct promise. Nana was expecting him Why, then, had 
she left Pans two days earhei ? He determined to go to La 
Mignotte that very night, after the dinner. 

That evening, as the count left the grounds, George followed 
him. He parted from him on the road to Gumi^res, and, wad- 
ing across the Choue, arrived at Nana’s all out of breath, his 
eyes filled with tears of rage. Ah I he understood. That old 
fellow who w'as on the road had an appointment with her. 
Nana, astonished at this display of jealousy, uneasy at the turn 
things were taking, folded her arms around him, and consoled 
him as well as she could No; he was mistaken. She was not 
expecting anyone. If the gentleman was coming it was not 
her fault. Zizi was a great stupid to put hirqself out so much 
about nothing at alll She .swore by her child that she loved no 
one but her George, and she kissed him, and wiped away his 
tears. 

“Listen, you will see that everything is for you,” said she, 
when he had become calmer. “Steiner has arrived, he is up- 
stairs. You know, my darling, I can’t send him away.” 

“Yes, I know; I don’t mind him,” murmured the youngster. 

“Well, I have put him m the room at the end of the passage,' 
pretending, that I was not well. He is unpacking his port- 
manteau. As no one sa^ you come in, run up quick and hide 
yourself in my room, and wait for me.” 

George jumped up and put his arms round her. It was true. 
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then, she did love him a little! So it would be yesterday over 
again!* They would turn out the lamp, and remain together 
till daylight dispelled the darkness. Then, hearing a bell ring, 
he noiselessly hurried away. Upstairs, m the bedroom, he at 
once took of? his shoes so as not to make any noise. Then he 
hid himself, crouched upon the floor, behind a curtain, and 
waited like a' good boy. 

When Count Muffat appeared, Nana felt a slight awkward- 
ness, having scarcely regained her composure after the scene 
with George. She had promised the count, and she would 
have liked to have kept her promise, because he seemed a man 
who meant business. But, really, who could ever have foreseen 
all that had occurred the previous day? The journey, this 
house that she had never known before, the youngster who 
had arrived soaking wet; and how nice it had all seemed to 
her, and how pleasant a continuance of it would be! So much 
the worse for the gentleman! por three months past she had 
dallied with him, playing the respectable woman, so as to in- 
flame him all the more. Well! he would have to wait a bit 
longer. He could hook it if it didn’t please him. She would 
rather chuck up everything than be unfaithful to George, 

The count had seated himself in the ceremonious way of a 
country neighbour making a call. His hands alone trembled 
slightly. In his sanguineous constitution, still in a state of 
virginity, inordinate desire, scourged by Nana’s skilful tactics, 
was at length producing frightful ravages. That grave-looking 
man, that chamberlain who traversed with such a dignified 
step the gilded saloons of the Tuileries, would, at night-time, 
bite the bolster on his bed and sob aloud, carried away by his 
exasperation, and ever invoking the same sensual vision. But 
this time he was determined to end his suffering. Along the 
road, in the peaceful twilight, he had thought of gratifying his 
passion by force; and directly they had exchanged a few words, 
he tried to rake Nana in his arms. 

“No, no, mmd what you are doing,” said she simply, with- 
out getting angry, and smiling at him all the time. 

At length he caught her, his teeth firmly clenched; then, as 
she struggled, he became brutal, and coarsely told her why he 
had come. She, still smiling, though embarrassed, held his 
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hands. She spoke to him lovingly, so as to make her refusal 
seem less harsh. 

“Come, my darling, keep quiet. Really, I cannot. Steiner is 
upstairs.” 

But he was mad; never before had she seen a man in such 
a state. She began to feel frightened. She placed her hand over 
his mouth to hush the cries he uttered, an^ lowering her voice, 
she begged him to keep quiet, to let her go. Steiner was 
descending the stairs. Her position had become ridiculous i 
When Steiner entered the room, he heard Nana, who was com- 
fortably stretched out in an easy chair, saying, 

“As for myself, I adore the country.” 

Turning her head, she interrupted herself, and added, “Dar- 
ling, this is Count "Muffat, who noticed the lights as he was 
passing by, and has just called in to bid us welcome.” 

The two men shook hands, Muffat stood an instant with- 
out speaking, his face in shadow. Steiner seemed sulky. They 
talked of Pans; business was very bad, and some most abomin- 
able things had occurred on the Bourse. At the end of a quar- 
ter of an hour, Muffat took his leave. And as the young wom- 
an accompanied him to the door, he asked, without obtaining 
it, an appointment for the following evening Steiner, almost 
immediately, went off to bed, grumbling against the ailments 
that were always affecting the female sex. At last, the two 
old fellows were got nd ofl When Nana was at length able to 
rejoin George, she found him still patiently waiting behind his 
curtain The room was in darkness. He had drawn her down 
on the floor beside him, and they played together, rolling about 
like children, stopping every now and then, and smothering 
their laughter with kisses, whenever their feet knocked against 
any of the furniture. Afar off, on the Gumieres road, Count 
Muffat was walking slowly along, holding his hat in his hand, 
and cooling his heated brow in the fresh night air. 

Then, the following days, their life was adorable. In the 
youngster’s company, Nana seemed once more a girl of fifteen. 
Beneath the child’s caresses, the flower of love bloomed again, in 
spite of her knowledge of man, and the loathing it caused her. 
She found herself constantly blushmg, she experienced an emo- 
tion that made her shiver, an inclination to laugh and cry, in 
short all the feelings of an awakened virginity added to desires 
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of which she was ashamed. She had nevei felt thus before. The 
country filled her with tenderness When a young child, she had 
for a long time desired to live in a meadow with a goat, because 
one day, on the slope of the fortifications, she had seen a goat 
bleating, fastened to a stake. Now, this estate, all this land be- 
longed to her, swelled her with an overflowing emotion, so 
much were her wildest dreams more than realised. She again 
experienced all the sensations of a child; and at night-time, when 
dizzy from a day spent in the open air, intoxicated with the 
odour of the trees and flowers, she went upstairs to rejoin her 
Zizi, hidden behind the curtain, it seemed to her like a freak of 
a school-girl home for the holidays, a love passage with a cousin 
whom she was evidently to marry. She trembled at the least 
sound, as though afraid of being caught by her parents; she 
tasted all the delicious embarrassments, all the voluptuous fears 
of a first fault. 

At this time, Nana indulged in the fancies of a sentimental 
girl. She would look at the moon £oi hours. One night, she in- 
sisted on going down into the garden with George,-when all the 
household was asleep; and they wandered about under the trees, 
their arms round each other’s waists, then they lay down on the 
grass and got thoroughly soaked with the dew. Another time, 
m the bedroom, after a rather long pause, Nana sobbed on the 
youngster’s neck, murmuring she was afraid she was going to 
die. She often sang in a low voice a ballad of Madame Lerat’s, 
full of flowers and birds, becoming afiected even to tears, and in- 
terrupting herself to clasp George in a passionate embrace and 
cause him to utter vows of eternal love. In short, she behaved 
very foolishly as she herself would often admit, when, becoming 
comrades again, they both smoked cigarettes seated on the edge 
of the bedstead, their heels knocking against the wood-work 

But what caused the young woman’s heart completely to melt 
was the arrival of little Louis Her attack of maternal love bor- 
dered on madness She carried her son into the sunshine to see 
him sprawl about; she rolled with him over' the grass, after 
dressing him like a prince. She at once insisted that he should 
sleep near her, in the next room, where Madame Lerat, very 
much smitten with the country, commenced to snore as soon as 
she was lying on her back. And little Louis did not in the least 
interfere with her love for Zizi; on the contiary. She said that 
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she had two children; she confounded them in the same caprice 
of affection. During the night, on more than ten occasions, she 
quitted Zizi to go and see if little Louis was breathing all right; 
but when she returned she cuddled her Zizi with the remains of 
her maternal caresses. She acted the mamma towards him; 
whilst he, VICIOUS youngster' liking very much to be little m the 
arms of that big girl, let her nurse him like a baby being nursed 
to sleep. It was so nice that, charmed with this existence, she 
seriously proposed to him that they should never again leave the 
country They would send everyone away, and live alone to- 
gether — he, she, and the baby. And they built a thousand castles 
in the air until daybreak, without hearing Madame Lerat, who, 
tired out with gathering wildflowers, snored enough to waken 
the whole household 

This fine life lasted for nearly a week. Count Muffat came 
every night, and went back home with swollen features and hot, 
feverish hands. One night he was not even admitted, Steiner 
having been obliged to go to Paris. He was told that madame 
was veiy unwell. Each day Nana revolted more and more at the 
idea of being unfaithful to George, so young and so innocent, 
and who had put his faith in her' She would have considered 
herself the most worthless of women. Besides, it would have dis- 
gusted her too much. Zoe, who assisted at this adventure with 
silent disdain, thought that madame was becoming cracked. 

All on a sudden, on the sixth day, a band of visitors broke in 
upon this idyllic existence. Nana had invited a number of peo- 
ple, thinking that no one would come. So she was very much 
astounded and very much vexed, one afternoon, on seeing an 
omnibus full of men and women draw up in front of the iron 
gates of La Mignotte 

“Here we are'” cried Mignon, the first to alight from the 
vehicle, from which he extricated his sons, Henri and Charles. 

Labordette appeared next, and immediately assisted a number 
of ladies to descend— -Lucy Stewart, Caroline H^quet, .Tatan 
Nene, Maria Blond. Nana was hoping that that was the end, 
when La Faloise jumped out, to receive into his trembling arms 
Gaga and her daughter Amelie That made eleven persons. It 
was difficult to find room for them all. At La Mignotte there 
were five guest chambers, one of which was occupied by Ma- 
dame Lerat and little Louis. The largest bedroom was given to 
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the Gaga and La Faloise family, and it was decided that Amflie 
should sleep on a camp-bedstead in the dressing-room adjoining. 
Mignon and his two sons had the thiid bedioom; Labordette 
the fourth. There still remained one, which was turned into a 
dormitory, with four beds for Lucy, Caroline, Tatan, and Maria. 
As for Steiner, he would have to sleep on the sofa m the draw- 
ing-room. After the lapse of an hour, when everything was set- 
tled, Nana, who first of all had felt fuiious, was delighted at 
doing the honours of her country abode. The ladies compli- 
mented her on La Mignotte— a most enchanting place, my dear! 
Then they brought her a puff of Pans air, the little scandals of 
the week. They all spoke at once, with sundry little taps, and 
exclamations, and bursts of laughter And Bordenavel by the 
way, what had he said of her little escapade? Why nothing 
much. After bellowing out that he would have her brought back 
by the gendarmes, when the evening came he merely filled her 
place with the understudy; and she, httle Violaine, had scored a 
great success in the “Blonde Venus.” This piece of news made 
Nana serious. It was only four-o’clock. They began to talk of 
going for a stroll. 

“You don’t know,” said Nana, “I was about to get some pota- 
toes when you arrived.” 

So they all wanted to go and pick up potatoes, without even 
changing their clothes They made quite a party. The gardener 
and two lads were already m the field, at the extrerqe end of the 
estate. The ladies knelt down on the ground, feeling in the earth 
with their fingers covered with! rings, crying out every time they 
discovered a potato of any size. They thought it all so amusing! 
But Tatan Nene was in her element. She had picked up so many 
in her younger days, that' she so far forgot herself as to give the 
others the benefit of her experience and to ridicule their awk- 
wardness. The gentlemen took it more coolly. Mignon, looking 
'a very worthy man, profited by his stay in the country to com- 
plete his sons’ education. He talked to them of Parmentier, the 
introducer of the potato into France. In the evening the dinner 
was madly gay. Every one had an enormous appetite. Nana, 
very far gone, had a row with her butler, who had been at the 
Bishop of Orleans’. The ladies smoked with their cofiee. Sounds 
of feasting and revelry issued through the windows, and were 
lost in the distance, in the serenity of the night; whilst between 
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the hedges the belated peasants turned their heads and looked 
at the house blazing with light 
“What a nuisance it is you are all going away again the day 
aftei to-morrow,” observed Nana. “We must arrange some est 
cuision whilst you aie here.” 

So It was settled that on the morrow, a Sunday, they should 
all go and visit the rums of the ancient abbey of Chamont, 
which was situated about seven miles off Five carriages were to 
come from Oilcans to take the party after luncheon, and bring 
them back to dine at La Mignotte, towards seven o’clock m the 
evening. It would be delightful. 

That night, as usual. Count Muffat ascended the hill to ring 
the bell at the iron gates But the lights in the windows, the loud 
laughter surprised him Recognising Mignon’s voice he under- 
stood It all, and went away enraged by this new obstacle, driven 
to extremities, determined to use violence. George, who entered 
by a little side-door of which he had a key, quietly ascended to 
Nana’s bedroom, keeping close to the walls Only he had to wait 
for her until past midnight She came at last, veiy tipsy, and 
more maternal even than on the other nights When she drank 
It made her so loving that there was rather too much of it Thus, 
she insisted on George’s accompanying her to the abbey of Cha- 
mont He resisted, afraid of being seen: if he was noticed in a 
carriage with her it would cause a frightful scandal. But she 
burst into tears, seized with the noisy despair of a discarded 
woman, and he consoled her, and faithfully promised to be one 
of the party. 

“Then you do really love me'*” she stuttered. “Say that you 
love me a lot. Tell me, my own darling, if I died, would you be 
very unhappy?” 

At Les Fondettes, Nana’s proximity upset the whole house- 
hold. Every morning, during luncheon, worthy Madame Hugon 
talked in spite of herself about that woman, relating all that her 
gardener had told her, experiencing that kind of witchery ex- 
ercised by gay women over the most respectable ladies. She, 
usually so tolerant, felt indignant and exasperated, with the 
vague presentiment of some misfortune, which alarmed her at 
eventide, as though she had known of the presence in the neigh- 
bourhood of a wild beast escaped from some menagerie. And 
she squabbled with her guests, accusing them all of wandering 
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round about La Mignotte, Count de Vandeuvres had been seen 
laughing on the high road with a lady wearing a large quantity 
of hair; but he defended himself, swore that it wasn’t Nana, for 
indeed it was Lucy who accompanied him for the purpose of 
telling hm how she had ^ust sent her third prince to the right 
about. The Marquis de Chouard went also for long walks every 
day; but he began to talk at once of his doctor’s directions. As 
for Daguenet and Fauchery, Madame Hugon treated them very 
unjustly. The first, especially, never went outside the grounds 
of Les Fondettes, having abandoned his intention of seeking to 
renew his intimate acquaintance with Nana, and making him- 
self respectfully assiduous towards Estelle. Fauchery also re- 
mained with the Muffat ladies. On one occasion only he had 
come across Mignon in a lane, his hands full of flowers, and giv- 
ing a lesson in botany to his sons. The two men had shaken 
hands and talked of Rose. She was very well; each of them had 
received a letter from her that very morning, in which she told 
them to take advantage of the country air as long as they could. 
Of all her guests, therefore, the old lady only spared Count 
Muffat and George. The count, \Vho pretended he had some very 
important business to attend to at Orleans, could not be running 
after girls; and as for George, the poor child was beginning to 
cause her the greatest anxiety,, for every evening he was seized 
with the most violent headaches, which forced him to go to bed 
before it was really dark. 

Fauchery had elected himself Countess Sabine’s cavalier in 
waiting, whilst tHe count disappeared regularly every afternoon. 
Whenever they went about the grounds he carried her parasol 
and her campstool. Besides, he amused her with his journalistic 
gossip, and soon established between them one of those sudden 
intimacies which country life countenances. She appeared to sur- 
render at once, awakened to a second youth in the society of this 
young man, whose noisy, scoffi^ng ways seemed incapable of 
compromising her And sometimes, when they found themselves 
alone for a second behind some hedge, their eyes would seek 
each other’s; they would stop in the midst of a laugh, abruptly 
serious, with a languishing look as though they had divined and 
understood each other. 

On Friday it had been necessary to lay another place at lunch. 
M. Theophile Venot, whom Madame Hugon recollected hav- 
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ing invited at the MuSats’ the previaus winter, had just arrived. 
He put on his most agreeable look, and affected an indifferent ' 
air of an insignificant person without appearing to notice the 
uneasy deference with which he was treated, When he had 
succeeded in making himself forgotten, and while crunching 
some little pieces of sugar during dessert, he watched Daguenet, 
who was handing some strawberries to Estelle, and listened to 
Fauchery, one of whose anecdotes seemed to amuse the countess 
very much The moment anyone looked at him he smiled in his 
quiet way. 

On leaving the table, M. Venot took the count’s arm and led 
him into the grounds. It was known that he exercised a great in- 
fluence over the count, ever since his mother’s death. Most singu- 
lar stories were current as to the ex-attorney’s domination over 
the household. Fauchery, whose plans were no doubt consider- 
ably interfered with by his arrival, related to George and Dague- 
net the origin of his fortune — ^a big lawsuit with which the 
Jesuits had once intrusted him; and, according to him, this little 
old fellow, who was a terrible man in spite of his pleasant looks, 
had now a finger in every clerical pie. The two young fellows 
began to laugh, for they thought the old man looked a bit of an 
idiot. The idea of an unknown Venot, of a gigantic Venot, act- 
ing for the cler^, seemed to them most comical But they ceased 
talking as Count Muffat, still with the old gentleman at his side, 
returned looking very pale, and with his eyes red as though 
he had been weeping 

“They have, for certain, been talking of hell,” murmured 
Fauchery jeeringly. 

Countess Sabine, who had overheard him, slowly turned her 
head, and their eyes met, with one of those prolonged looks with 
which they prudently sounded each other, before running any 
risk. 

Usually, after luncheon, every one adjourned to the end oi't 
the flower garden, to a terrace which overlooked the plain. The ' 
Sunday afternoon was deliciously mild. Towards ten o’clock in'» 
the morning it looked like rain; but the sky, without becoming ■ 
perfectly clear, had so to say blended into a milky kind of mist, 
and a sort of luminoils dust, all golden with sunshine. Then 
Madame Hugon suggested that they should go out by the little 
door of the terrace, and take a stroll in the direcion of Gu- 
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mieres, as far as the Choue; she liked walking, being still very 
active m spite of her sixty years. Every one, moreover, stated 
that they would lather not have the carriage. They arrived thus, 
rather isbanded, at the wooden bridge thrown across the 
stream. Fauchery and Daguenet were in front with the Muffat > 
ladies; the count and the marquis came next, on either side of 
Madame Hugon; whilst Vandeuvres, looking very stylish, and 
dreadfully bored at wandering along that high road, brought up 
the rear, smoking a cigar. M. Venot, slackening or hastening his 
footsteps, went smilingly from one group to another, as though 
to hear everything. 

“And poor George is at Orleans I” Madame Hugon was say- 
ing. “He wished to consult old Doctor Tavernier, who no longer 
goes out, about his headaches, -Yes, you were none of you up; , 
he started before seven this morning. It will be a slight diversion 
for bira, anyhow.” But she interrupted' herself to remark, “Dear 
me' why are they waiting on the bridge?” 

Truly enough the ladies, and Daguenet and Fauchery, were 
standing at the foot of the bridge, with hesitating looks, as 
though some obstacle caused them uneasiness. The way seemed 
free, howeve'r. 

“Straight on'” cried the count. 

They did not move, but remained watching' something that 
was coming and which the others could not see. There was a 
turn in the road which was bordered on either side by poplars. 
However, a rumbling noise, gradually increasing, now reached 
the entire party; there was a sound of wheels, mixed with laugh- 
ter, and the cracking of whips, and suddenly five carriages ap- 
peared, following one after the other, almost crowded enough 
to break the axle-trees, and enhvened with a mixture of light 
blue and rose colour dresses. 

“Whatever is all this,?” asked Madame Hugon in surprise. 
Then she guessed, she seemed to divine; and indigpant at such 
an invasion crossing her path, she murmured, “Oh, that woman! 
Walk on, do walk on. Pretend not to — 

But It was too late. The five carriages, which were taking 
Nana and her guests to the ruins at Charmont, were’ already 
close to the little wooden bridge. Fauchery, Daguenet, and the 
Muifat ladies had to step back, whilst Madame Hugon and the 
others stopped also, at various distances along the road. It was a 
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superb procession, The laughing in the carriages had ceased; 
some faces turned round with curiosity. Each party looked at 
the other, amidst a silence that was only broken by the regular 
trot of the horses In the first carriage, Maria Blond and Tatan 
Nfee, reclining like duchesses, their skirts blown out over the 
wheels, looked disdainly at the respectable ladies on foot. In the 
next was Gaga, who almost occupied an entire seat to herself, 
quite burying La Faloise, of whom only the anxious nose could 
be seen. Then came Caroline Hequet with Labordette, Lucy 
Stewart with Mignon and his sons, and at the end of all, accom- 
panied by Steiner, was Nana, who had on the little seat in front 
of her that poor love of a Zizi, with his knees touching hers. 

“It is the last one, is it not?” quietly inquired the countess of 
Fauchery, affecting not to recognise Nana. 

The wheels of Nana’s cariage almost grazed her, but she did 
not move back an inch. The two women had exchanged a 
searching look — one of those scrutinising glances lasting but a 
second, yet complete and definite. As for the men, they behaved 
admirably. Fauchery and Daguenet, perfectly impassive, recog- 
nised no one. The marquis, anxious, and afraid of some prac- 
tical joke on the part of the girls, had plucked a blade of grass, 
which he was twirling between his fingers, Vandeuvres alone, 
being at some little distance from the .others, )ust moved his 
eyelids by way of recognising Lucy, who smiled at him as she 
passed. 

“Take care'” murmured M. Venot, standing behind Count 
Muffat 

The latter, greatly agitated, followed with his eyes, that vision 
of Nana, flying away from him. His wife had turned slowly 
round and was examining him. Then he looked on the ground, 
as though to lose the sight of the galloping horses, who were 
carrying off his flesh and his heart. His agony almost made him 
cry aloud. He had understood all on seeing George lost amongst 
Nana’s skirts. A child I It broke his heart to think that she should 
have preferred a child to himself I He did not mind about 
Steiner, but a child! 

Madame Hugon, however, had not recognised George at first. 
On passing over the bridge he would have jumped into fhe 
stream, had not Nana’s knees held him. So, white as snow and 
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cold as ice, he sat immovable, looking at no one. Perhaps they 
would not see him. 

“Ah! good heavens I” suddenly exclaimed the old lady, “it is 
George who is with her.” 

The carriages had passed in the midst of that uneasiness felt 
by persons who knew each other, and who yet did not bow. 
This delicate encounter, so rapid in reality, had seemed to last an 
eternity. And, now, the wheels were gaily carrying away into 
the sunny country those vehicles full of girls, with the wind 
blov/ing in their faces. Ribbons were flying about, the laughter 
commenced again, and jokes passed fiom one to another, whilst 
some stood up and gazed back at those highly respectable peo- 
ple, who had remained stationary at the side of the road, looking 
very much put out. Nana, as she glanced round, could see them 
hesitate, then retrace their steps without crossing the bridge at 
-all. Madame Hugon was leaning on Count MuRat’s arm, silent, 
and so sad that no one dared console her. 

“I say,” cried Nana to Lucy, who was leaning out of the car- 
riage in front of hers, “did you, notice Fauchery, my dear’’ 
Didn’t he look a dirty rip? He shall smart for it. And Paul, a 
chap to whom I have been so kind — not the least sign. Really, 
they are polite!" 

Then she had a frightful quarrel with Steiner, who con- 
sidered that the gentlemen had behaved admirably. So they were 
not even worth the raising of a bat? The first blackguard they 
met might insult them? Thanks, he also was a nice fellow, he 
was; It only wanted that. One should always bow to a woman. 

“Who was the tall one?” called out Lucy, in the midst of the 
noise caused by the wheels. 

, “Countess ' Muffat,” answered Steiner. 

“There now' I thought as much!” exclaimed Nana. “Well, 
my boy, in spite of her being a countess, I can tell you she’s not 
worth much Yes, yes, not worth much. You know I’ve an eye 
for that sort of thing, I have. Now, I know her as if I had made 
her, your countess. Will you bet that that viper Fauchery isn’t 
her lover? I tell you that he is her lover' One can easily see that, 
between women.” 

Steiner shrugged his shoulders. Ever since the previous eve- 
ning his bad temper had been on the increase. He bad received 
some letters which would oblige him to leave op the following 
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morning Then, too, it wasn’t very amusing to come to the 
country just to sleep oh the drawing-room sofa 
“And this poor baby'” resumed Nana, suddenly become ten- 
der-hearted, as she caught sight of George, who was sitting pale 
and erect, and scarce able to breathe. 

“Do you think that mamma recognised me?” he at length 
stammered forth. 

“Oh' most decidedly. She cried out. But it’s all my fault. He 
didn’t want to come, and 1 made him Listen to me, Zizi; shall 
I write to your mamma? She looks a very kind woman I will 
tell her that I never saw you before,* and that it was Steiner who 
brought you to me to-day for the first time.” 

“No, no, don’t write,” said George, anxiously. “I will arrange 
all myself. And, if they make a fuss. I’ll come away and never 
go back again.” 

But he continued very dejected and absorbed in reflection, 
trying to invent some lies for the evening. The five vehicles con- 
tinued along the straight and interminable level road, bordered 
on either side by some very fine trees. The country around was 
enveloped in a kind of silvery grey vapour. The ladies continued 
to pass remarks from one carriage to another, from behind the 
backs of the coachmen, who laughed to themselves at the strange 
company they were driving, now and again one of the women 
would stand up to obtain a better view, and, becoming inter- 
ested, would remain in that position, leaning against her neigh- 
bour’s shoulder, until a sudden jerk of the vehicle brought her 
b her seat again. Caroline Hequet was having some very impor- 
tant conversation with Labordette; they both came to the con- 
clusion that Nana would be wanting to part with her country 
house in less than three months, and Caroline instructed Labor- 
dette to acquire it for her, under the rose, for a very moderate 
sum. In the carriage preceding them, La Faloise, very spooney, 
and unable to reach Gaga’s apoplectic neck, was depositing 
kisses on that part of her dress which, almost bursting with the 
tightness of the fit, covered her backbone; whilst Amflie, sitting 
bolt upright on the little seat m front, sick of being there with 
empty arms watching her mother being kissed, kept telling them 
to leave off. In the next carriage, Mignon, with the view of sur- 
prising Lucy, made his sons recite one of La Fontaine s fables 
Henri especially was prodigious, he could say it right ofi without 
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a single mistake. But Maria Blond, at the ^ead o£ the procession, 
was .beginning to feel awfully bored, tired of poking fun at that 
fool of a Tatan N&e, who beheved her when she said that the 
Pans dairymen made their eggs out of gum and saffron. It was 
too far, would they never arrive? And the question, passed from 
carriage to carnage, at length reached Nana, who, after consult- 
ing her coachman, stood up and called to the others: 

“In about a quaiter of an hour. You see that church over 
there, behind the trees—” Then, after a slight pause, she re- 
sumed: “You don’t know, it seems that the owner of the Cha- 
teau de Chamont is an old* flame of the time of the first Na- 
polean. And oh' such a fast one, so Joseph told me, and he heard 
it when he was at the bishop’s. She used to lead a life such as 
one .couldn’t lead now. However, she has become awfully re- 
ligious.” 

“What’s her name?” asked Lucy, ^ 

“Madame d’Anglars.” 

“Irma d’Anglars 1 1 knew her I” aicd Gaga. 

From each vehicle there issued a string of exclamations, which 
were lost in the more rapid trot of the horses. Heads were 
stretched out to catch a glimpse of Gaga. Maria Blond and Ta- 
tan Ndn^ turned round and knelt on the seat, holding on to the 
closed hood at the back of the carriage, and questions were 
asked, and malicious observations, tempered with a secret ad- 
miration, were made Gaga had known her, that filled them all 
with respect for this far away past. 

“I was very young, then,” resumed Gaga. “All the same, I 
recollect I used to see her pass. It was said that she was some- 
thing disgusting at home, but m her cairiage she was magmfi- 
cent! And the most incredible stories circulated — such filthy 
goings-on that it’s a marvel she ever lived through them. It 
doesn’t surprise me that she has a chateau She could clear a 
man out as easy as breathe on him. Ah! Irma d’Anglars is still 
among the living! Well, my litde friends, she must be about 
ninety now.” 

On hearing this, the ladies all became very serious. Ninety 
years old! Theie wasn’t one of them, as Lucy said, who had a 
chance of living to that age. They were all roarers. Nana, too, 
declared that she didn’t want to make old bones; it was funnier 
hot to. They had now almost reached their destination, and 
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their conversation was interrupted by the drivers cracking their 
whips as they urged on the tired horses. Yet, m the midst of the 
noise, Lucy, jumping to another subject, continued talking, and 
pressed Nana to leave with the others on the morrow. The Ex- 
hibition was about to close, and the ladies were anxious to get 
back to Paris, where the season so far had surpassed their wild- 
est hopes. But Nana was obstinate. She detested Pans, she 
wouldn’t go back there for a long time to come. 

“Eh, ducky^ we’ll stay where we are.'*” said she, squeezing 
George’s knees, notwithstandmg Steiner’s presence 

The carriages suddenly stopped, and the party, very much sur- 
prised, alighted in a deserted-looking place at the foot of a hill. 
One of the drivers had to point out to them with his whip the 
ruins of the ancient abbey of Chamont, almost hidden by the 
trees. It was a great deception. The ladies were disgusted. All 
they could see were a few heaps of rubbish, over-giown with 
brambles, and a half tumble-down tower. Really it was ridicu- 
lous to come two leagues to see that. The driver then pointed out 
to them the chateau, the park belonging to, which was close to 
the abbey, and he told them they could reach it by following a 
little path that skirted the walls. They could take a look round 
whilst the carriages waited for them m the village. It was a most 
delightful walk. The party agreed to try it. 

“The deuce! lima must be very well offi” said Gaga, stopping 
in front of some iron railings at one of the corners of the park. 

They all gazed in silence at the handsome trees and shrubs 
on the other side of the railings. Then they continued along 
the narrow path, following the walls of the park, every now and 
then raising their eyes to admire the trees, the branches of which 
spread out overhead in an impenetrable green canopy. After 
three minutes’ walk they came to some more iron railings, 
which enabled them to see an extensive lawn, over which two 
venerable oak trees cast a welcome shade; and three minutes’ 
further walking brought them to some more railings, which ex- 
hibited to them an immense avenue, a passage of darkness, at 
the end of which the sun looked like a bright star. An admira- 
tion, at first silent, gradually burst forth into exclamations They 
had, at the outset, indulged themselves in chaff, feeling rather 
envious, however, all the time; but this, decidedly, was too much 
for them. What a wonder she w^, that Irma' Such things as 
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this gave one a grand idea of woman I The trees still continued 
as plentiful as ever, and at every few steps there were patches 
of ivy traihng over the wall, with the tops of summer-houses 
just visible, and screens of poplars succeeding to compact groups 
of elms and aspens Would it never come to an end! The ladies, 
tired of continually following this wall, without catching a 
glimpse, at every opening, of anything except masses of foliage, 
were anxious to see the chateau. They clutched the railings with 
both hands, pressing their faces against the iron A feeling of re- 
spect took possession of them, while thus kept at a distance, and 
dreaming of the chateau hidden in this immensity of trees After 
walking quickly for some time, they began to feel really fa- 
tigued Yet there were no signs of the wall coming to an end 
At every turn of the path ladies, despaiimg of ever reaching 
the end, talked of going back, but the more the length of the 
walk tired them, the more respectful they became, impressed as 
they were at every step by the calm and regal majesty of the 
domain. 

“It’s positively sickeningl” muttered Caroline Hequet between 
her teeth. 

Nana checked her with a shrug of the shoulders. For some 
little while she had not said a word, but walked along, looking 
slightly pale and very seiious Suddenly, at another turn, they 
found themselves close to the village; the wall abruptly termi- 
nated, and the chateau appeared at the end of a spacious couit- 
yard. They all stopped, lost in admiration of the lofty grandeur 
of the broad entrance-steps, of the twenty windows that studded 
the facade, of the extent of the three wings, the brick walls of 
which were framed with stone-work Hemi IV had inhabited 
that histone building, in which his bedroom still existed, with 
its enormous bed hung with Genoa velvet. Nana, deeply af- 
ected, sighed like a child. 

“My goodness I” murmured she very softly to herself. 

But a violent emotion seized upon all. Gaga, on a sudden, 
stated that it was Irma in person who was standing in front of 
the church. She recognised her perfectly; always upright, the 
minx, in spile of her age, and just the same eyes when she as- 
sumed her grand air. Vespers were just over. For an instant 
madame stood within the porch. She wore a silk dress of the 
colour of faded leaves, and looked very tall and simple, with the 
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venerable countenance of an old marchioness who had escaped 
the horrors of the Revolution. In her right hand a bulky prayer- 
book shone in the sunshine; and she slowly traversed the open 
space before the church, followed by a footman in livery, who 
walked at a respectful distance behind her. The congregation 
was streaming out; all the Chamont folks bowed low as she 
passed them, an old man kissed her hand; a woman fell on her 
knees before her. She was a mighty queen, loaded with years 
and honours. She ascended the steps of her chateau and disap- 
peared. 

“That’s what one comes to when one is careful,” said Mignon, 
in a convinced manner, while looking at his sons as though giv- 
ing them a lesson 

Then every one said something. Labordette thought her won- 
derfully preserved, Maria Blond called her an offensive name; 
whilst Lucy became quite angry, saying that one should ever 
respect old age — in short, they all agreed that she was some- 
thing stupendous, and then rejoined the carnages From Cha- 
mont to La Mignotte, Nana did not, utter a word. She turned' 
round twice to take a look at the chateau. Lulled by the noise 
of the wheels, she no longer felt Steiner by her side; she no 
longer beheld George seated in front of her A vision rose from 
out of the twilight — madame still passing slowly along, with 
the majesty of a mighty queen, loaded with years and honours. ' 

That evening George returned to Les Fondettes m time for 
dinner. Nana, more and more absent-minded and peculiar, had 
sent him home to ask his mamma’s forgiveness, It was indis- 
pensable, said she severely, seized with a sudden respect for 
family duties. She even made him promise not to return to her 
that night. She was tired, and he would only be doing his duty 
in showing obedience George, very much bored by this moral 
lesson, appeared before his mother with a heavy heart, and 
hanging down his head. Luckily for him, his brother Philippe 
had arrived— a big soldier and a very lively fellow. This dis- 
pelled the storm that was impending. Madame Hugon con- 
tented herself with looking at him with her eyes full of tears; 
whilst Philippe, informed of what had occurred, threatened to 
bring him back by the ears if he ever returned to that woman 
George, greatly relieved, slyly thought of a plan by which he 
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might escape the next afternoon towards two o’clock, and ar- 
range about his meeting witH Nana. 

During dinner, the guests at Les Fondettes seemed labouring 
under a certain embarrassment, Vandeuvres had announced his 
depaiture; he wished to take Lucy back to Pans, amused at the 
idea of carrying off this woman, whom he had known for ten 
years past without having felt the slightest desire for her person 
before. The Marquis de Chouard, his nose buried m his plate, 
was thinking of Gaga’s young lady; he recollected having nursed 
her on his knee. How quickly children grew up’ She was really 
becoming quite a plump little thing. Count Muffat, his face 
very red, > remained absorbed in reflection. He continually 
glanced at George. When dinner was over he went and shut 
himself in his room, complaining of a slight touch of fever M. 
Venot had hastened after him; and upstairs there was quite 
a scene between them. The count had flung himself on the bed 
and was stifling his nervous sobs in the pillow, whilst M. Venot, 
in a mild tone of voice, called him his brother, and exhorted him 
to implore the divine mercy He heard not, he had a rattling in 
his throat. All on a sudden, he jumped from the bed, and stam- 
mered, 

“I am going — I can no longer resist — 

“Very well,” said the old man, “I will go with you.” 

As they went out, two'' shadows were disappearing in the 
depths of a side-walk. Every night, Fauchery and Countess Sa- 
bine now let Daguenet help Estelle make the tea. On the high 
road, the count walked at such a pace, that his companion was 
obliged to run to keep up with him. Though short of breath, 
the old man did not cease offering him the best possible argu- 
ments against succumbing to the temptations of the flesh. The 
other never opened his mouth, but hurried onwards in the 
darkness. When_he reached La Mignotte, however, he said, 

‘T can fight no more— leave me.” 

“Then, God’s will be done,” murmured M. Venot. “He takes 
all means to assure his triumph. Your sin will become one of 
his weapons ” 

At La Mignotte, a good deal of quarrelling went on during 
the repast. Nana had received a letter from Bordenave, in 
which he advised her to take plenty of rest, but m a way that 
showed he did not care a pin about her: litde Violaine was 
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called twice before the curtain every night. And, as Mignon 
again pressed her to leave with them all on the morrow, Nana, 
exasperated, declared that she was not in want of advice from 
any one Besides, whilst at the table, she had behaved in a most 
ridiculously strait-laced manner. Madame Lerat, having made 
use of a rather objectionable word, she cried out— hang it all! 
she would allow nobody, not even her aunt, to utter filthy 
expressions in her presence. Then influenced by an idiotic attack 
of respectability, she bored everyone with her goody-goody sen- 
timents, with her ideas of giving little Louis a religious educa- 
tion, and a whole course of good behaviour for herself. As they 
all laughed, she made use of some very profound words, wag- 
ging her head like a worthy woman thoroughly convinced, say- 
ing that order alone led to fortune, and that she didn’t want to 
die on a dung heap. The other women, having had enough of 
it, protested. Was it possible' some one must have changed 
Nana' But she, immovable in her seat, relapsed into her reverie, 
ter eyes gazing into space, and conjuring up a vision of a Nana 
very rich .and very much bowed to. 

When Muffat arrived, they were all just going up to bed. 
Labordette noticed him in the garden, and, understanding his 
object, rendered him the service of getting Steiner out of the 
way, and leading him by the hand along the dark passage to the 
door of Nana’s room. Labordette, for this sort of jobs, had a 
most gentlemanly way, was very dexterous, and seemed de- 
lighted as conducing to another’s happiness. Nana showed no 
surprise, but merely felt bored by Muffat’s persistence. However, 
one must have an eye for business during life! It was stupid to 
love, it led to nothing Besides, she had scruples on account of 
Zizi’s youth: she had really behaved disgracefully. Well' she 
would return to the right path, and go for the old fellow. 

“Zoe|” said she to the maid who was only too delighted to 
leave the country, “pack the trunks the first thing to-morrow 
morning. We are going back to Paris.” 

And she allowed Mufiat to remain, though it caused her nc 
pleasure. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 

Three months latetj one night in December, Count Mufiat was 
walking up and down the Passage des Panoramas. It was a very 
mild evening. A shower had just driven a crowd of people into 
the Passage. There was quite a moh, and it was a slow and diffi- 
cult task to pass along between the shops on either side. Beneath 
the glass roof, brightened by the reflection, there was a most 
fierce illumination, consisting of an endless string of lights— 
white globes, red and blue lamps, rows of flaring gas-jets, and 
monstrous watches and fans formed of flames of fire — ^burning 
without any protection whatsoever; and the medley of colours 
in the various shop windows — ^the gold of the jewellers, the 
crystal vases of the confectioners, the pale silks of the milliners 
— blazed behind the spotless plate-glass, in the strong light cast 
by the reflectors; whilst among the chaos of gaudily painted 
signs, an enormous red glove in the distance looked like a bleed-" 
ing hand, cut ofl and fixed to a yellow cuff 
Count Muffat had strolled leisurely as far as the Boulevard. 
He cast a glance on the pavement, then slowly retraced his 
foot-steps, keeping close to the shops. A damp and warm air 
filled the narrow thoroughfare with a kind of luminous vapour. 
Along the flagstones, wet from the drippings of umbrellas, foot- 
steps reverberated continuously, without the sound of a single 
voice. The passers-by, elbowing the count at each turn, gazed 
at his impassive face, rendered paler than usual by the glare of 
the gas. So, to escape from their curiosity, he went and stood in 
front of a stationer’s shop, where he inspected, apparently with 
profound attention, a display of glass paper-weights, containing 
coloured representations of landscapes and flowers 
But in reality he saw nothing He was thinking of Nana. 
Why had she lied to him again? That morning she had writ- 
ten to tell him not to come to her m the evening, pretending 
that little Louis was ill, and that she would stay with him all 
night at her aunt’s. But he, being suspicious, had called at her 
house, and had learned from the concierge that madame had 
just gone off to her theatre. It surprised him, for he knew that 
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she had no part in the new piece. Why, then, that lie, and what 
could she be doing at the Variety Theatie that evening? 

Pushed against by some passer-by, the count, without know- 
ino- he did so, quitted the papei-weighls, and found himself in 
front of a window full of miscellaneous articles, and looking in 
his absorbed way at a quantity of pocketbooks and cigar-cases, 
all which had the same little blue swallow painted on one of 
the corners. Nana was ceitamly altered. In the early days, after 
her return from the country, she used to send him mad when 
she kissed him on the face and whiskers, with the little playful 
ways of a kitten, swearing that lie was her ducky darling, the 
only little man whom she adored. He no longer feaied George, 
who was kept by his mother at Les Fondettes. There remained 
fat old Steiner, whose place he supposed he had taken, but he 
had never dared to ask a question on the subject. He knew 
that Steiner was in a great mess about money matters, and on 
the point of being declared a delaulter at the Bourse, and that 
his only chance w'as a rise m the shares of the Salt Works of 
the Landes. If he ever met him at Nana’s she would always 
explain, in a reasonable sou of way, that she had not the heart 
to send him off like a dog, after all he had spent upon her. Be- 
sides, for three months past, he, the count, had lived in the midst 
of a sort of sensual whirlpool, outside of which he understood 
nothing very clearly but the necessity of possessing Nana. This 
late awakening of his flesh was like the gluttony of a child, 
which leaves no room for cichei vanity or jealousy, Only a pre- 
cise sensation could strike him Nana was not as nice as at first, 
she no longei kissed him on the beard. This caused him some 
anxiety, and, as a man ignorant of the ways of women, he asked 
himself what she could have to repioach him with. Yet, be - 
fancied that he satisfied all hei desires; and his thoughts 
turned to the letter of the morning, to that complicated he, told j 
for the simple object of spending the evening at 'her theatre, t 
Jostled again by the crowd, he had crossed the Passage, and was.| 
racking his biain at the entrance to a restaurant, his .eyes fixed* | 
on some plucked laiks and a fine salmon, which were displayed^ ' 
in the window. ■ 

At length he seemed to tear himself from this spectacle. He 
pulled himself together, and, raising his eyes, noticed_ that it 
was close upon nine o’clock. Nana would soon be coming out, 
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and he would insist upon knowing the truth; and he walked 
about, recalling to mind the evenings already spent in that 
place, when he used to Call for her at the stage door of the 
theatre. He knew all the shops. He recognised their odours in 
the atmosphere laden with the stench of gas, the strong smell 
of Russian leather, the fragrance of vanilla which came from the 
basement of a dealer in chocolate, the whiffs of musk issuing 
from the open door of the perfumers; and he no longer dared 
stop in front of the pale taces-'of the shop-women, who placidly 
surveyed him as an old acquaintance. One minute he appeared 
to study the row of little round windows above the shops, in 
the midst of the different signs, as though he saw them for the 
first time. Then he went again as far as the Boulevard, and 
stood there a little while. The rain now only came down in very 
fine drops, which falling cold upon his hands, calmed him Now 
his thoughts wandeied to his wife, who was at a chateau near 
MScon, with her friend Madame de Chezelles, who had been 
very unwell ever since the autumn The vehicles on the Boule- 
vard rolled along in a river of mud. The country must be un- 
bearably in such weather. But, this anxiety suddenly returning, 
he plunged once more into the stifling heat of the Passage, and 
walked with rapid strides past the loungers. The idea had just 
occurred to him that, if Nana had any doubts about his com- 
ing, she might make off by the Galerie Montmartre 
From that moment the count watched at the stage-door him- 
self He did not like waiting in that bit of a lobby, where he 
was afraid of being recognised It was at the junction of the 
Galene des Vanetes and of the Galerie Saint-Marc, a nasty 
corner, with some obscure shops — a cobbler who never had any 
customers, dealers in musty furniture, a smoky reading-room 
in a state of somnolence, with its shadeddamps shedding a green 
light at night. Hereabouts one could always see gentlemen 
stylishly dressed, patiently wandering about amongst all that us- 
ually encumbers a stage-door — drunken scene-shifters, and 
painted hussies in gaudy rags A single gas-jet, in an unwashed 
globe, lighted up the entrance. One moment Muffat had the 
idea of questioning Madame Bron, but then he feared that, 
should Nana hear of his being there, she might leave by the 
Boulevard He resumed his walk, resolved to wait until he 
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was turned out when the man shut the gates, as had already 
happened to him on two occasions. 

The thought of going back alone filled his heart with anguish. 
Each time that any dressed-up girls, or men m dirty garments, 
came out and looked at him, he went and stood in fiont of the 
reading-room, where, between a couple of posters in the win- 
dow, he always beheld the same sight— a little old man, sitting 
upright and alone at the immense table, in the green light of a 
lamp, reading a green newspaper which he held in his green 
hands But a few minutes before ten o’clock, another gentleman 
—a tall handsome man, fair, and wearing well-fitting gloves, 
began also to wander about outside the theatre Then every time 
they met, they mistrustfully gave each other a sidelong glance. 
The count walked as far as the junction of the two galleries, 
which was decorated with a tall mirror; and, seeing himself in it 
looking so solemn-faced, and with such a correct gait, he was 
seized with shame, mixed with fear. 

Ten o’clock struck MufEat suddenly remembered that it was 
easy enough for him to see if Nana was in her dressing-room. 
He went up the three steps, passed through the little hall be- 
smeared with a coat of yellow paint, and reached the courtyard 
by -a door that was only latched. At that hour the courtyard, 
narrow and damp like a well, with its foul-smelling closets, its 
water-tap, the kitchen-stove, and the plants with which the 
doorkeeper lumbered it, was bathed in a black mist; but the two 
walls which rose up, studded with windows, were ablaze with 
light. Below were the property-room and the firemen’s station, 
on the left the manager’s rooms, on the right and up above the 
dressing-rooms. On the sides of this well they looked like so 
many oven doors opening into darkness. The count had at once 
noticed a light in the window of the dressing-room on the first 
floor; and, feeling relieved and happy, he stood there in the 
greasy mud, looking up in the air, and inhaling the unsavoury 
stench at this back of an old Parisian house. Large drops were 
running down from a cracked water pipe. A ray of gaslight, 
from Madame Bron’s window, gave a yellow tinge to a bit of 
moss-coveied pavement, to the foot of a wall eaten away by 
the water from a sink, and to a heap of rubbish on which in- 
numerable old pails and cracked pots and pans had been thrown 
together, with a saucepan' in which a scragglyi spindle-tree was 
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vainly endeavouring to grow. There was heard the sound of ,a 
window opening, and the count hastened away 

Nana would certainly be coming out directly He returned 
to the window of the reading-room In the deep shadow, broken 
only by a faint glimmer like that of a night-light, the little old 
man could still be seen there with his face buried in his paper. 
Then the count walked about again, strolling rather farther off 
He crossed the main gallery, and followed the Galerie des Va- 
rietes as far as the Galerie Feydeau, cold and deserted, and 
plunged in a lugubrious obscurity; and then he returned, and, 
passing before the theatre, ventured along the Galerie Samt- 
Marc as far as the Galerie Montmartre, where he "watched a 
machine cutting up sugar in a grocer’s shop But on his third 
tuyn, the fear that Nana might go off behind his back made him 
lose all self-respect. He went and stood with the fair gentleman 
right opposite the stage-door, and they both exchanged a glance 
of fraternal humility, lighted up with a remnant of mistrust as 
to a possible rivalry. Some scene-shifters who came out to smoke ^ 
their pipes during one of the acts shoved up against them, with- 
out either of them daring to complain Three big girls, with 
tangled hair and dirty dresses, appeared in the doorway, eating 
apples and spitting out the cores; and the two men hung down 
their heads, and submitted to the effrontery of their stares and 
the coarseness of their remarks, consenting to be dirtied and 
bespattered by these hussies, who amused themselves by jostling 
against them as they roughly played together. 

Just then Nana came down the three steps. She turned deadly 
pale as she caught sight of Muffat. 

“Ah I it’s you,” she stammered. 

The jeering girls became frightened when they recognised 
hei ; and they stood still in a row, erect and serious, like servants 
caught by their mistress when doing wrong. The tall fair gen- 
tleman had moved a little distance off, sad and reassured at 
the same time 

“Well, give me your arm,” resumed Nana abruptly, 

They walked slowly away. The count, who had prepared a 
number of questions, could find nothing to say. It was she 
who, in a rapid tone of voice, related a long rigmarole — she had 
stayed at her aunt’s till eight o’clock; then, seeing that little 
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Louis was a great deal better, she had had the idea of coming 
to the theatre for a short time. 

“For anything particular?” asked he. 

“Yes, a new piece,” she replied, after a slight hesitation. “They 
wanted to have my opinion ” 

He knew that she lied But the warmth of her arm, leaning 
heavily on his, left him without strength to say a word. His 
anger and his annoyance at having had to wait for her so long 
had disappeared; his sole anxiety was to keep her, now that he 
had her with him. On the morrow he would try and find out 
what she had been about in her dressing-room. Nana, still hesi- 
tating, and visibly a prey to the inward struggle of a person 
trying to regain her composure and to decide on a course of ac- 
tion, Stopped, on turning the corner of the Galerie des Vanetes, 
in front of a fan-maker’s window. 

“Look' isn’t It lovely?” she murmured, “the mother-of-pearl 
one trimmed with feathers.” Then, in a careless tone of voice, 
she added, “So, you are coming home with me?” 

“Why, of course,” said Muffat, astonished, “as your child is 
better.” 

She regretted her long-winded story. Perhaps little Louis had 
had another attack, and she talked of returning to Batignolles: 
but as. he offered to go too, she let the subject drop. One min- 
ute she boiled with rage, like a woman who finds herself caught 
and who IS obliged to show herself submissive and gentle. How- 
ever, she became resigned to her fate, and resolved to gam time; 
if she could only get rid of the count by midnight, all would go 
as she wished, 

“Ah! yes; you are a bachelor to-night,” she resumed. “Your 
wife does not return till to-morrow morning, does she?” 

“No,” replied Muffat, slightly annoyed at hearing her speak 
of the countess in that familiar way. But she continued to ques- 
tion him, asking the time of the arrival of the tram, and wishing 
to know whether he intended going to the station to meet his 
wife. She had again slackened her footsteps, as though very 
much interested m the contents of the shop windows, 

“Oh! look there!” she exclaimed, stopping in front of a jewel- 
ler’s, “what a funny bracelet'” 

She loved the Passage des Panoramas. Ever since her girlhood 
she had had a passion for the glitter of Paris gee-gaws, counter- 
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feit jewellery, gilded zinc, and imitation leather. Whenever she 
passed through it she could not drag herself away from the 
shops, just the same as when she used to run about the streets, 
lingering opposite the sweets of a confectioner’s, listening to 
the playing of an organ next door, smitten above all by the bad 
taste of the articles that seemed marvels of cheapness — house- 
wives contained in monstrous walnut shells, rag-pickers’ baskets 
full of toothpicks, Vendome columns and Luxor obelisks hold- 
ing thermometers. But that night she was too much upset, she 
looked without seeing. It bothered her immensely not to have 
her evening to herself, and, in her secret revolt, she felt a long- 
ing to do something foolish A fat lot of use it was to have men 
well off^ She had )ust run through the prince and Steiner,’ 
indulging all her childish caprices, without in the least knowing 
where the money had gone to. Her rooms in the Boulevard 
Haussmann were not even now completely furnished; the draw- 
ing-room alone, all in crimson satin, but too full and too lavish- 
ly decorated, had a certain effect. At this time, too, her creditors 
were dunning her more than ever before, when she was quite 
without means, and this surprised her immensely, for she looked 
■upon herself as a model of economy. For a month past, that 
old thief Steiner could only find a thousand francs with the 
greatest diEEculty on occasions when she threatened to kicjt him 
out of the place if he did not bring the money. As for Muffat, 
he was a fool; he had no idea of what a man should give a 
woman like her, so she could not blame him for his stinginess 
Ah( she would have sent the whole of them to the right about 
if she had not all day kept repeating to herself a number of 
wise maxims I One must be reasonable, Zoe was in the habit of 
saying to her every morning, and she herself had ever present to 
her mind a sacred recollection, the royal vision of Chamont, 
constantly invoked and embellished. And that was why, in spite 
of a tremor of suppressed rage, she walked submissively along, 
leaning on the count’s arm, going from one shop window to 
another in the midst of the now less frequent passers-by. Out- 
side, the foot-pavement was gradually drying, a cool breeze en- 
tered the Passage, sending before it the hot air collected beneath 
the glass roof, and creating quite a commotion among the col- 
oured lamps, the rows of gas-)ets, and the monstrous fan flaming 
away like fire-works. A waiter was turning out the lights at the 
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door o£ the restaurant, whilst in the empty and brilliantly il- 
luminated shops, the immovable shop-women seemed sleeping 
with their eyes open 

“OhI the lovel” exclaimed Nana, glancing in at the last win- 
dow, and returning a few steps to admire a porcelain grey- 
hound, which was , raising its paw over a nest hidden among 
some roses. 

. They at length, quitted Passage, and she would not take 
a cab. It was very nice out of doors, said she; besides, there was 
no occasion to hurry, it would be delightful to walk home, Then, 
when they had got as far as the Cafe Anglais, she longed to 
have some oysters, saying that she had eaten nothing since the 
morning, on account of little Louis’s illness. Muffat did not like 
to disappoint her. As yet, he had not ventured much about with 
her in public, so he asked foi a pnvate room, and hurried along 
the corridor. She followed him slowly, like a woman thorough- 
ly acquainted with the establishment, and they were just on the 
point of entering an apartment of which a waiter had opened 
the door, when a man suddenly rushed out of an adjoining 
room, from which issued a regular tempest of shouts and laugh- 
ter. It was Daguenet, 

“Halloi Nanai” cried he. 

The count quickly vanished inside his room, leaving the door 
ajar. But, as his broad back disappeared, Daguenet winked his 
eye, and added jokingly: 

“The deuce I you are getting on; you take them from the 
Tuileries nowl” 

Nana smiled, and placed her finger on her lips to make him 
hold his tongue. She saw that be was a bit on, but was happy 
all the same at meeting him, still keeping a little corner in her 
heart for him, in spite of his shabby behaviour m not recogniz- 
ing her when he was in the company of ladies. 

“What are you doing now?” she inquired in a friendly 

“I am turning over a new leaf. In fact, I am seriouslv thim 
ing of getting married.” 

She shrugged her shoulders with a look of pity. But 
tinuing his joking tone, said that it was not a life worth, 
just to earn on the Bourse barely sufficient to pay for ’the 
quets he gave to his lady friends, in order that they shcffil^H 
think him mean. His three hundred thousand francs haw^H 
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lasted km eighteen months. He intended to be more practical. 
He would marry a big dowry and die a prefect like his father. 
Nana continued to smile incredulously. She nodded her head in 
the direction of the room he had just left. 

“Whom are you with^” 

“Oh I quite a party,” said he, forgetting his projects in a burst 
of intoxication. “Just fancy, Lea is relating her journey m Egypt, 
It’s awfully funny I There’s a certain story of a bath — ” 

And he related the story. Nana complaisantly waited to hear 
it. They had ended by leaning against the walls of the corridor, 
one in front of the other. Jets of gas were flaring beneath the 
low ceiling, a vague odour of cookery hung about the folds of 
the hangings. Now and then, m order to hear themselves above 
the occasionally increasing noise, they were obliged to put their 
faces close together. Every few seconds, a waiter laden with 
dishes, finding the way blocked up, was forced to disturb the 
pair. But they, without interrupting themselves, squeezed close 
up against the walls, calmly conversing together amidst the dm 
caused by the customers, and the interruptions of the servants. 

“Look there,” whispered the young man, pointing to the door 
of the room Muffdt had entered. 

They both watched. The door shook softly, as though moved 
by some gentle breeze, then it slowly closed, without the least 
sound They exchanged a silent laugh. The count must cut a 
funny figure, all alone there by himself. 

“By the way,” asked she, “have you read the article Fauchery 
has written about me?” 

“Yes, the ‘Golden Fly,’ ” replied Daguenet. “I did not speak 
of it, as I thought you might not like it.” 

“Not like it, why? It’s a very long article,” 

She felt flattered by being written about in the “Figaro,” With- 
out the explanations of Francis, her hairdiesser, who had 
brought her the paper, she would not have known that she was 
the person alluded to Daguenet watched her from out of the 
corner of his eye, with a sneer on his face. Well, as she was 
pleased, every one else ought to be. i i 

“By your leave I” cried a waiter, as he passed between them, 
holding m both hands a magnum of champagne in ice. 

Nana moved a step in the direction of the room where Muf- 
fat awaited her 
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“Well' good-bye,” said Daguenet. “Go back to your cuckold.” 

“Why do you call him a cuckold?” she inquired, standing 
still again 

“Because he is a cuckold, of course'” 

Very much interested, she returned to him, and, leaning up 
against the wall as before, merely said, “Ah!” 

“What, didn’t you know it? His wife has succumbed to 
Fauchery, my dear. It probably first took place when they were 
staying together in the country. Fauchery left me just now as I 
was coming here, and I fancy they have arranged a meeting 
at his place for to-mght. They have invented some journey, I 
believe.” 

For some minutes Nana remained dumb with emotion. “I 
thought as much'” said she at length, slapping her thighs “I 
guessed it the first time I saw her, you recollect, when we 
passed them on that countiy road. Is it possible, a respectable 
woman to deceive hei husband, and with such a dirty black- 
guard as, Fauchery' He’ll teach her some fine things.” 

“Oh!” murmured Daguenet maliciously, “this isn’t her first 
trial by a long way. She knows perhaps as much as he does.” 

“Really? Well, they’re a nice lot' it’s too abominable!” she 
exclaimed, indignantly. 

“By your leave'” cried another waiter, passing between them, 
laden With several more bottles of wine. 

Daguenet walked with her tow'ards her room, and then held 
her for a moment by the hand. He assumed his crystal-toned 
voice-^a foice chat sounded like a harmonica, and which was 
the cause of his great success among the ladies. 

“Good-bye, darling. You kno'w I love you always.” 

She released herself; and smiling on him, her voice drowned 
by a thunder of cries and bravos which shook the door of the 
room m which the party was being held, she said: . 

“Don’t be a fool; that’s all over now. But, all the same, come 
and see me one of these days. We can have a long chat.” Therif. 
becoming very serious, she added, in the highly indignant to^ 
of a most respectable woman. "Ah I he’s a cuckold. Well! A 
boy, that’s a confounded nuisance. I’ve always felt the greafc^ 
disgust for a cuckold.” ' 

When she at length entered the room, she found Mufi^ 
with pale face and trembling hands, tesignedly sitting on 1^ 
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narrow sofa. He did not utter a single reproach She, dreadfully 
excited, was divided between feelings of pity and contempt. 
The poor man, who was so shamefully deceived by a wicked 
woman ' She had a longing to put her arms round his neck, and 
to console him But yet it was only just, he was such a fool with 
women, it would be a lesson for him Her pity, however, got the 
better of her. She did not send him off, after having her oysters, 
as she had intended doing, They remained a quarter of an hour 
longer at the Cafe Anglais, and then went home together to the 
Boulevard Haussmann. It was eleven o’clock; by midnight she 
would easily discover some pleasant means of getting rid of him. 

When she was in the anteroom she prudently gave Zoe some 
instructions, 

“You must watch for him, and when he comes tell him not 
to make any noise, if the other one is still with me ” 

“But where shall I put him. madame?” 

“Keep him in the kitchen; that will be the safest.” 

Mu flat was taking oft his overcoat in the bedroom. A btg fire 
was burning in the grate It was the same room, with its violet 
ebony furniture, its hangings and chair coverings of figured 
damask, large blue flowers on a grey ground On two occasions 
Nana had thought of having it altered— the first tim^ she 
wished It to be all in black velvet, the second in white satin, 
with rose-coloured ribbons; but as soon as Steiner consented, she 
squandered the money she obtained from him to pay for it. All 
she had added was a tiger skin in front of the fire-place, and a 
crystal lamp that hung from the ceiling. 

“I’m not at all sleepy; I’m not going to bed yet,” said Nana, 
as soon as they had shut themselves in. 

The count obeyed her with the submission of a man who is 
no longer afraid of being seen. His sole anxiety was not to 
anger her. 

“As you please,” he murmured 

However, he took off his boots, before sitting down in front 
of the fire. One of Nana’s delights was to undressvherself op- 
posite her wardrobe, which had a glass door in which she could 
see herself full length She would remove everything, and would 
then become Ibst in self-contemplation. A passion which she had 
for her own person — a rapturous admiration of her satin-like 
skin and the suppleness of her form — ^would root her there, sen- 
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ous and attentive, absorbed in a love of herself. The hairdresser 
would at times enter the room and find her thus occupied, 
without her even turning her head. Then Count Muffat would 
fly into a passion, and she would be greatly surprised. What 
was the matter with him? It wasn’t for the benefit of others 
that she did it; it was for her own. 

That night she had lighted all the candles, and, as she was 
about to let her last garment drop from her shoulders, she stood 
still, pre-occupied for a moment, having a question at the tip of 
her tongue. 

“Have you read the aiUcle in the ‘Figaro’? The paper is there, 
on the table. The recollection of Daguenei’s sneering laugh had 
returned to her, she was filled with a doubt If that Fauchery 
had been slandering her, she would have her revenge “They say 
that It refers to me,” she resumed, affecting an air of indiffer- 
ence. “Well, what do you think, ducky.?” 

And slipping off her chemise she remained naked, waiting 
until Muffat had finished reading. Muffat read slowly. Fauch- 
ery’s article, entitled the “Golden Fly,” was the story of a girl 
born from four or five generations of drunkards, her blood 
tainted by a long succession of misery and drink, which, in her, 
had transformed itself into a nervous decay of her sex. She had 
sprouted on the pavement of one of the Pans suburbs; and, 
tall, handsome, of superb flesh, the same as a plant growing on 
a dunghill, she avenged the rogues and vagabonds from whom 
she sprang. With her, the putrefaction that was left to ferment 
among the people, rose and polluted the aristocracy. She became, 
without herself wishing it, one of nature’s instruments, a fer- 
ment of destruction, coriupting and disorganizing Paris. It was 
at the end of the article that the comparison .with the fly oc- 
curred-^a fly of the colour of the sun, which had flown from 
out some filth — a fly that gathered death on the carrion left b;^ 
the roadside, and that, buzzing and dancing, and emitting i’. 
sparkle of precious stones, poisoned men by merely touchfag 
them in their palaces which it entered by the windows. 

Muffat raised his head and looked fixedly into the fire. 

“Well, what do you think of it?” asked Nana. 

But he did not answer. He appeared inclined to re^ff 
article over again. A cold shudder passed from his heaA^i 
shoulders. The article was written in a most diafeoiiciM 
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with capering phrases, an excess of unexpected words and 
strange comparisons. However, he remained very much struck 
by It; It had abruptly aroused in him all that which, for some 
months past, he had not cared to disturb. 

Then he raised his eyes Nana was absorbed in her admira- 
tion of herself. She had bent her neck and was looking atten- 
tively in the glass at a little brown mole on her side, and she 
touched It with the tip of her finger, making it stand out more 
by slightly leaning back, thinking, no doubt, that it looked droll 
and pretty Then she amused herself by studying other parts of 
her body with the vicious curiosity of her childhood. It always 
surprised her thus to see herself; she appeared amazed and fas- 
cinated like a young girl on first discovering her puberty. After 
slowly spreading out her arms to develop her plump Venus-like 
frame, she ended by swinging herself from right to left, her 
knees wide apart, her body bent back over her loins, with the 
continual quivering movement of an alme dancing the stomach 
dance 

Muffat watched her. She frightened him. The newspaper had 
fallen from his hands. In that moment of clear understanding, 
he despised himself It was true. In three months she had cor- 
rupted his life, he already felt tainted to his very marrow by an 
abomination which he would never himself have dreamt of. At 
that hour everything was beginning to fester within him. For an 
instant he was conscious of the results of sin, he beheld the dis- 
organization wrought by this ferment, himself poisoned, his 
family destroyed, a corner of society cracking and tumbling into 
rums. And, not being able to withdraw his gaze, he watched 
Nana fixedly, and sought to add to his disgust. 

Nana was not; moving now With an arm passed behind her 
neck, and one hand clasped in the other, she was leaning back 
her head, widt her elbows wide apart. He caught sight oblique- 
ly of her half-closed eyes, her slightly opened mouth, her face 
covered with a bewitching smile, her firm amazonian breasts 
with their sturdy muscles quivermg beneath the satin of her 
skin, and behind hei her loose yellow hair covering her back 
with a mane like a lioness. Muffat followed this delicate profile, 
these flakes of rosy flesh disappearing in a golden shadow, these 
curves which the light of the candles caused to shine like silk. 
He thought of his old horror of woman, the monster of Scrip- 
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turCj lecherous and bestial. Nana was covered all over with a 
reddish down which gave to her skin the appearance! of velvet; 
whilst, in her flanks and maie-hke thighs, in the thick rolls of 
fiesh which veiled her sex witli their troubled shadow, there was 
something of the beast It was the golden insect, unconscious of 
Its power, but yet destroying the world with its smell alone, 
Muffat still continued to look, so completely possessed by the 
sight that, having for a moment lowered his eyelids and with- 
drawn his gaze, the animal reappeared in the depths of the 
darkness, enlarged, terrible, and with its posture exaggerated. 
And It would remain there, before his eyes, in his very flesh, 
as It were, for evermore. 

Nana was now rolling herself up. A tremor of endearment 
seemed to have passed through her limbs. With moistened eyes 
she tried to become smaller, as though to feel herself all the bet- 
ter. Then she unclasped her hands behind her neck, and let them 
slip slowly down to her breasts, which she pressed in a nervous 
embrace. And, satiated, melting into a caress of her whole body, 
she fondlingly rubbed her cheeks, right and left, against her 
shoulders Her rapacious mouth breathed desire upon her. She 
pouted her lips and kissed herself longingly close to her arm- 
pit, smiling the while at that other Nana who was also kissing 
herself in the looking-glass. 

Then Muffat uttered a low and prolonged sigh. This self- 
enjoyment exasperated him. All his reason was abruptly swept 
away us though by a gale of wind He seized Nana round the 
waist, and, in an outburst of brutal passion, flung her on to the 
carpet. 

“Let me be,” cried she— “you have hurt me!” 

He was conscious of his defeat He knew that she was stupid, 
ribald and deceitful, and he desired her all the same, even poi- 
sonous though she might be. 

“Oh' It’s ridiculous!” said she, in a fury, when she had re- ‘ 
gained her feet. _ 

However, she became calmer. He would soon be going off, 
After putting on a night-dress trimmed with lace, she sat down 
on the rug before the fire. It was her favourite place. As she 
again questioned him respecting Fauchery’s article, Muffat gave 
vague answers, anxious to avoid a scene. Then she lapsed into a 
long silence, thinking of some means of getting rid of the count. 
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She wanted to do it pleasantly, for she was a good-natured 
girl, and was sorry to pain others, and more especially him, be- 
cause he was a cuckold — a circumstance that had led to making 
her feel more kindly disposed towards him. 

“So It’s to-morrow morning,” she at length observed, “that 
you are expecting your wile'’” 

Muffat had thrown himself into an easy-chair He looked 
drowsy and tired He nodded his head Nana watched him 
seriously, racking her brain the while Still seated on the rug, 
amidst the rumpled lace, she was nursing one of her bare feet 
between her hands, and kept turning it about mechanically. 

“How long have you been married'’’’ asked she. 

“Nineteen years,” replied the count 

“Ah I And your wife, is she nice'’ Do you get on well to- 
gether?” 

He did not answer Then, in an embarrassed sort of way, he 
said, “You know, I have asked you never to speak of such mat- 
ters ” 

“Reallyl And why, pray?” she cried, already beginning to lose 
her temper “I sha’n’t eat your wife by speaking of her, that’s 
very certain. My dear fellow, all women aie alike ” 

Here she paused, afraid of saying too much Only, she as- 
sumed a superior sort of an air, as she thought herself exceed- 
ingly kind. The poor man, one ought not to be too hard on 
him. Besides, a merry idea had just occurred to her. She smiled 
as she critically examined him She resumed, 

“I say, I haven’t told you the report that Fauchery has spread 
about you — he’s a regular viperl I’ve no ill-feeling against him, 
because his article might be true; but, all the same, he’s a regu- 
lar viper ” And laughing boisterously, and letting go of her foot, 
she crawled along the rug and leant her bosom against the 
count’s knees “Only fancy, he swears you were a perfect inno- 
cent when you married your wife! Do you understand? Is it 
true?” 

She looked him straight in the face, and placing her hands 
on his shoulders, she shook him to make him confess. 

“Of course it is,” he at length rephed in a solemn tone of 
voice 

Then she again rolled herself at his feet in a wild fit of laugh- 
ter, stuttering and slapping his legs. 
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No, it s not possible Such a thing could only happen to you 
You re a phenomenon. But, my poor ducky, you must have 
looked foolish^ When a man knows nothing it’s always so 
funny ^ By Jove^ I should have liked to have seen you I And did 
it go off all right ^ Tell me, oh I come now, tell me all about it ” 

She pressed him with questions, asking everything, insisting 
on having details And she laughed so heartily, with such sud- 
den outbursts as made her roll about in her night-dress— which 
one moment slipped from her shoulders, and the next curled 
itself up under her, and displayed her skin shining like gold m 
front of the blazing fire that the count, little by little, gave her 
the history of his wedding-mght He no longer felt any repug- 
nance, and ended by thinking it great fun to explain. He merely 
chose his words, through a remnant of shame The young wom- 
an, very excited, questioned him about the countess She was 
beautifully made, but a regular icicle, so he pretended 

Oh^ you ve no cause for jealousy, ’ he despicably murmured 

Nana had left off laughing, and had resumed her seat, her 
back to the fire, and her chin resting on her knees, round which 
she had clasped her hands. 

“My dear fellow, it’s the greatest mistake out for a man to ap- 
pear a ninny to his wife on the first night,” declared she, m a 
grave tone of voice. 

“Why?” asked the count, m surprise 

“Because,” replied she, slowly, like a professor. 

She was lecturing, she wagged her head However, she 
deigned to explain herself. 

“You see, I know all about it Well! my boy, women don’t 
like simpletons. They say nothing, on account of their modesty, 
you know; but you may be quite sure they think a great deal, 
and, sooner or later, when they haven’t had what they expected, 
they seek for it elsewhere. There, now you know as much as 
Ido.” 

He did not seem to understand, sO she was more circum’- 
stantial. She became quite maternal, and gave him this lessoA 
in a friendly way, out of the kindness of her heart Ever sin« 
she had heard that he was a cuckold, the knowledge of this 
cumstance worried her. She had a hankering to discuss 
matter with him 

“Well, really! I’ve been talking of things that don’t conqaa 
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me. What I say is simply because I want every one to be happy. 
We’re merely having a chat, aren’t we? Come, now, you must 
answer me truly.” 

But' she interrupted herself to change her position The fire 
was so fierce 

“By Jove' isn’t it hot? My back’s quite cooked Wait a mo- 
ment, I’ll cook my stomach a bit now; it’s good for the spasms'” 

And when she had turned herself round, with her legs 
doubled under her, she resumed, “You and your wife don’t 
occupy the same room, do you?” 

“No, I assure you,” replied Muffat, afraid not to answer. 

“And you think that she’s a regular stick?” 

He affirmatively bowed his head 

“And that’s why you come to me? Answer me' I sha’n’t be 
angry.”' 

He bowed his head again. 

“Very well'” concluded she, “I thought as much. Ah! poor 
fellow! You know my aunt, Madame Lerat? Next lime she 
comes get her to tell you the story of the green-grocer who lives 
in her street. Just fancy, the green-grocer— Drat it' the fire is 
hot; I must turn round again. I’ll cook my left side this time.” 

As she piesented her hip to the flames, a funny idea seized 
hold of her, and she joked herself m a 3olly sort of way, de- 
lighted at seeing how plump and rosy she looked in the reflec- 
tion of the fire. 

“I say' I’m just like a goose. Yes! that’s it — a goose roasting, 
I turn, I turn. Really, I’m cooking in my own juice.” 

Again she laughed aloud, when suddenly there was a sound 
of voices and of closing doors. Muffat, surprised, interrogated 
her with a look She at once became serious, and there was an 
anxious expression on her face. It was no doubt Zoe’s cat, a 
confounded beast that was always breaking everything. Half 
past twelve. Whatever had she been thinking of, wasting her 
time m working for her cuckold’s happiness? Now that the 
other one was there she must get rid of him, and quickly, too, 

“What were you saying?” asked the count complaisantly, de- 
lighted at finding her so amiable. 

But in her desire to send him off, her humour quickly 
changed. She was coarse, and no longed minced her words 

“Ah! yes, the green-grocer and his wife. Well' my boy, they 
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never got on together, not a bit' She, you know, expected all 
sortvof things, but he was a ninny And so it went on till it 
ended like this he, thinking her a stick, went with a lot of 
strumpets, and got more than he bargained for; whilst she, on 
her side, consoled herself with some fellows who knew a trifle 
more than her simpleton of a husband And it always ends like 
that when you don’t understand each other. I know it does'” 

Muffat paled, understanding at last her allusions, and wished 
to make her leave off. But she intended to have her say. 

“No, hold your row' If you were not all a set of fools, you 
would be just as nice with your wives as you are with us; and 
if your wives were not a lot of geese, they would take the same 
trouble to keep you to themselves that we take to hook you. But 
you all give yourselves such confounded airs. There, my boy; put 
that in your pipe and smoke it.” 

“Do not talk about respectable women,” said he, severely, 
“You do not know anything about them.” 

On hearing this, Nana rose on her knees. 

“I don’t know anything about them' But they’re not even 
clean, your respectable women' No, they’re not even clean' I 
defy you to find one who would dare to show hesself as I am 
here. Really, you make me laugh, with your respectable women' 
Don’t drive me too haid, don’t force me to say things that I 
should regret afterwaids.” 

For sole rejoinder, the count muttered a foul word between 
his teeth. Nana, in her turn, became deathly pale.' She looked at 
him for a few seconds without speakmg. Then, in a clear voice, 
she asked, 

“What would you do if your wife deceived you?” 

He made a menacing gesture. 

“Well! and I, supposing I deceived you?” 

“Oh I you,” he murmured, shrugging his shoulders. 

Nana was certainly not unfeeling. Ever since the first words, 
she had been resisting a desire to tell 'him of his cuckoldom to 
his face. She would have liked to have confessed him quietly. 
But he exasperated her; she must put an end to it. 

“Therefore, my boy,” she resumed, “I don’t know what the , 
devil you’re doing here You’ve done nothing but pester me for ' 
the last' two hours. So go and join your wife, who’s consoling j 
herself with Fauchery. Yes, I know what I’m saying; in the Rt^l 
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Taitbout, at the cornei of the Rue de Provence I give you the 
address, you see ” Then, seeing Muftat rise on his feet, stagger- 
ing like an ox that had just received a stunning blow, she added 
triumphantly, “Ah I they’re getting on well, your respectable 
womeni They even interfere with us now, and take our lovers!” 

But she was unable to continue. In a terrible passion he threw 
her full length on the floor, and raising his heel, was about to 
crush her face to silence her For the moment she had an awful 
fright; but he, blinded, and as though mad, left her, and rushed 
helplessly about the room Then the choking silence he main- 
tained, the sight of the internal struggle which shook his frame, 
brought tears to her eyes. She felt a mortal regret, and curling 
herself up before the fire, so as to cook her right side, she under- 
took to console him 

“I assure you, darling, I thought you knew of it, Otherwise, I 
would certainly not have spoken. Then, after all, perhaps it isn’t 
true. I’m not sure of anything. 1 meiely heard it— people talk 
about it; but that proves nothing, does it? Ahl really now, you’re 
very stupid to be put out about it It I was a man, I wouldn’t 
care a tinker’s curse for any woman' Women, my boy, high or 
low, are alUthe same— all loose fish; it’s six of one and half-a- 
dozen of the other.” 

She went m for abusing women m general, so as to make the 
blow less hard to bear, but he did not listen to her, he did not 
hear her Whilst stamping about, he had somehow or other 
managed to get on his boots and his overcoat. For a moment 
longer he wandered about the loom; then, with a last rush, as 
though he had only just discoveied the door, he disappeared. 
Nana felt very much put out, 

“Well' ta ta'” she continued aloud, though all alone “He’s 
polite, he IS, when he’s being spoken to' And I, who was sweat- 
ing away to make it up again with him! Anyhow, I was the first 
to hold out my hand. I made quite enough excuses, I think' 
Besides, he shouldn’t have stopped here annoying me'” How 
ever, she remained displeased with herself, scratching her legs 
with both hands; but she at length muttered consolingly, 

“Oh! dash it' It isn’t my fault that he’s a cuckold'” 

And, roasted on all sides, as hot as a quail just removed fron 
the spit, she jumped into bed, after ringing for Zoe to usher ii 
the other one, who was waiting in the kitchen. 
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Outside, Muffat continued to hurry on Another shower had 
just fallen He slipped along the greasy pavement. As he me- 
chanically looked up in the air he saw large black clouds float- 
ing rapidly across the moon. At that hour the Boulevard Hauss- 
mann was almost deserted. He passed by the scaffoldings of the 
new Opera-house, keeping in the shadow and stammering dis- 
connected sentences The girl lied. She had cruelly invented 
that to annoy him. He ought, to have crushed her head when he 
had it beneath his heel It was too shameful. He would never 
touch her nor see her again; if he did, he would indeed be a cur. 
And he drew a long bieath of relief at his deliverance. Ah I that 
stupid naked monster, cooking like a goose, drivelling about all 
that he had respected for forty years past I The clouds had 
cleared away from the moon, which now lighted up the empty 
street He was seized with fear and burst into sobs, suddenly 
giving way to despair, as though he had been precipitated into 
illimitable space 

“Oh! heaven i” he stammered, “all is over, there is nothing 
more. 

Along the Boulevards a few belated pedestrians were hurry- 
ing home The count tried to compose himself. The girl’s story 
kept perplexing Ins heated brain; he wished to examine it calm- 
ly, That very morning the couptess was to return from Madame 
de Chezelles’s chateau. There was nothing to have prevented her 
returning on the previous evening, and passing the night with 
that man. He now recalled certain things that had occurred 
during their stay at Les Fondettes One night he had found 
Sabine wandering about among the trees, and she was so agi- 
tated that for some time she was unable to answer him. That 
man was there, then. Why should she not be with him now? 
The more he thought of it, the more it seemed to him possible 
He ended by thinking it only natural, and even inevitable 
Whilst he had been taking off his coat at a harlot’s his wife had 
been disrobing herself in a lover’s bed-chamber; there was noth- 
ing more simple or more logical. And, as he reasoned thus, he 
forced himself to keep cool. He experienced the sensation of a 
fall into the follies of the flesh, which, spreading and gaming on 
him, swept the world away from around him. Phantoms, cre- 
ated by his heated imagination, pursued him. Nana undressed, 
abruptly evoked Sabine, undressed also. At this vision, which 
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gave the two women a like parentage of wantonness and the 
same inordinate desires, he stumbled. A cab passing along the 
road nearly crushed him; some women, coming out of a caf4 
pushed up against him, laughing coarsely. Then, again giving 
way to tears, m spite of his efforts, and not wishing to sob aloud 
before the passers-by, he turned down a dark, empty street, the 
Rue Rossini, where he cried like a child as he moved past the 
silent houses. 

“All is over,” he kept saying in a hollow voice. “There is 
nothing more, nothing more.” 

His tears so mastered him that he leant against a door, bury- 
ing his wet face in his hands. A sound of footsteps chased him 
away. He felt such shame and such fear that he fled from every- 
one, with the cautious tread of a night prowler. Whenever any- 
body passed him on the pavement he tried to assume a care- 
less gait, as though he imagined that his history could be read 
in the movement of his shoulders. He had turned down the Rue 
de la Grange-Bateliere and reached the Faubourg Montmartre, 
but the bright lights caused him to retrace his footsteps, and for 
close upon an hour he wandered thus about the neighbourhood, 
choosing always the darkest turnmgs. He had, no doubt, a goal 
to which his feet instinctively conducted him, patiently and by 
a most circuitous road. At length, the turn of a street, he 
raised his eyes. He had arrived, was the corner of the Rue 
Taitbout and of the Rue de Provence. He had, in the painful 
disorder of his brain, taken an hour to reach it, while he might 
have done so in five minutes. One morning, in the previous 
month, he recollected having called on Fauchery to thank him 
for having mentioned his name m the description of a ball at 
the Tuileries. The apartment was on the first floor, with little 
square windows halt hidden by the colossal sign-board of the 
shop. The last window on the left was divided by a streak of 
brilliant light, the ray of a lamp passing between the partly 
closed curtains. And, with his eyes fixed on that bright line, he 
stood absorbed, awaiting something. 

The moon had disappeared in an inky sky, from which a 
drizzling, icy rain fell. Two o’clock struck at the church of the 
Trinity. The Rue de Provence and the Rue Taitbout, with their 
lighted gas-lamps, disappeared m the distance in a yellow va- 
pour, Muffat did not stir. That was the room. He recollected 
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It weli, hung m crimson, and with a Louis XIII bedstead at the 
back of the apartment. The lamp was probably to the right, on 
the mantelpiece. No doubt they were m bed, for not a shadow 
passed the immovable line of light; and he, still watching, ar- 
ranged a plan. He would ring, and hastening upstairs in spite of 
the doorkeeper, would burst into the room and fall upon them 
in bed, without even giving them time to disengage their arms. 
The knowledge that he had no weapon arrested him for a mo- 
ment Then he decided that he would strangle them. He turned 
his plan over in his head, he perfected it, always awaiting some- 
thing, some sign, to make him certain. Had the shadow of a 
woman’s form appeared at that moment, he would have rung 
the bell; but the thought that he was perhaps mistaken froze 
him. What would he be able to say? His doubts returned to 
him. His wife could not be with that man. The idea was 
monstrous and impossible; but still he stayed on, overcome by 
degrees by numbness, succumbing to weakness, m that long 
vigil, to which the fixity of his look imparted a sense of hal- 
lucination. 

The shower increased. Two police officers drew near, and 
he was obliged to leave the door-post against which he had 
sought shelter. When they had disappeared down the Rue de 
Provence he returned, wet and shivering. The bright line still 
showed across the window This time he was going away, 
when a shadow passed, The movement was so rapid that he 
thought he might be mistaken, but one after another other 
shadows passed, and there seemed quite a commotion in the 
room. Riveted again to the pavement opposite, he experienced 
an insupportable sensation of burning in the stomach. Profiles 
or arms and legs came and went. An enormous hand, bearing 
the silhouette of a watercan, glided- by. He distinguished noth- 
ing clearly, yet he thought he recognized a woman’s head of 
hair; and he aigued within himself, it was like Sabine’s head- 
dress, only the back of the neck seemed broader than hers. But 
at that hour he was incapable of determining, he could not tell. 
His stomach caused him so much suffiermg that he pfessed up 
against a door, like a shivering outcast, to obtain relief in the 
agony of this frightful uncertainty. Then as, in spite of all, he 
could not take his eyes from off that window, his anger melted 
into the imagination of a moralist. He saw himself a deputy. 
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He was speaking in the Chamber, inveighing against debauch- 
ery, prophesying catastrophes, and he lepeated the arguments 
in Fauchery’s article on the poisonous fly, and declared that so- 
ciety could no longer exist with the manners and customs of 
the Second Empire This did him some good. The shadows 
had now disappeared. No doubt they had gone back to bed. 
He, ever on the watch, still waited. 

Three o’clock struck, then four o’clock. He could not tear 
himself away. Each time a shower came down he squeezed 
up against the door-post, the ram beating on his legs. No one 
passed by now. Occasionally his eyes closed, as though burnt 
by the ray of light, on which, with obstinate folly, he persistent- 
ly fixed them. Twice again did the shadows reappear, going 
through the 'same movements, carrying the same gigantic water- 
can;' and each time afterwards all became still as before, whilst 
the lamp continued to glimmer discreetly. These shadows in- 
creased his doubts. Besides, a sudden idea had ]ust appeased 
him, in deferring the hour of action. He had merely to wait 
till the woman came out He could easily recognize Sabine. 
Nothing could be simpler, there would be no scandal, and he 
would no longer be in doubt. All he had to do was to remain 
there. Of all the confused feelings that had hitherto agitated 
him, he no longer experienced anything but a morbid desire to 
know. Having nothing to do, however, standing up against, 
the door, soon made him feel drowsy To keep himself awake, 
he tried to calculate the time it would be necessary for him to 
wait. Sabine was to have arrived at the station at about nine 
o’clock. That gave him almost four and a half hours. He was 
full of patience. He would never have moved again, finding a 
charm in fancying that his night vigil would be an eternal on? 

Suddenly, the ray of hght.disappeared. This very simple oc- 
currence was an unexpected catastrophe for him, something 
disagreeable and annoying. They had evidently turned out the 
lamp, and were going to sleep. At such an hour it was only 
natural. But he felt irritated, because that window, being now 
m darkness, no longer interested him. He watched it for a 
quarter of an hour longer, then it tired him, so he left the door- 
way and took a few steps along the pavement. Until five 
o’clock, he walked to aijd fro, occasionally raising his eyes. The 
window remained m the same dormant state; and at times 
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he would ask himself whether he had not dreamed that he had 
seen shadows cross those panes A great fatigue oyerwhelmed 
him, which made him foiget what he was waiting for at that 
street-corner, stumbling over the paving-stones, awaking with 
starts and the cold shiver of a man who no longer knows where 
he IS. What was the good of his bothering himself about the 
matter? As the people had gone to sleep, all he had to do was 
to leave them in peace. Why should he mix himself up in 
their affairs? It was very dark, no one would know of his 
having waited there; and then all feeling in him, even his 
curiosity, fled, earned away in a desire to have dond with it^ all, 
and to seek some solace elsewhere. The cold increased, the 
streets became unbearable. Twice he moved away, then re- 
turned slowly, but only to move away again, farther off. It was 
over, there was nothing more. He went m the direction of the 
Boulevards, and did not return. 

He wandered silently through the streets. He walked slowly, 
always with the same step, and keeping close to the wall. His 
heels resounded on the pavement, he beheld nothing but his 
shadow, which turned at each lamppost, becoming larger and 
smaller. That amused him, mechanically occupying him. After- 
wards, he could never recall through what streets he had gone; 
he seemed to have dragged himself along for hours in a circle. 
One single recollection remained, and that very clearly. He had 
found himself, he could not tell how, with his face pressed 
against the iron railings that closed the Passage des Panoramas, 
clasping the bars m his hands He was not shaking them, he 
was merely trying to see into the Passage, under the influence 
of an emotion, with which his heart was bursting. But he could 
distinguish nothing, darkness reigned in the deserted gallery, 
whilst the wind which entered by the Rue Saint-Marc blew the 
daitipness of a cellar into his face And a strange infatuation 
kept him there. Then, awakening as though from a dream, he 
was filled with surprise, and asked himself what he was seek- 
ing at that hour, pressed against those railings with such a force, 
that the bars had left their marks upon his face. And he re- 
sumed his tramp in despair, his heart filled with a great sad- 
ness, as if betrayed and alone for evermore in all chat darkness. 

Day at length broke, and to the winter night there succeeded 
that dull light which looks so melancholy on the muddy pavfr 
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merit of Paris. Mufiat had returned rnto the large new roads 
that were being made around the scaffoldings of the new Opera- 
house Soaked by the showers, broken up by the heavy carts, 
the chalky soil had become changed into a miry lake. And, 
without looking where he placed his feet, he continued walk- 
ing on, slipping, and with difficulty keeping his legs The 
awakening of Pans, the gangs of scavengers and the early 
gioups of workmen, brought him a fresh worry as the day 
advanced. He was staied at with surprise, with his wild ap- 
pearance, his muddy clothes, and his hat soaked with the ram. 
For a long time he sought refuge against the palings, among 
the scaffolding. In his empty head one idea alone remained, 
which was that he was very miserable. 

Then his thoughts turned to God. The sudden idea of divine 
assistance, of a superhuman consolation, surprised him, like 
something extraordinary and unexpected. It awakened in his 
mind the picture of M. Venot. He beheld his plump little per- 
son, his decayed teeth. For certain, M. Venot, whom for 
months past he had been grieving by not going near him, would 
be very happy were he now to knock at his door, and weep 
on his breast. At other times God had always been merciful 
to him. At the least sorrow, or the smallest obstacle encoun- 
tered in life, he would enter a church, and, kneeling, would 
humble himself before the Supreme Being, and he would come 
out fortified by prayer, ready to enjoy the sweets of life, with 
the sole desire for the salvation of his soul; but now, he could 
only pray by fits and starts, just when a fear of hell seized upon 
him. He had given way to a great indolence. Nana interfered 
with his duties, and the thought of God surprised him. Why 
had he not thought of the Almighty in the first instance, dur- 
ing that frightful crisis in which his weak humanity suc- 
cumbed? 

Then, with feeble footsteps, he sought a church. He could 
remember nothing. The early hour seemed to alter the streets. 
As he turned the corner of the Rue de la Chassee d’Antm, how- 
ever, he caught sight of the church of the Trinity in the dis- 
tance, its steeple seen very indistinctly m the fog. The white 
statues overlooking the naked garden appeared like so many 
shining Venuses among the faded yellow leaves of a park. 
Beneath the porch he paused a moment to take breath, fatigued 
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by the asceni of the high flight of steps. Then he entered. The 
:hurch was very cold, the great stove having been extinguished 
the previous evening, and the tall arches were filled with a fine 
mist, which had filtered in through the apertures of the glass 
windows, A shadow hung over the lowei part. Not a soul 
was there beyond a beadle, who, m the midst of that semi- 
darkness, dragged his feet over the stones in the sullenness of 
the awaking hour Muflat, after knocking up against a num- 
ber of chairs, feeling lost, his heart fit to burst, had fallen on 
his knees against the railings of a little side chapel, close to a 
holy-water font. He had clasped his hands, trying to find a 
prayer in which he could pour forth his very soul, but his lips 
alone muttered words. His mind was elsewhere— outside, fol- 
lowing the streets, without .repose, as though beneath the lash 
of some implacable necessity; and he repeated “0 Lord help 
mel 0 God, do not abandon your creature, who abandons him- 
self to your justicel 0 merciful Father, 1 adore you; will you 
let me perish beneath the blows of your enemies'” Nothing 
seemed to answer The shadow and the cold hung about his 
shoulders The noise of the beadle walking in the distance 
continued, and prevented him from praying. He heard nought 
but that irritating sound in the deserted church, which had not 
even then been swept, nor had the early mass been performed. 
Then, holding on to a chair, he raised himself, with a cracking 
of his knees. God had not yet arrived. Why should he go 
and weep on M Venot’s breast? That man could do nothing. 

And he mechanically returned to Nana’s. Outside, having 
slipped, he felt tears come to his eyes, not with anger against 
fate, but simply because he felt weak and ill. He was really 
too tired; he had been out too long in the ram, he felt the cold 
too much. It fioze him to think of going back to his dismal 
home in the Rue Miromesnil At Nana’s the street-door was 
not open, he had to wait till the concierge appeared. As he 
went up-stairs he smiled, already feeling the pleasant warmth 
of that nest, where he would at length be able to stretch him- 
self and sleep 

When Zoe let him in, she made a gesture of amazement and 
uneasiness. Madame, having seen seized by a violent head- 
ache, hadn’t closed her eyes all night. However, she would go 
and see whether she had fallen asleep or not; and she glided 
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into the bedroom, whilst he sank down on a chair in the draw- 
ing-room But Nana appeared almost instantly She had 
jumped out oL bed, scarcely taking lime to put on a petticoat, 
and entered with bare leet, her hair hangi.ng about her shoul- 
ders, her night dress rumpled and torn, in the disordei ot a 
night of love, 

“What I you heie again I” cried she, red with passion Under 
the influence of her rage, she was hastening to put him out 
herself; but seeing him in such a state, so utterly helpless, she 
was once more moved to pity. “Weill you’re in a nice mess, 
my poor fellow I” she resumed in a more pleasant tone of voice. 
“What is the matter with youl* Ah I you’ve been watching 
them, you’ve been having a fine time of it'” 

He said nothing; he looked like a stunned ox Yet she under- 
stood that he had not been able to obtain any proof, as she 
added, just to bring him to himself again 

“You see, I was mistaken Your wife is all right, on my 
word she isl Now, my boy, you must go home and get to 
bed. You are in want of sleep.” 

He did not stir 

“Come, be off, I can’t keep you here. You don’t, I suppose, 
want to stop at this time of day!*” 

“Yes, let us go to sleep,” he muttered. 

She repressed a violent gesture. She was fast losing patience 
Was he going crazy 

“Come, be off,” said she a second time 

“No ” 

Then, thoroughly exasperated, she broke out in revolt. 

“But It’s disgustingl Understand me, I’ve had a great deal 
too much ot you. Go and find your wife, who’s making a 
cuckold of you. Yes, she’s making a cuckold of you — it’s I 
who tell you so, now. There I have you got what you wanted? 
Will you leave me or not?” 

Muffat’s eyes filled with tears. He clasped his hands. 

“Let us go to sleep ” 

Nana scarcely knew what she did, choking as she was with 
nervous sobs. It was too much I Did all these matters concern 
her? She had certainly taken all possible precaution in telling 
him, so as not to hurt his feelings, and now she was to pay 
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for the broken glass! Oh, nol if you please! She was good- 
natured, but not to that extent. 

“Damnation! I’ve had enough of it all!” swore she, striking 
the furniture with her clenched fist “Ah, well' 1 who took 
so much care to keep faithful. Why, my fine fellow' I could 
be as rich as ever to-morrow, if I only said a word ” 

He raised his head in surprise. He had never given the 
money question a thought. If she would express a desire, he 
would gratify it at once His whole fortune was hers. 

“No, It’s too late,” replied she, furiously. “I like the men 
who give without being asked No, were you Co offer me a 
million for one embrace, I would refuse you It’s all over, I 
have something better there Be off, or I will no longer answer 
for myself I shall do something dreadful.” 

And she advanced towards him, menacingly; but in the midst 
of this exasperation of a kind-hearted girl pushed to extremes, 
and convinced of her right and of her supeiiority over the 
worthy people who pesteied her, the door suddenly opened and 
Steiner appeared This was the last straw She uttered a ter- 
rible cry. 

“Hallo! here’s the other one now'” 

Steiner, bewildered by the noise of her voice, stood still. 
Muffat’s unexpected presence annoyed him, for he was afraid 
of an explanation, fiom which he had kept aloof for three 
months past. Blinking his eyes, he twisted himself about in 
an uneasy sort of way, and avoided looking at the count; and 
he breathed hard, with the red and distorted features of a man 
who has rushed about Pans to bring some good news, and who 
finds he has fallen into a catastrophe. 

“What do you want — you, eh'’” asked' Nana, roughly, speak- 
ing familiarly to him, in spite of the count’s presence. , 

“I — I — ” he stammered, “I have brought you — you know 
what ” 

“What’s that?” 

He hesitated. Two days before she had told him not to 
show himself there again without bringing a thousand francs, 
which she required to pay a bill. For two days he had been 
seeking die money, and he had just succeeded in completing the 
sum that very mormng. 
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“The thousand francs,” he ended by saying, as he withdrew 
an envelope fiom his pocket. 

Nana had forgotten all about them. 

“The thousand francs!” cried she “Do I ask for charity? 
Look! see what I do with your thousand francs!” 

And seizing the envelope, she threw it in his face. Like a 
prudent Jew he picked it up, though painfully He glanced 
at the young woman in a stupefied fashion. Muffat exchanged 
a look of despair with him, whilst^ Nana placed her hands on 
her hips m order to shout the louder. 

“I say now, have you nearly finished insulting me!* As for 
you, my boy, Fm glad you’ve also come; for now, look here, I 
can have a clean sweep. Now then! out you go!” Then, as 
they did not seem to hurry themselves, but stood as though 
paralysed, she went on- “What! you say Fm foolish? That’s 
possible! but you’ve plagued me too much; and, drat it all! Fve 
had enough of a fashionable existence! If I bust up, it’s my 
lookout. 

“One — two — you refuse to go? Weld look here then, I’ve 
got a friend.” 

With a sudden movement she threw the bedroom door wide 
open. Then the two men beheld Fontan in the middle of the 
tumbled bed. Fie had not expected to be exhibited thus, with 
his dusky person spread out like a goat in the midst of the 
crumpled lace, his legs showing under the flying tail of his night 
shirt He was not, however, by any means embarrassed, used 
as he was to the surprises of the stage. After the first shock 
was over, he was able to make a face which insured him the 
honours of war. He did the rabbit, as he called it, thrusting 
out his mouth, curling his nose, and moving all the muscles 
of his face at the same time. His head, resembling that of a 
libidinous faun, exuded vice through every pore. It was Fontan 
whom Nana, seized by that mad infatuation of women for 
the hideous grimaces of ugly comic actors, had been fetching 
nightly, for a week past, from the Variety Theatre. 

“There!” said she, pointing to him with a tragic gesture. 

Mufiat, who was prepared for almost anything, indignantly 
resented the affront 

“Strumpet!” he stammered. 
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But Nana, already m the bedroom, returned to have the last 
word. 

“Strumpet, indeed I Then what about your wife?” 

And, turning on her heel, she loudly banged the door after 
her and boiled it The two men, left alone, looked at each 
other in silence. Zoe then entered the room. She did not hurry 
them off, but talked very sensibly to them. Like a reasonable 
being, she thought madame had behaved very foolishly. How- 
ever, she took her part Her mania for that wretched stroller 
wouldn’t last long All they had to do was to wait till she had 
got ovei It They then withdrew They had not uttered a 
word Outside on the pavement, moved by a sort of fraternal 
feeling, they silently shook hands, and, turning their backs on 
each other, and dragging their legs along, they went off in 
opposite directions 

When Muffat at length returned to his house in the Rue 
Miromesml, his wife had just arrived there They both met on 
the broad staircase, the sombre walls of which diffused an icy 
chill around. Raising their eyes, they beheld each other. The 
count was still in his muddy clothes, and his face had the 
frightful pallor of a man returning from a surfeit of vice. The 
countess, blear-eyed, with ner hair all dishevelled, and looking 
thoroughly exhausted by a night passed in the tram, seemed 
scarcely able to keep awake 


CHAPTER EIGHT 

It was in the Rue Veron, at Montmartre, m a little apart- 
ment on the lourth floor Nana and Fontan had invited a few 
friends to partake of their Twelfth Night cake. They had 
only got settled three days before, and intended having a house- 
warming. 

Everything had been done hastily, in the first ardour of their 
honeymoon, without any fixed intention of their living to- 
gether. On the morrow of her grand biawl, when she had so 
energetically sent the count and the banker about their business, 
Nana felt that she had got hers?lf into a fir:je mess. She saw 
her position at a glance The creditors would invade her ante- 
room, interfere in her love affairs, and talk of selling her up if 
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she was not reasonable There would be endless quarrels and 
constant worries, ]ust to keep a few sticks of furniture from 
their grasps She preferred to let all go. Besides, she was sick 
of her apartment in the Boulevard Haussmann It was un- 
bearable with Its great gilded rooms. In her infatuation for 
Fontan, her dream of her girlhood returned to her — of the days 
when she was apprenticed to the artificial ilower-niaker, and 
longed for nothing more than a pretty bright little room, with 
a wardrobe of violet ebony with a glass door, and a bed hung 
with blue rep In two days she sold everything that she could 
safely removed — knick-knacks, jewels, and the like — and disap- 
peared with about ten thousand irancs, without saying a word 
to the landlord — a perfect header, and not a trace remaining 
behind. That accomplished, there was no fear of having any 
men dangling about her petticoats Fontan was very nice. He 
didn’t say “no,” he let her do as she liked — in fact, he behaved 
altogethei like a regular chum He possessed about seven 
thousand francs, and agreed to put them with Nana’s ten thou- 
sand, although he had the reputation of being miserly. That 
seemed to them something solid to start housekeeping on. And 
they commenced thus, each taking what he or she required out 
of the common fund, furnishing the two rooms in the Rue 
Veron, and sharing everything alike. At the beginning this 
kind of life was simply delicious. 

On Twelfth Night, Madame Lerat was the first to arrive, 
with little Louis. As Fontan had not returned, she ventured 
to express her fears, for she trembled to see her niece renounc- 
ing fortune. 

“Oh^ aunt, I love him so muchl” cried Nana, pressing her 
hands prettily across her breast. 

These words produced an extraordinary effect on Madame 
Lerat Her eyes moistened. 

“That’s right,” said she m a convincing manner; “love before 
everything.” 

And she praised the prettiness of the rooms Nana showed 
her everything in the bedroom and the dining-room, and even 
in the kitchen Well' they were not large, but they had been 
newly painted and papered; ^nd the sun shone there so bril- 
liantly. Then Madame Lerat kept the young woman in the 
bedroom, whilst little Louis went and installed himself m the 
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kitchen, behind the charwoman, in order to see her put a 
chicken down to roast If she ventured to make any remarks, 
It was because Zoe had been to see her only a short time before. 
Zoe was so devoted to raadamc that she bravely remained at 
the breach. Madame would pay her some time or other — she 
had no anxiety on that score. And in the downfall of the estab- 
lishment of the Boulevard Haussmann, she coped with the 
creditors, operating a masterly retreat, saving waifs from the 
wreck, and telling every one that madame was travelling, but 
without ever giving an address; and for fear, too, of being 
followed, she denied herself the pleasure of calling on madame. 
However, that very morning she had hastened to Madame 
Lerat, because there was something new in the wind. The day 
before several creditors had called — the upholsterer, the coal 
merchant, the milliner — and they had offered to give time, pro- 
posing even to advance a considerable sum of money to madame, 
if madame would return to her apartment, and consent to act 
like a sensible being. The aunt repeated Zo6’s very words. 
There was no doubt some gentleman at the, bottom of all that 

“Never!” declared Nana indignantly. “Welh they’re a dirty 
lot — those tradespeople! Do they think that I’m going to sell my- 
self, just for the sake of seeing their bills paid.? Listen to me 
now, rd sooner die of hunger than deceive Fontan.” 

“That’s just what I answered,” said Madame Lerat. “I told 
her that you would only obey the dictates of your heart.” 

Nana, however, was very annoyed to hear that La Mignotte 
had been sold, and that Labordette had purchased it for a most 
ridiculous sum for Caroline Hequet. That put her in a rage 
against the clique. They were nothing better than street-walkers, 
in spite of their grand airs. Ah, yes' by Jove' she was worth more 
than the whole lot of them' 

“They may laugh,” she wound up by saying “Money will 
never give them real happiness. And then, look you, aunt, I no 
longer know even whether these people are in existence. I am 
too happy to give them a thought ” 

Just then Madame Maloir entered, with one of those extraor- 
dinary bonnets which she alone had the science of making It 
was quite a happy meeting. Madame Maloir explained that 
greatness intimidated her, but that now she would call occasion- 
ally to have a game at bezique For the second time they went 
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over the apartments; and m the kitchen, in the presence of the 
charwoman who was basting the chicken, Nana talked of how 
economical she was going to be, saying that a servant would 
cost too much and that she intended to do the housework her- 
self, whilst little Louis greedily watched the chicken roasting 
But there was a sound of voices. It was Fontan, with Bose and 
Prulhere. The dinner could be served at once, and the soup was 
already on the table, when Nana, for the third time, showed 
her guests over the rooms 

“Ah, children! how coinfoi table you must be here I” Bose kept 
saying, simply to please the friends who stood him a dinner, for 
in reality the question of the nest, as he called it, did not affect 
him in the least. In the bedroom he seemed scarcely able to find 
sufficient words to express his admiration Usually he alluded to 
women as being no better than animals, and the idea that a man 
could embarrass himself with one of, the dirty hussies raised in 
him the only indignation of which he was capable, in the 
drunken disdain with which he enveloped the world 

“Ah> the lucky ones I” he continued, blinking his eyes, 
“they’ve done it all on the sly Well' really, you’re right. It’ll be 
charming, and we’ll come and see you — I’m blowed if we 
won’t!” 

But as little Louis just then galloped in, riding on a broom- 
handle, Prulliae said, with a malicious giggle: 

“What' you’ve already got that big baby?” 

They all thought it very funny Madame Lerat and Madame 
Maloir nearly split then sides with laughing. Nana, lar from 
feeling offended, smiled in a loving sort of way, saying that un- 
fortunately It was not the case; she would have liked it to have 
been so for the little one’s sake and her own, but perhaps they 
would have one all the same Fontan, acting the kind-hearted 
man, took little Louis in his arms, playing with him, and stut- 
tering: 

“All the same, you love your papa; don’t you? Call me papa, 
you little monkey!” 

“Papa — papa'” lisped the child 

Everyone caressed and fondled him. Bose, taking rio real in- 
terest in the matter, moved that they should go to dinner — that 
was the only thing worth living for. Nana asked to be allowed 
to have little Louis beside her. The meal was a very merry one 
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Bose, however, did not get on very well on account of the child’s 
proximity to him, and his time was taken up in defending his 
plate from the youngster’s attacks. Madame Lerat disturbed him 
also. She became very tender, and whispered in his ear most 
mysterious things— stones of gentlemen very well off who still 
followed her about, and on two separate occasions he was 
obliged to move his knee, for she kept pushing hers against it, 
looking at him most lovingly the while, Prulliere behaved most 
shamefully to Madame Maloir, not helping her to a single thing. 
He was occupied solely with Nana, greatly annoyed at seeing 
her with Fontan. The turtle doves, too, were becoming a nui- 
sance, kissing each other at every moment In spite of all the 
usages, they had peisisted in sitting side by side 

“Do leave off and eat your dinners I” Bose kept on saying, 
with his mouth full. “You will have plenty of time to cuddle 
each other afterwards Wait till we have gone.” 

But Nana could not restrain herself. She was all wrapped up 
in her love, as rosy as a virgin, and full of endearing smiles and 
glances. With her eyes fixed on Fontan, she called him all the 
pretty names she could think of — ducky, darling, cherub, and 
whenever he handed her anything, the water or the salt, she 
leant forward and kissed him on whatever part of his head her 
lips encountered — on his eyes, his nose, or ms ears; then, if the 
others scolded her, she retired again to her seat with most wary 
tactics, and the humility and suppleness of a cat that had ;ust 
been whipped, though at the same time slyly taking hold of his 
hand beneath the table, to kiss it again at the fiist opportunity. 
She must touch some part of him. Fontan assumed an important 
air. and condescendingly allowed himself to be adored. His big 
nose quivered with a sensual joy; his goatish physiognomy, his 
ugliness suggestive of some ridiculous monster, seemed to ex- 
pand beneath the devout adoration of that superb girl, so plump 
and white. Occasionally he would return her kiss, like a man 
who, though having the best of it, still Wishes to act nicely. 

“Look here, you two, you are really unbearable!” exclaimed 
Prulliere at length. “Get out of there, you!” 

And he turned Fontan out of his seat, changing the plates 
and glasses, and took the place beside Nana. This called forth 
no end of exclamations, outbursts of applause, and some rather 
indecent remarks. Fontan pretended to be in despair, and as- 
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sumecl his comical look of Vulcan crying for Venus Prulliere at 
once made himbclt very attentive; but Nana, whose toot he tried 
to touch under the table, gave him a kick to lorce him to leave 
off. No, she would certainly not have anything to do with him. 
The month before she had been slightly smitten with his hand- 
some head, but now she detested him li he pinched her again 
when pretending to pick up his napkin, she would throw her 
glass m his face 

But everything went off well. They naturally talked of the 
Variety Theatre That rogue, Bordenave, would never die, it 
seemed. His foul diseases had broken out again, and he was in 
such a state that one could scarcely touch him with a pair of 
tongs. The day before he had done nothing but blackguard Si- 
mone all through the rehearsal Nobody would weep for him 
over-much' Nana said that if he dared to offer her another part 
she would send him to the devil. Besides, she didn’t think she 
would go upon the stage again, she pieferred being at home to 
being at the theatie. Fontan, who was not m the new piece, nor 
yet m the one they were rehearsing, also exaggerated the sweets 
of liberty, and the ieliciiy of spending his evenings with his little 
darling, his legs stretched out betoie the fire And the otheis 
called them lucky cieatuies, pietending to envy their happiness. 

They had cut the Twelfth Night cake The bean had fallen 
to Madame Lerat, who at once put it in Bose’s glass. Then they 
all shouted; “The king dunks' the king dunks'” Nana took ad- 
vantage of this outburst of gaiety to put her arms round Fon- 
tan’s neck and kiss him, and whisper in his ear. But Prulliere, 
with the vexed laugh of a handsome fellow who finds his good 
looks arc not appreciated, cried out that it was not fair. Little 
Louis had been put to sleep on two chairs, and the party did 
not break up till one in the morning, the guests calling out 
“good-night’’ as they descended the stairs. 

And for three weeks the life of the two lovers was sweet in- 
deed. Nana thought herself back again at the commencement of 
her career, when her first silk dress had caused her so much 
pleasure. She went out but little, affecting solitude and sim- 
plicity One morning early, when going to buy some fish at the 
Rochefoucauld market, she was astonished to find herself face to 
face with Francis, the hairdresser. He was dressed with his ha- 
bitual correctness, fine clean linen, and an irreproachable over- 
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coat; and she was ashamed at being seen by him in the street 
m a dirty morning gown, her hair all in disorder, and with a 
pair of old shoes upon her feet But he had the tact to be even 
more exaggerated in his politeness. He did not ask a question, 
but pretended to think that madame had been abroad Ah I mad- 
ame had broken a great many hearts by going away I It was a 
loss for all the world The young woman, however, seized with 
a curiosity which ended by dispelling her first embarrassment, 
could not refrain from questioning him As the crowd kept 
jostling against them, she drew him into a doorway, and stood 
in front of him, with her little basket in her hand. What was 
being said about her little escapade? Weld really, the ladies at 
whose houses he called said this and that; m short, it had 
caused quite a commotion and was undoubtedly a tremendous 
success. And Steiner ? M. Steiner had fallen very low, he would 
end badly, unless he succeeded m some fresh speculation And 
Daguenet? OhI he was doing very well; M. Daguenet was set- 
tling down Nana, excited by her reminiscences, was on the 
point of asking some fresh question, but she felt a restraint in 
uttering Muffac’s name. Then Francis smilingly alluded to him 
As tor the count, it was shocking to see him, he had suffered so 
much after madame’s departure; he looked like the ghost of 
some unburied corpse, as he wandered about the various places 
that madame used to frequent. However, M. Mignon, having 
come across him, had taken him home. This news made Nana 
laugh, but in a constrained manner. 

“Ah^ so he’s with Rose now,” said she “Well, you know, 
Francis, I don’t care a hang' The old hypocrite' He’s got into 
such habits, he can’t even abstain from them for a tew days' 
And he swore that he would never have anything to do with any 
woman after me'” Though outwardly calm, she was in reality 
greatly enraged. “It’s my leavings,” she resumed. “Rose has 
treated hersell to a queer fish' Oh' I see it all; she wanted to 
have her revenge for my carrying off that old beast Steiner from 
her. She’s done a smart thing m takmg a man into her house 
that I turned out of mine'” 

“M. Mignon tells a different story,” said the hairdresser. “Ac- 
cording to him, it was the count who turned you out— yes, and 
in a rather unpleasant way, too, with a kick behind.” 

On hearing this, Nana became deadly pale. 
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“Eh? what?” exclaimed she. “A kick behind? Well, that’s 
too much, that is I Why, my boy, it was I who chucked him 
downstairs, the cuckold* for he is a cuckold, as I daresay you 
know— his countess has no end of lovers, even that filthy Fau- 
chery. And that Mignon, who walks the streets for his monkey- 
faced wile, whom no one will touch, because she’s so skinny* 
What a beastly world* what a beastly world*” She was choking. 
She stopped to take breath “Ah* so they say that? Well, my 
little Fiancis, I’ll just go and seek them out. Shall we go to- 
gether, at once? Yes, I’ll go, and we’ll see il they’ll have the 
cheek to talk then about kicks behind Kicks* why I have never 
submitted to be kicked by any one And I’ll never be beaten, 
either; because, look you, I’d kill the man who laid a finger on 
me ” 

But she gradually quieted down After all, they could say 
what they liked She thought no more of them than the mud on 
her shoes. It would defile her to pay the least attention to such 
people She had her conscience, and that was enough tor her, 
And Fiancis became more familiar, seeing her expose her in- 
most feelings as she stood there in her duty old gown, and he 
'ventured to give hei some advice She was foolish to sacrifice 
everything simply for an infatuation, infatuations spoilt life She 
listened to him, holding down her head, whilst he spoke in a 
sad tone of voice, like a connoisseur who grieved to see so lovely 
a girl throw herself away m such a manner 

“That’s my business,” she ended by saying. “But thanks all 
the same, old fellow.” 

She squeezed his hand, which was always a trifle greasy, in 
spite oi his perfect get-up; then she left him and went to buy 
her fish. During the day the story oi the kick behind occupied 
her a great deal. She even spoke of it to Fontan, again afecting 
the style of a strong-minded woman who would not submit to 
an insult from any one Fontan, like the superior being he was, 
declared that all those grand gentlemen were muffs, and that 
they should despise them. And from that moment Nana was 
filled with a real disdain 

It happened that evening that they went to the Bouffes 
Theatre to see a little woman, whom Fontan knew, make her 
first appearance m a part of ten lines. It was nearly one o’clock 
in the morning when they at last got back to Montmartre on 
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foot In the Rue de la ChaussM d’Antm they had stopped to buy 
a cake, a moka, and they ate it in bed, because the night was 
cold, and it was not worth while lighting a fire. Sitting up in 
bed, side by side, with the clothes well over them, and the pil- 
lows piled up behind, they talked of the little woman as they 
supped. Nana thought her ugly and quite without go. Fontan, 
who slept on the outside of the bed, passed the slices of cake, 
which stood on the night-table between a box of matches and 
the candle. But they ended by quarrelling. 

“Oh I IS it possible to talk so?” cried Nana “Her eyes are like 
gimlet holes, and her hair is the colour of tow.” 

“Shut up'” replied Fontan “She has beautiful hair, and her 
eyes are full of fire It’s funny that you women always pull each 
other to pieces'” He seemed greatly annoyed. “There, that’s 
enough!” he said at length, in a rough tone of voice. “You know 
I don’t like wrangling Well go to sleep, or therell be a row.” 

And he blew out the candle Nana was furious, and continued 
talking. She was not going to be spoken to like that; she was in 
the habit of being respected As he no longer answered, she was 
obliged to leave off, but she could not go to sleep~she kept 
turning over and turning over 

“Damn it all' have you finished moving about.?” he asked 
suddenly, jumping up in a sitting posture. 

“It’s not my fault if there are crumbs in the bed,” said she 
sharply. 

And there were indeed crumbs in the bed She even felt them 
under her legs, they were all about her The smallest crumb irri- 
tated her, and made her scratch herself till her flesh bled. Be- 
sides, when one eats anything in bed, one should always shake 
the clothes afterwards Fontan, in a towering rage, lit the candle. 
They both got out; and in their night-dresses, and with their 
feet bare, they uncovered the bed and swept the crumbs away 
with their hands. He, who was shivering all the time, hastily 
got back into bed, and told her to go to the devil, because she 
asked him to wipe his feet. Then she returned to her place; but 
she had scarcely lain down again before she recommenced her 
dance There were still some crumbs left. 

“Of course! I knew it,” said she. “You brought them back 
again on your feet. I can’t go to sleep like this' I tell you I 
can’t!” 
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And she rose in bed, as though about to step over him. Then, 
unable to stand it any longer, and wishing to go to sleep, Fon- 
lan thrust out his 'arm and slapped her. The blow was given 
with such force that Nana at once found hersell lying down in 
bed again, with her head on the pillow She lay still as though 
stunned. 

“Oh!” said she simply, sighing like a child 

He threatened her with another smack if she moved again. 
Then, blowing out the candle, he turned on his back, and soon 
began to snore. She buried her face m her pillow to smother her 
sobs. It was cowardly to take advantage of her inferior strength. 
But she was dreadfully frightened Foncan’s usually funny face 
had looked so terrible. And her anger disappeared, as though 
the smack had appeased it. She respected him; she squeezed up 
against the wall to leave him all the room. With her cheek 
tingling, her eyes full of tears, she even ended by falling asleep 
in such a delicious dejection of spirits, m such a wearied state 
of submission, that she no longer felt the crumbs. In the morn- 
ing, when she awoke, she had her arms around Fontan, holding 
him very tightly. He would never do it again, would he now? 
She loved him* too much. Still it was even nice to be beaten by 
him. 

From that night on their life enthrely changed. For a “yes” or 
a “no” Fontan struck her She, getting used to it, Submitted. Oc- 
casionally she cried out or menaced him; but he forced her 
against the wall, and talked of strangling her, and that made 
her yield. More frequently she fell on to a chair and sobbed for 
five minutes. Then she forgot all about it, becoming very gay, 
and singing and laughing and skipping about the room. The 
worst was that Fontan now disappeared all day and never came 
home before midnight; he frequented the cafes where he was 
likely to meet his friends. Nana tremblingly and caressingly 
submitted to everything, not daring to utter a reproach for fear 
of never seeing him again. But some days, when she had 
neither Madame Maloir nor her aunt with little Louis to help ' 
her pass away the rime, she felt very wretched indeed Therefore, 
one Sunday, when she had gone to the Rochefoucauld market to 
purchase some pigeons, she was delighted to come across Satin, 
who was buying a bunch of radishes. Ever since the evening 
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when the prince had partaken of Fontan’s champagne, they had 
lost sight of each other. 

“What' It’s you' you live in this neighbourhood?” asked 
Satin, amazed at seeing hei out of doors in her slippers at that 
time of day. “Ah' ray poor girl, you must be down m your luck!” 

Nana frowned at her to make her leave off, because there 
were some other women theie, women in dressing-gowns, and 
who did not appear to have any underclothes on, whose hair was 
all dishevelled and whose faces weie smothered with powder. 
Every morning all the loose women of the neighbourhood, hav- 
ing scarcely got nd of the men picked up the night before, came 
to make their purchases, dragging their old shoes over the pave- 
ment, their eyes heavy with want of sleep, and in the bad temper 
caused by the fatigue of a night of dissipation. Down every 
street leading to the market they could be seen coming, all look- 
ing very pale, some quite young girls most seductive in appear- 
ance, others regular old hags, both fat and flabby, not minding 
in the least to be seen thus outside their business hours; whilst 
the passers-by might turn to look at them without even one of 
them deigning to smile, for they were all in too much of a hurry 
for that, and went about their errands with the disdainful airs of 
thrifty women who have no dealings with men whatever. Just 
as Satin was paying for her bunch of radishes, a young man, 
some clerk who was late, called to her as he passed, “Good- 
mormng, darling.” She at once drew herself up with the dignity 
of an oflended queen, saying, 

“What’s the matter with that pig there?” 

Then she thought she knew him. Three days before, as she 
was returning from the Boulevards about midnight, she had 
spoken to him for about half-an-houi at the corner of the Rue 
Labruyere before he would make up his mind. But the recol- 
lection only annoyed her the more. 

“What fools men are to call out such things in the daytime,” 
she resumed. “When one goes out on one’s private business, one 
ought to be respected.” 

Nana had at length selected her pigeons, though she had 
doubts as to their freshness. Then Satin wanted to show her 
where she lived; it was close by in the Rue Rochefoucauld. And, 
as soon as they were alone together, Nana related the story 
of her love fqr Fontan. When she reached her door, the litde 
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one stood with her ladishes under her arm, interested by the 
final particulars given by the other, who was lying in her turn, 
saying that she had sent Count Mufiat out of her place with a 
kick behind. 

“OhI that was grand, very grandl” observed Satin “A kick 
behind — oh, splendid I And he didn’t dare say a woid, did he? 
Men are such cowards 1 1 should have liked to have been there to 
have seen his mug. My dear, you were right. Drat their money' 
I, when I’ve a fancy, I’d die for it. Well, you’ll come and see me, 
won’t you? The door on the left. Knock three times, for there 
are always a lot of people who come to bother me,” 

After that day, whenever Nana lelt dull, she went to see Satin. 
She was always certain of finding her in, for the little one never 
went out before six in the evening Satin had two rooms, which 
a chemist had furnished for her so that she should be safe from 
the police; but, in less than thirteen months, she had broken the 
furniture, destroyed the seats of the chairs, soiled the curtains, 
and got everything into such a state of dirt and disoider that 
the rooms looked as though they were occupied by a troop of 
mad tabbies The mornings when she herself, quite disgusted, 
started cleaning, legs of chairs and shreds of curtains remained 
in her hands, so hard was the battle she had to fight with the 
filth. On those days everything looked dirtier still and it was 
impossible to enter the rooms, for all mannei of things were 
piled up in the doorways. At length she ended by neglecting her 
home altogether. 

In the lamp-light the wardrobe with its mirror, the clock, 
and what remained of the curtains, looked sufiBciently well to 
satisfy the men who came to see her. Besides, for six months 
past, her landlord had been threatening to turn her out; so why 
should she trouble herself by looking after the place? and for 
him, perhaps; not if she knew it' And whenever she got up in a 
bad temper she shouted out, “Gee up' gee up'” giving formi- 
dable kicks on the sides of the wardrobe and the chest of 
drawers, which were cracking all over. 

Nana nearly always found her in bed. Even the days when 
Satin went out on her errands, she was always so tired on her 
return that she would fall asleep again on the edge of the bed 
During the daytime she merely dragged herself about, dozing 
on the chairs, and never rousing from this state of languor till 
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the evening when the gas-lamps were lit And Nana always felt 
very comfortable there, sitting doing nothing m the midst of the 
untidy bed, of the basins full of dirty water, placed on the floor, 
and of the muddy skirts, cast off the night before, soiling the 
chairs on which they had been carelessly thrown. She would 
cackle and talk of her private affairs without ceasing, whilst 
Satin, in her shift and sprawling on the bed with her feet in the 
air, listened to her, and smoked cigarettes Sometimes on the 
afternoons, when they had troubles which they wanted to for- 
get, as they said, they treated each other to absinthe Then, with- 
out going downstairs, or even putting on a petticoat, Satin 
would call over the balusters for what she wanted, to the con- 
cierge’s little girl, a youngster of ten, who looked at the lady’s 
naked legs when she brought up the absinthe in a glass. All the 
conversation of the two women had reference to men’s abomi- 
nable ways Nana was quite unendurable with her Fontan; she 
could not utter ten words without alluding to something he had 
said or done. But Satin good-naturedly listened to these eternal 
stones of watchings at the window, of quarrels about a burned 
stew, and of reconciliations m bed after hours of sulking. 
Through a hankering always to talk about him, Nana ended by 
recounting all the blows that he gave her. Only the previous 
week he had blackened her eye, and the evening before, not be- 
ing able to find his slippers, he had given her a blow which had 
sent her reeling against the mght-tabie. And the other expressed 
no surprise, quietly puffing her cigarette, and only interrupting 
Nana to say that for her part she always ducked, with the result 
of sending the gendeman and his blow to the other end of the 
room. 

They both became deeply mterested in these stories of beat- 
ings, feeling happy and diverted by the constant repetition of 
the same stupid incidents, and yieldmg over again to the warm 
and sluggish lassitude occasioned by the infamous thrashings of 
which they spoke. It was the enjoyment of discussing Fontan’s 
blows, of always talking about him, even to describing his way 
of taking off his boots, that brought Nana there every day, the 
more especially as Satin invariably sympathised with her. She 
told in return of things that happened to her which were even 
worse — of a pastry cook who would leave her on the ground for 
dead, and whom all the same she loved more than ever. Then 
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came the days when Nana cried, and declared that she could 
not put up With It any longer Satin accompanied her to her 
door, and waited an hour m the street to see if Fontan didn’t 
murder her; and, on the morrow, the two women enjoyed the 
afternoon, discussing the reconciliation, preferring, however, 
though without saying so, the days when there was a good row 
on because that impassioned them the more. 

They became inseparable. Yet, Satin never went to Nana’s, 
Fontan having declared that he would not have any strumpets 
in his place. They would walk out together, and it was thus 
that one day Satin took her to call on a woman, who turned 
out to be the Madame Robert whom Nana often thought about 
with a certain respect ever since she had declined to come to her 
supper. Madame Robert lived in the Rue Mosnier, one of the 
new and quiet streets near the Place de I’Europe, not contain- 
ing a single shop, and the handsome houses of which, with their 
tiny suites of apartments, are entirely occupied by ladies. It was 
five o’clock; down the silent thoroughfare, amidst the aristo- 
cratic quietude of the tall white houses, the broughams of stock- 
jobbeis and merchants awaited, whilst men hurried along the 
foot pavements, raising their eyes to the windows, where women 
in dressing-gowns seemed to be watching for them Nana at first 
would not go upstairs, saying stiffly that she was not acquainted 
with the lady; but Satin insisted. One could always take a friend 
with one She was merely paying a visit of politeness Madame 
Robert, whom she had met the day before m a restaurant, had 
behaved very nicely to her, and had made her promise to come 
and see her. So Nana at length gave in. Upstairs, a little servant, 
half asleep, said that her mistress was out. However, she ushered 
them into the drawing-room, and left them there. 

“By Jove I how handsome!” murmured Satin 

It was furnished in the severe style of the middle classes, and 
the hangings were of sombre hue, whilst the whole had that 
appearance of gentility usually to be seen in the surroundings of 
the Parisian shopkeeper who has retired on a fortune. Nana, 
drawing her own conclusions from all this, began to make a few 
broad remarks, but Satin got angry, and answered for Madame 
Robert’s virtue. She was always to be met m company with 
grave elderly gentlemen, with whom she walked arm-in-arm. 
Just now she had a retired chocolate manufacturer, who was of 
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a most serious turn of mind. He was so delighted with the gen- 
teel appearance of the establishment, that, whenever he visited 
theie, he always made the servant announce him, and addressed 
Madame Robert as his child. 

“But look, that’s she!” said Satin, pointing to a photograph 
placed in front of the clock. 

Nana studied the portrait for a minute It represented a very 
dark woman, with a long face, and lips smiling discreetly. One 
would at once have said, a lady of fashion, but more reserved. 

“It’s funny,” murmured she, at length, “I’ve certainly seen 
that face somewhere Where, I no longer recollect; but it could 
not have been in a respectable place. Oh I no, it was decidedly 
not in a respectable place,” and she added, turning towards her 
friend, “So she made you promise to come and see her. What 
does she want with you?” 

“What does she want with me? Why, to have a chat, no 
doubt; to be a little while together. It’s mere politeness.” 

Nana looked at Satin straight in the eyes, then she slightly 
smacked her tongue Well, it didn’t matter to her. However, as 
the lady was a long time in coming, she declared that she would 
not wait any further, and they both went away 

On the morrow, Fontan having told Nana that he would not 
be home to dinner, she started off early to find Satin, in order 
to treat her to a feast at a restaurant. The selection of the restau- 
rant was a weighty affair. Satin suggested various places, all of 
which Nana thought abominable. At last she induced her to try 
Laure’s. It was an ordinary in the Rue des Martyrs, where the 
charge for dinner was three francs a head. Tired of waiting 
until the time when it began, and not knowing how to occupy 
themselves in the streets, they went to Laure’s fully twenty min- 
utes too soon The three rooms were still empty. They seated 
themselves at a table in the room where Laure Piedefer sat 
.throned behind a high counter. Laure was a person about fifty 
years old, of a most massive figure, which was kept in shape by 
the aid of tightly laced stays and waist-bands. A number of 
women quickly began to arrive, and, standing on tip-toe, and 
leaning over the piles of little salvers filled with lumps of sugar, 
they kissed Laure on the mouth with tender familiarity, whilst 
the fat monster, with moist eyes, tried to divide her attentions, 
so as not to occasion any jealousies. The maid who waited on the 
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guests, unlike her mistress, was tall and scraggy, with an ema- 
ciated look about her, and black eyelids, beneath which her eyes 
were lighted up with a sombre fire. 

, The three rooms rapidly filled. There were about a hundred 
customers, disseminated according to the hazard of the tables, 
most of them about forty years old, enormous in size, overloaded 
with flesh, and with faces bloated by vice; and mingling with 
this assemblage of turgid breasts and stomachs, weie a few 
slim, pretty girls, looking still ingenuous in spite of their brazen 
gestures — ^beginners, picked up at low dancing establishments, 
and brought by some of the customers to Laure’s, where the 
multitude of big, flabby women, thrown quite into a flutter by 
the sight of their youth, jostled one another, and formed a court 
around them, like a crowd of anxious old boys, while treating 
them to all sorts of dainties As for the men, they were few in 
number — ten or fifteen at the most — and they all looked very 
humble amidst the overwhelming shoal of skirts, with the ex- 
ception of four fellows, who had merely come to see the show, 
and who joked about it very much at their ease. 

“It’s very good, their stew, isn’t it'*” asked Satin. 

Nana nodded her head with an air of satisfaction. It was a 
solid dinner, such as used to be given in country hotels — vol-au- 
vent, stewed fowl and rice, haricot beans with gravy, and iced 
vanilla cream. The ladies went in especially for the stewed fowl 
and rice, almost bursting in their stays, and slowly wiping their 
lips. At fiist, Nana was afraid of meeting some of her old ac- 
quaintances, who might have asked her stupid questions — but 
she grew more easy as she noticed no one she knew amongst 
that very mixed crowd, in which faded dresses and weather- 
beaten bonnets were to be seen side by side with the most ele- 
gant costumes in the fraternity of the same corruption. For a 
minute she was interested in a young man, with short, curly 
hair, and an impudent-looking face, who kept a whole table of 
women, bursting with fat, and bent on satisfying his every 
whim, in a breathless state of anxiety. But on the young man 
laughing, his breasts rose. 

“Why, It’s a woman'” Nana exclaimed, with a smothered 
cry. 

Satin, who was stuffing herself with fowl, raised her head, and 
then whispered, 



NANA 219 

“Ah I yes, I know her; she’s quite the go' They’re all after 
her,” 

Nana pouted with disgust She couldn’t understand that. Yet 
she said, in her reasonable sort of way, that it was no use argu- 
ing about tastes and colouis, for one never knew what one might 
like some day, and she ate her ice cream with a philosophical 
air, perfectly aware of the sensation Satin was causing among 
the neighbouring tables with her big, blue, virgin-like eyes. She 
more especially noticed a large, fair-haired person seated near 
her, who was making herself most amiable. She gave such 
glances, and edged up so close, that Nana was on the point of 
interfering 

But just at that moment a woman entered the room, who 
caused her a great surprise. She had recognised Madame Robert. 
The latter, with her pretty look of a little brown mouse, nodded 
familiarly to the tall, scraggy maid, and then went and leaned 
against Laure’s counter, and they both kissed each othei a long 
time. Nana thought this caress rather peculiar on the part of so 
ladylike a woman, the more especially as Madame Robert no 
longer had her modest look, but the contrary. She glanced about 
the room, as she conversed in a low tone of voice Laure had just 
sat down again, once more throning herself with the majesty 
of an old idol of vice, with face worn and polished by the kisses 
of the faithful; and, from above the plates of viands, she reigned 
over her collection of big, bloated women, bulkier than even 
the most enormous of them, aild enjoying the fortune that had 
rewarded forty years of labour. 

Madame Robert, however, had caught sight of Satin. So leav- 
ing Laure, she hastened to her, and was most amiable, saying 
she regretted extremely having been out on the previous day, 
and as Satin, quite charmed, insisted on making room for her 
at the table, she declared that she had dined. She had merely 
come to look about. As she talked, standing up behind her new 
friend, she leant on her shoulders, and, in a smiling, wheedling 
way, kept saying, 

“Well, when shall I see you'* Do you happen to be free — ” 

Nana, unfortunately, was unable to hear more The conversa- 
tion annoyed her, and she was burning to give that respectable 
woman a bit of her mind; but the sight of a troop of people just 
arrived paralysed her It consisted of some very stylish women. 
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m gorgeous dresses and diamonds Displaying their hundreds of 
francs’ worth of precious stones on their persons, and seized 
with an inclination to visit the old haunt, they had come in a 
party to Laure’s, whom they treated most familiarly, to dine 
there at three francs a head, amidst the jealous astonishment of 
the other poor, mud-bedabbled women. When they entered, 
with loud voices and clear, ringing laughter, bringing, as it 
were, a ray of sunshine fiom the outside, Nana quickly turned 
her head, greatly annoyed at seeing Lucy Stewart and Maria 
Blond amongst them. For close upon five minutes, during the 
whole time these ladies were conversing with Laure, before pass- 
ing into the next room, she kept her face bent down, pretending 
to be very busy in rolling some bread crumbs over the cloth 
Then, when she was at length able to turn round, she was aghast 
at seeing that the chair next to her was empty, Satin had dis- 
appeared 

“Whatever has become of her?” she unconsciously exclaimed 
aloud. 

The big, fan -haired woman, who had been so attentive to 
Satin, laughed ill-humouredly; and as Nana, irritated by the 
laugh, gave her a menacing look, she said softly, m a drawling 
tone of voice, , 

“It’s certainly not I who’ve run away with her, it’s the other 
one.” 

And Nana, understanding that she would only get laughed 
at, held her tongue. She even remained seated a short time 
longer, not wishing to show her annoyance. From the other 
room she could hear the voice of Lucy Stewart, who was stand- 
ing treat to a whole table of girls, who had come from the danc- 
ing places of Montmartre and La Chapelle It was very warm 
The maid was removing piles of dirty plates, smelling strongly 
of the stewed fowl and iice, whilst the four gentlemen had 
ended by standing some strong wine to several different paities 
of women, in hope of making them drunk, and of hearing some- 
thing smutty What exasperated Nana was having to pay for 
Satin’s dinner. She was a nice hussy to allow herself to be well 
stuffed, and then to go off with the first who asked her, without 
.even saying “Thank you I” L was, it is true, only three francs, 
but she thought it hard, all the same. It was such a dirty trick to 
play. She paid, however, banging her six fiancs down before 
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Laure, whom she despised then more than the mud in the 
gutter. 

In the Rue des Martyrs Nana’s rancour increased. She cer- 
tainly wouldn’t go and run after Satin — she wouldn’t go near 
such a vile creature I But all the same her evening was spoilt, 
and she retuined slowly towards Montmartre, feeling frightfully 
enraged with Madame Robert. That one certainly had a famous 
cheek to pretend she was a respectable woman She was respect- 
able enough for a dust-bin I Now she recollected perfectly of hav- 
ing seen her at the “Butterfly,” a foul dancing-place in the Rue 
des Poissonniers, where she used to sell herself for thirty sous. 
And she got hold of government officials by her modest ways, 
and she refused suppers, to which she had been honoured by an 
invitation, just .to pretend that she was a virtuous person' Ah! 
she should have some virtue given her' It was always such 
prudes as she who got hold of the most shocking diseases, in 
Ignoble holes that no one else knew of. 

However, Nana, while thinking of all these things, had at 
length arrived home in the Rue Vifron She was amazed to see 
a light in the windows Fontan, having been left directly after 
dinner by the friend who had invited him, had come home in 
a very bad humour. He listened in a cold way to the explana- 
tions she hastened to give in her fear of being knocked about 
and her bewilderment at seeing him there when she had not 
expected him before one in the morning; she lied, for though she 
admitted spending six francs, she said she had been with Mad- 
ame Maloir. He remained wrapt in his dignity, and handed 
her a letter, which he had coolly opened although addressed to 
her. It was a letter from George, who was still kept at Les Fon- 
dettes, and who gave vent to his feelings every week in several 
pages of the most impassioned language. Nana was delighted 
when anyone wrote to her, especially letters full of vows of 
love She read them to everyone Fontan was acquainted with 
George’s style, and appreciated it But that night she so feared 
a row that she affected the greatest indifference; she glanced 
through the letter in a sulky sort of way, and then threw it on 
one side. Fontan was beating the tattoo on a window pane, not 
wanting to. go to bed so early, and not knowing what to do to 
while away the evening Suddenly he turned round. 
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“Suppose we write an answer to the youngster at once,” said 
he. 

It was usually he who wrote; he had a much finer style. And 
then he was pleased when Nana, full of admiration for his letter, 
which he would read out loud, would kiss him and exclaim that 
only he could find such pretty things to say. And all that ended 
by exciting them, and they adored each other. 

“As you like,” she leplied. “I will make some tea. We can go 
to bed afterwards.” 

Then Fontan made himself comfortable at the table, with a 
great display of pen, ink, and paper He rounded his arms, and 
thrust out his chin. 

“My heart,” he, began, reading out loud 

And he worked away for more than an hour, reflecting occa- 
sionally about a sentence, his head buried in his hands, and 
laughing to himself whenever he thought of some expression 
exceptionally tender Nana had already taken two cups of tea in 
silence At length he read the letter as they read on the stage, 
just making a few gestures He wrote, on five sides of paper, 
about the “delicious hours passed at La Mignotte, the memory 
of which would remain like subtile perfumes,” he swore “an 
eternal fidelity to that spiingtide of love,” and ended in declar- 
ing that his sole desire was “to recommence that happiness, if 
happiness can commence again.” 

“You know,” he explained, “I say all that out of politeness. As 
It’s only for fun — welU I think it’ll do',” 

He was delighted with himself But Nana, still dreading a 
row, was foolish enough not to throw her arms round his neck 
and utter words of admiration She thought the letter would do 
very well, but that was all. Then he was very much put out If 
his letter did not please her she could write another one, and, 
instead of embracing each other, as they usually did after a great 
many protestations of love, they remained very, cold on either 
side of the table. She had, however, poured him out a cup of tea. 

“What muck!” he cried, as he wetted his lips with it. “You 
have been putting salt. into it'” Nana unhappily shrugged her 
shoulders. He became furious. “Ah' everything’s going wrong 
this evening!” 

And the quarrel started from that. It was only ten by the 
clock, so It was a way of killing time. He worked himself up, he 
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flung all sorts of accusations at her, full of insults, without giv- 
ing her time to answer them She was dirty, she was idiotic, she 
had led a fine life' Then he raved about the money. Was he m 
the habit of spending six francs when he dined out? He had his 
dinner paid tor, otherwise he would have taken pot-luck at 
home And all tor that old procuress Maloii, too— an old hag 
whom he would pitch downstairs if she dared show herself there 
again I Ah well I they would go far if every day they chucked 
SIX francs into the street in that style! 

“First of all,” cried he, “I must have your accounts! Come, 
give me the money; let me see how we stand now!” 

All his miserly instincts were awakened Nana, subdued and 
terrified, hastened to fetch the money that was left from the 
drawer, and laid it before him. Until then the key had been left 
in the lock and they had each taken what they needed. 

“What'” said he, after counting, “there are scarcely seven 
thousand francs remaining out of seventeen thousand, and we 
have only been living together for three months. It isn’t pos- 
sible.” 

He rushed from his seat and turned out the drawer by the 
light of the lamp. But there were leally only six thousand eight 
hundred and a few odd francs. Then the row became a regular 
storm. 

“Ten thousand francs in three months'” he bellowed. “Dam- 
nation' what have you done with them, eh? Answer me' It all 
goes to your old hag of an aunt, eh? or else you’ve been treat- 
ing yourself — that’s very clear. Answer me at once'” 

“Ah' you get in a passion instantly'” said Nana. “It’s very 
easy to make up the account. You forget all the furniture, then 
I am obliged to buy a lot of linen. Money soon goes when there 
IS everything to buy.” 

But though he demanded explanations, he would not listen 
to them. , 

“Yes, It goes a great deal too quickly,” resumed he in a calmer 
tone of voice; “and look here, young woman. I’ve Had enough 
of this share and share alike business These seven thousand 
francs, you know, are mine Well' now I’ve got them, I intend 
CO stick to them As you’re so wasteful as all that, I’ll take care 
I’m not ruined One has a right to one’s own”; and he magis- 
terially put the money in his pocket, whilst Nana looked at him 
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in amazement. Then he complaisantly continued, “You under- 
stand, I’m not such a tool as to keep aunts and children who are 
not mine It pleased you to spend your money, and that was 
your business; but mine is sacred! When you cook a leg of mut- 
ton, ril pay half Every night ue’ll settle up!” 

On hearing this, Nana revoked She could not lestiain a cry, 
“I say, that’,s disgusting' You had your shaie of my ten thousand 
francs'” 

But he did not waste more time in discussion Leaning across 
the table, he gase het a slap in the face with all his might, ex- 
claiming, “Say that again'” 

She did so, in spite of the slap, and then he fell upon her with 
kicks and blows He soon put hei into such a state that she 
ended, as usual, by undressing herself and going sobbing to bed 
He puffed and blowed, and v\ as also about to get into bed, when 
he noticed the leuer he had written for Geoige lying on the 
table Then he folded it up with caie, and turning towards the 
bed, said menacingly, 

“The letter will do veiy well. I will post it myself, because I 
don’t intend to put up with any caprices. And don’t whine, for 
It annoys me.” 

Nana, rvho was weeping bitterly, held her breath. When he 
got into bed, she fell as though choking, and throwing herself 
on his breast, sobbed aloud. Their battles always ended thus. 
She trembled at the thought of losing him. She felt a mean 
want of knowing he was all her own, in spite of everything. 
He twice pushed her away with a haughty gesture, but the 
warm embrace of the supplicating woman, with her large 
tearful eyes, resembling those of some faithful animal, kindled 
a flame of desire within him. And he acted the good prince, 
without, however, stooping to make any advances. He let him- 
self be caressed, and, so to say, taken by force, in the style of a 
man whose forgiveness is w’orth winning. Then he was seized 
with anxiety. He feared that Nana had only been acting a little 
comedy to get possession of the cash again. He had blown but 
the candle, when he thought it necessary to asset t once more 
his authority. 

“You know, my girl, I'meant what I said. I intend to keep 
the money.” 
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Nana, who was going to sleep with her arms round his neck, 
said sublimely, “Yes, never fear; I will work ” 

But from that evening their life together became worse than 
ever. From one end of the week to the other the sound of slaps 
could be heard, ]ust like the tick-tick of a pendulum which 
.seemed to regulate then existence. Nana, through being beaten 
so frequently, became as supple as fine linen; and it made her 
skin so delicate, and so soft to the touch — her complexion so 
pink and white, so clear to the eye — that she was more beauti- 
ful than ever. And that was why Prulliere was forever dangling 
about her skirts, calling when he knew Fontan would not even 
be there, and pushing her up into corners and trying to kiss 
her; but she, at once becoming highly indignant, struggled and 
blushed with shame. She thought it disgusting of him to wish 
to deceive his friend. Then Prulliere sneered with vexation. 
Really, she was becoming precious stupid I How could she stick 
to such a monkey? for Fontan was indeed a monkey, with his 
big nose forever on the move — a disgusting pig I and a fellow, 
too, who was always knocking her about' 

“That may be, but I love him as he is,” she replied one day, 
in the cool way of a woman owning to some most revolting taste. 

Bose contented himself with dining theie as often as possible, 
He shrugged his shoulders, behind Prulliere; a handsome fel- 
low, but not serious. He had often assisted at rows in the house 
During dessert, when Fontan slapped Nana, he would continue 
chewing in a matter-of-fact way, thinking it the most natural 
thing in the world By the way of paying for his dinners, he al- 
vfays pretended to be in raptures at .the sight of their happiness. 
He proclaimed himself a philosopher; he had renounced every- 
thing, even glory Prulliere and Fontan, leaning back in their 
chairs, would sometimes forget themselves after the table had 
been cleared, and fall to relating their succsses up to two o’clock 
in the morning, with their stage voices and gestures; whilst he, 
wrapt in thought, and only occasionally giving a little sniff of 
disdain, would silently finish the bottle of brandy What was left 
of Talma? Nothing. Then they had better shut up, and not 
make such fools of themselves. 

One night he found Nani m tears. She removed her bodice 
and showed him her back and arms covered with bruises. He 
looked at the skin, without bemg tempted to take advantage of 
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the situation, as that fool Prulliere would have been. Then he 
sententiously observed, 

“My child, wherevei there €afe women, there are slaps. It was 
Napoleon who said that, I think Bathe yourseli with salt water. 
Salt water is excellent for such trifles. Take my word for it, 
you will receive a great many moie; and do not complain, so 
long as theie is nothing bioken You know, I shall invite my- 
self to dinner; I noticed a leg oL mutton.” 

But Madame Leraf was not gifted with similar philosophy 
Each time Nana showed her a fresh bmise on her white skin, 
she complained loudly Her niece was being muidered, it could 
not last The truth was, Fonian had turned Madame Leraf out, 
and said that he would not have her in the place again; and, 
ever since that day, li she happened to be there when he re- 
turned home, she was obliged to take her depaiture by way of 
the kitchen, which humiliated her immensely. And so she never 
ceased abusing that unmannerly person. With the airs of a most 
well-bred woman, to whom no one could teach anything per- 
taining to polite education, she reproached him with having 
been shockingly badly biought up. 

“Oh' one can see that at a glance,” she would say to Nana. 
“He has no idea of even the slightest propriety. His mother 
must have been a veiy low woman Don’t deny it, he shows it 
only too plainly! I do not say it oh my own account, although 
a person of my age ha.s a right to a certain respect, but you, 
really now, how do you manage to put up with his bad man- 
ners? for, without flatteiing myself, I always taught you how 
to behave yourself, and in yoiu own home you received the very 
best advice We were all very respectable in our family, were 
we not?” 

Nana did not protest, she listened with her head bowed down. 

“Then,” continued the aunt, “you have only been acquainted 
with well-to-do people. We were just talking about it last night 
at home with Zoe. She can’t understand either why you put up 
with all this. ‘How,’ said she, ‘can niadame, who could do ]ust 
as she pleased with the count’— for between ourselves you ap- 
pear to have treated him as though he were a donkey— 'how 
can madame allow herself to be massacred by that ugly clown.?’ 

I added that slaps might even be borne, but that I would never 
have submitted to such a want of respect. In short, he has noth- 
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mg whatever in his favour. I wouldn’t have his portrait in my 
room on any account. And you are ruining yourself for such a 
sorry bird as he is; yes, you are ruining yourself, my darlmg. 
You are going about in want of everything, when there are so 
many others, and far richer ones too, and gentlemen connected 
with the government But that’s enough! it’s not I who ought 
to tell you all this. However, were I in your place, the very next 
time he treated me ill, I’d leave him to himself, with a ‘Sir, 
whom do you take me for?’ said m your grand style, you know, 
which would show him you were not going to be made a fool of 
any longer.” 

Then Nana burst into tears, and sobbed. “Oh! aunt, I love 
him.” 

The truth was Madame Lerat was feeling very anxious, see- 
ing that It was only with the greatest difficulty that her niece 
managed to give her a twenty sous piece at distant intervals, to 
pay for little Louis’s board. Of course she would do her utmost, 
she would keep the child all the same, and wait for better times; 
but the idea that it was Fontan who was the cause why she, the 
child and its mother were not rolling in wealth enraged her to 
such a pitch, that she denied the existence of love Accordingly 
she concluded with these harsh words 

“Listen; one day when he has skinned you alive, you will 
come and knock on my door, and I will let you in ” 

The want of funds soon became Nana’s great care The seven 
thousand francs Fontan had taken had quite disappeared. No 
doubt he had put them in some safe place, and she did not dare 
question him; for she was very timid with that sorry bird, as 
Madame Lerat styled him. She trembled lest he should think 
her capable of sticking to him for the sake of his money. He 
had promised to give something towards the housekeeping ex- 
penses, and he started by giving three francs every morning; 
but he expected all sorts of things for his money He wanted 
everything for this three francs — ^butter, meat, early fruit, and 
vegetables; and if she hazarded an observation — if she insin- 
uated that it was impossible to purchase all in the market for 
three twenty sous pieces — ^he fumed, he called her a good-for- 
nothing, an extravagant hussy, a stupid fool whom the market 
people robbed, and invariably wound up by threatening to get 
his meals elsewhere. Then after the expiration of a month, on 
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some mornings he would forget to leave the three francs on the 
top of the chest of drawers." She ventured to ask him for them 
timidly, in a round-about way; but this had occasioned such 
quarrels — he made her life so miserable on the first pretext 
he could get hold of — that she preferred no longer to count on 
him. Whenever he had not left the money, and found all the 
same a good dinner ready for him, he was as gay as a lark, and 
most amiable, embracing Nana and waltzing about the room 
with the chairs. And this made her so happy that she reached 
the point of wishing not to find anything on the draweis, in 
spite of the difficulty she had m making both ends meet. One 
morning she even returned him his three francs, telling him a 
long rigmarole about having some money left from the previous 
day. As he had given nothing for two days he hesitated for a 
moment, fearing a lesson But she looked at him with her eyes 
overflowing with love, she embraced him with a complete 
abandonment of her whole person; and he put the money back 
into his pocket, with the slight convulsive trepidation of a miser 
recovering an amount that had been in danger. From that day 
he ceased to trouble himself, never asking where the money 
come from, looking very black when there were only potatoes, 
and laughing fit to dislocate his jaws on beholding a turkey or a 
leg of mutton; without prejudice, however, to sundry cuffs with 
which he favoured Nana, even m his happiest moments, just 
to keep his hand in training. 

Nana had therefore found means of supplying everything. 
On certain days the house was glutted with food. Bose feasted 
there so sumptuously twice a week that he suffered from indi- 
gestion. One evening as Madame Lerat was leaving, angry at 
seeing before the fire an abundant dinner of which she was not 
to partake, she could not resist bluntly asking who it was who 
paid for it. Nana, taken by surprise, no longer knew what she 
was about and began to cry. 

“Weill it’s a nice st^te of things,” said the aunt, who under- 
stood. 

Nana had resigned herldf for the sake of peace and quiet- 
ness in her home. It was partly, tqo, the fault of old Tricon, 
whom she had met in the Rue de Laval one day when Fontan 
had gone off in a fury because there had been nothing but salt 
God for dinner. So she had said “yes” to old Tricon, who hap- 
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pened to be in a difficulty After that, as Fontan never came 
home before six in the evening, she was able to dispose of her 
afternoons, and often brought back as much as forty or sixty 
francs, and sometimes more She might have made as much as 
ten and fifteen louis had she been entirely free; but still she was 
very glad to get enough to keep things going. At night-time she 
forgot all, when Bose was almost bursting with food, and Fon- 
tan, with his elbows on the table, let her kiss his eyes with the 
self-satisfied air of a man who is loved for himself alone. 

Then, whilst adoring her darling, her dear love, with a pas- 
sion all the more binding as it was she who now paid for all, 
Nana reverted again to the depravity of her early days, She 
walked the streets as she did when a young girl in quest of a 
five franc piece. One Sunday, at the Rochefoucauld market, she 
made it up with Satin, after flying at her and bullying her on 
account of Madame Robert But Satin merely replied that when 
one did not like a thing, one had no right to seek to disgust 
others with it, and Nana, who was by no means narrow-minded, 
yielded to the philosophical idea that one never knows how one 
may end, and forgave her. And her curiosity being awakened, 
she even questioned her in regard to some details of vice, amazed 
at learning something fresh at her age, after all she knew. She 
laughed, and thought it very funny, yet feeling all the time a 
slight repugnance, foi at heart she was rather conservative in 
her habits She often went to Laure’s when Fontan dined out. 
She was amused with the stories she heard there, with the loves 
and the jealousies which had so much interest for the other cus- 
tomers, though they never caused them to lose a mouthful 
However she was never mixed up with them, as she said Stout 
Laure, with her maternal affection, often invited her to spend a 
few days at her villa at Asnieres — a country house where there 
were rooms for seven ladies She declined— she was afraid, but 
Satin having declared to her that she was mistaken, that gentle- 
men from Paris would swing them and play at different games 
in the garden with them, she promised to come later on, as soon 
as she was able to get away. 

At that time Nana was very worried, and was not much in- 
clined for a spree. She was greatly in want of money. When old 
Tricon had nothing for her, and that occurred only too often, 
she did not know whom to go to. Then she would wander 
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about, with Satin all over Pans, amidst that degrading vice 
which prowls along the muddy by-streets, beneath the dim 
glimmer of the gas lamps. Nana returned to the low dancing 
places of the barriers, where she had first learned to hop about 
with her dirty skirts. She once more beheld the dark corners of 
the outer Boulevards, the posts against which men used to kiss 
her when only fifteen years old, whilst her father was seeking 
her to give her a hiding They both hastened along, visiting all 
the balls and the cafes of a locality, crawling up stairs wet with 
saliva and spilt beer; or else they walked slowly, following street 
after street, and standing up every now and then m the door- 
ways. Satin, who had first appared in the Quartier Latin, took 
Nana there, to Bullier’s, and to the cafes of the Boulevard Samt- 
Michel. But It was vacation time, and the quarter was almost 
deserted; so they returned to the principal Boulevards. It was 
there that they met with most luck From the heights of Mont- 
martre to the plateau where the Observatory was situated, they 
thus rambled about the entire city. Rainy nights when their 
shoes would become trodden down at heel, warm nights which 
made their clothes adhere to their skin, long waits and endless 
wanderings, jostlings and quarrels, brutal abuse from a passer- 
by enticed into some obscure lodging, down the dirty stairs of 
which he retired sweating. 

The summer was drawing to a close — a stormy summer, with 
sultry nights. They would start oS together after dinnqr, about 
nine o’clock. Along the pavements of the Rue Notre-Dame de 
Lorette, two lines of women, keeping close to the shops, holding 
up their skirts, their noses pointing to the ground, might be 
seen hastening towards the Boulevards, without bestowing a 
glance on the displays in the windows, and looking as though 
Saey had some most important business on hand. It was the 
famished onslaught of the Breda quarter, which commenced 
with the first glimmer of the gas-hght, Nana and Satin passed 
close to the church, and always went along the Rue Le Peleder. 
Then, a hundred yards from the Cafe Riche, having reached 
the exercising ground, they would let fall the trams of their 
dresses, which until that moment they had carefully held in 
their hands; and after then, regardless of the dust, sweeping 
the pavement and swinging their bodies, they would walk slow- 
ly along, moving slower still whenever they came into the flood 
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of light of some large cafe. Holding their heads high, laughing 
loudly, and looking back after the men who turned to glance 
at them, they were m their element Their whitened faces, 
spotted with the red of their lips and the black of their eye- 
lashes, assumed in the shadow the distuibing chaim of some 
imitation Eastern bazaar held in the open street Until twelve 
o’clock, m spite of the jostling ot the crowd, they promenaded 
gaily along, meiely muttering “stupid fooE” now and again 
behind the backs of the awkward fellows whose heels caught in 
their flounces. They exchanged familiar nods with the cafe 
waiters, lingered sometimes to talk at the tables, accepted drinks 
which they swallowed slowly, like persons happy at having the 
chance to sit down, while waiting till the people came out of 
the theatres. But, as the night advanced, if they had not made 
one or two trips to the Rue La Rochefoucauld, their pursuit be- 
came more eager — they no longer picked and chose Beneath 
the trees of the now gloomy and almost deserted Boulevards, 
ferocious bargains were made, and occasionally the sound of 
oaths and blows would be heard, whilst fathers of families, with 
their wives and daughters, used to such encounters, would pass 
sedately by without hastening their footsteps. 

Then, after having made the tour ten times from the Opera 
to the Gymnase Theatre, finding that the men avoided them, 
and hurried along all the faster in the increasing obscurity, Nana 
and Satin would adjourn to the Rue du Faubourg-Montmartre. 
There, up till two o’clock in the morning, the lights of the res- 
taurants, of the beer saloons, and of the pork-butchers, blazed 
away, whilst quite a swarm of women hung about the doors 
of the cafes; it was the last bright and animated corner of noc- 
turnal Pans, the last open market for the contracts of a night, 
where business was overtly transacted among the various groups, 
from one end of the street to the other, the same as m the spa- 
cious hall of some public building. And on the nights when 
they returned home unsuccessful, they wrangled with each 
other The Rue Notre-Dame de Lorette appeared dark and de- 
serted, with only the occasional shadow of some woman drag- 
ging herself along; it was the tardy return of the poor girls of 
the neighbourhood, exasperated by an evening of forced idle- 
ness, and pertinaciously striving for ‘better luck as they argued 
in a hoarse voice with some drunkard whp had lost his way. 
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and whom they detained at the comer of the Rue Breda or the 
Rue Fontaine. 

However, they occasionally had some veiy good windfalls — 
louis given them hy well-dressed gentlemen, who put their dec- 
orations in then pockets as they accompanied them Satin espe- 
cially scented them from afar. On wet nights, when dank Pans , 
emittM the unsavoury smell of a vast alcove seldom cleansed, 
she knew that the dampness of the atmospheie, the fetidness of 
the low haunts, excited the men And she watched for those that 
were the best off; she could see it in their pale eyes. It was like 
a stroke of carnal madness passing over the city. It is true that 
she was at times rather frightened, for she knew that thd most 
gentlemanly-looking men were generally the most filthy-minded. 
All the polish vanished and the brute appeared beneath, exact- 
ing in his monstrous tastes and refined m his perversion So 
Satin, therefore, had no respect for the great people in their 
carnages, but would say that their coachmen were far nicer, 
for they treated women as they should be treated, and did not 
half kill them with ideas worthy of hell This fall of well-to-do 
people into the crapulence of vice still astonished Nana, who 
had reserved certain prejudices of which Satin relieved her. 
When seriously discussing the. subject she would ask, Was there, 
then, no virtue'* From the highest to the lowest, all seemed to 
grovel in vice. Welh there were some pretty doings in Paris 
from nine in the 'evening till thiee in the morning; and then 
she would laugh aloud and exclaim that if one were only able 
to look into all the rooms, one would witness some very queer 
things — the lower classes going m for a regular treat, and here 
and there not a few of the upper classes poking their noses even 
more than the others into the beastly goings-on. She was com- 
pleting her education. 

One night; on calling for Satin, she recognised the Marquis 
de Cbouard coming down the stairs, leaning heavily on the 
balustrade, his legs yielding beneath him, and his face ghastly 
pale. She took out her handkerchief and pretended to blow her 
nose; then, when she found Satin surrounded by the accustomed 
filth, the room not having been touched for more than a week 
past, basins and other utensils lying about on all sides, the bed 
in a most dirty condition, she expressed her astonishment that 
.her friend should know the marquis. Ah, yes! she knew him; in 
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fact, he had been an awful nuisance when she and her pastry- 
cook were living together! Now, he came from time to time, 
but he pestered her immensely. He sniffed about m every dirty 
place he could find, even in her slippers 

“Yes, my dear, in my slippers Oh! he’s a filthy beast! He’s 
always wanting things — ” 

What most troubled Nana was the sincerity of these low 
debaucheries. She recalled to mind her comedies of pleasure, 
during the days of her fast life; whilst she saw the girls about 
her losing their health at it day by day Then Satin frightened 
her terribly with the police She was full of stories about them. 
Once she used to keep up an acquaintance with one of the in- 
spectors of public morals, so as to insure being left alone; on 
two occasions he had prevented her name from being entered 
in their books, and now she trembled, for she knew what to ex- 
pect if they caught her a third time. It was shocking to hear her. 
The police arrested as many women as they possibly could, in 
ordci to get bribes, they seized all they came across, and si- 
lenced you with a slap in the mouth if you cried out, for they 
were certain of being upheld and rewarded, even though there 
happened to be a respectable girl among the number. In the 
summer they would start off, twelve or fifteen together, and 
make a round-up on the Boulevards, surrounding one of the 
footpaths, and securing as many as thirty women in an evening 
Satin, however, knew their favourite spots. As soon as ever she 
caught a glimpse of a policeman, away she bolted, amidst the 
wild flight of the long trains, through the crowd There was a 
dread of the law, a terror of the Prefecture of Police so great that 
many remained as though paralysed at the doors of the cafes, in 
spite of the advancing policemen, who swept the road before 
them. But Satin most dreaded being informed against; her 
pastry cook had been mean enough to threaten to denounce her 
when he left her. Yes, some men lived on their mistresses by 
those means, without counting the dirty women who would be- 
tray you through jealousy, if you were better looking than they. 

Nana listened to all these stories which greatly increased her 
fears. She had always trembled at the name of the law — that 
unknown power, that vengeance of men which could suppress 
her, without anyone in the world defending her. The prison of 
Samt-Lazare appeared to her like a tomb, an enormous ‘black 
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hole, ui which women were buiifd ali\e, aftet having had their 
hair cut off. She would sav to heiselr that she had only to give 
up Fontan to hud no end ol piotcclors, and Satm might tell her 
hundreds of times ol certain lists ol women, accompanied by 
their photographs, that the policemen had to consult, and be 
caret ul never to interfeie with the originals She was neverthe- 
less dreadfully frightened, she was always seeing herseli jostled 
and dragged ofl to be inspected on the morrow', and the idea of 
the inspection filled her with agony and shame, she who had so 
often thrown her chemise over the house-tops. 

It so happened that one night towards the end of September, 
as she was walking with Satin along the Boulevard Poissonniere, 
the latter suddenly started off at full gallop. And as she asked 
her why she did so* 

“The police!” panted her friend “Hurry up’ hurry up!” 

There was a headlong rush thtough the crowd, skirts were 
torn m their flight — there were blows and cries, a woman fell to 
the ground. The mob laughingly looked on at the brutal on- 
slaught of the police, who rapidly contracted their cucle Nana, 
however, had soon lost sight of Satin. She felt hei legs tailing 
her; she was on the point of being caught, when a man, taking 
her arm in his, led her oft in the face of the infuriated police- 
men It was Prullicre, w'ho had just at that moment recognised 
her Without speaking, he turned with hei down the Rue 
Rougemont, which \'’as almost deserted, wheie she was able to 
take breath; but she felt so faint, that he had to support her 
She did not even thank him. 

“Well,” said he at length, “you had better come round to my 
place and rest yourself a bn.” 

He lived close by, in the Rue Bergere. But she pulled herself 
together at once. 

“No, I won’t.” 

“But everyone does,” he roughly resumed. “Why won’t you.?” 

“Because — ” 

To her mind that said everything. She loved Fontan too much 
to deceive him with a friend. The others did not count, as it was 
from necessity and not pleasure that she listened to them. In 
the face of such stupid obstinacy, Prulhere behaved with the 
meanness of a handsome man wounded m his pride. 
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“Well! please yourself,” said he “Only I’m not going your 
way, my dear. Get out of the mess by yourself.” 

And he walked off All her fright came back again; she re- 
turned to Montmartre by a most roundabout way, keeping close 
to the shops, and turning pale every time a man came near her. 

It was on the morrow that Nana, still feeling the shock- of 
her terrors of the night before, suddenly found herself face to 
face with Labordette, in a quiet little street at Batignolles, as she 
was on her way to her aunt’s. At first they both seemed rather 
uneasy. He, though always most obliging, had some business 
which he kept to himself. However, he was the first to regain 
his composure, and express his pleasure at the meeting. Really, 
every one was still amazed at Nanais total eclipse. She was in- 
quired after everywhere, her old friends were all pining away. 
And, becoming paternal, he preached her a little sermon 

“Now, frankly, my dear, between ourselves, you are making 
a fool of yourself. One can understand a bit of infatuation, but 
not being reduced to the point you are, to be eaten up to that 
extent and then only to pocket kicks and blows! Are you going 
m for the prize of virtue?” 

She listened to him in an embarrassed manner But when 
he spoke to her of Rose, who was triumphing with her conquest 
of Count Mufiat, her eyes sparkled. She murmured: 

“Oh I if I choose — ” 

He at once offered his mediation, in his obliging way. But she 
refused Then he attacked her on another subject. He told her 
that Bordenave was going to bring out a new piece by Fauchery, 
in which there was a capital part that would suit her splendidly. 

“Whatl a new piece with a part that would suit me'” she ex- 
claimed in amazement; “but he is in it, and he never told me!” 

She did not name Fontan. Besides, she became calm again 
almost directly. She would never return to the stage No doubt 
Labordette was not convinced, for he insisted with a smile. 

“You know you have nothing to fear with me. I will prepare 
Muffat, you will return to the theatre, and then 1 will lead him 
to you like a lamb.” 

“No'” she said energetically. 

And she left him. Her heroism caused her to bemoan her fate. 
A cad of a man would not have sacrificed himself like that 
without trumpeting it abroad. Yet one thing struck her; La- 
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bofdefte had given her exactly the same advice as Francis That 
evening, when Fontan returned home she questioned him about 
Fauchery’s piece. He had been back at the Vaiiety Theatie for 
two months past. Why had he not told her about the part?” 

‘‘What part?” asked he in his cross voice. “Do you happen 
to mean the part of the grand lady? Really now, do you then 
think yourself a genius ? But, my girl, you could no more play 
that part than fly. Upon my word, you make me laugh'” 

Her feelings were dreadfully hurt. All night he chaffed her, 
calling hei Mademoiselle Mars. And the more he ridiculed her, 
the more she stood up for herself, feeling a strange pleasure in 
that heroic defense of her whim, which, in her own eyes, made 
her appear very great and very loving. Ever since she had been 
consorting with other men, for the purpose of feeding him, she 
loved him the more, m spite of all the fatigue and the loathing 
which this existence caused her He became her vice, for which 
she paid, and which, beneath the sting of the blows, she could 
not do without. He, seeing her as loving and obedient as an ani- 
mal, ended by abusing his power. She irritated his nerves. He 
became seized with a ferocious hatred to such an extent, that he 
lost sight altogether of his own interests. Whenever Bose made 
an observation on the subject, he exclaimed, exasperated with- 
out anyone knowing why, that he did not care a curse for her 
or her good diriners, and that he would turn her out of the 
place, just for the skke of spending the seven thousand francs 
on another woman. And that was indeed the end of their in- 
timacy. 

One night Nana, on coming home about eleven o’clock, 
found the door bolted on the inside. She knocked a first time, 
no answer; a second time, still no answer. Yet she could see a 
light under the door, and Fontan was walking about inside. She 
knocked again and again without ceasing, and calling to him 
angrily. At length Fontan said in a slow, thick voice: 

“Go to the devil'” 

She knocked with both her fists. 

“Go to the devil!” 

She knocked louder, almost enough to break tlie panel. 

“Go to the devil 1” 

And for a quarter of an hour the same words answered her 
like a jeering echo of the blows she hammered on the door. 
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Then, seeing tliat she did not tire, he suddenly opened it, and 
standing on the threshold, with his arras crossed, said m the 
same cold brutal tone of voice: 

“Damnation! have you nearly done? What is it you tvaiit? 
You had better let us go to sleep! You can see very well that I 
am not alone.” 

And true enough he was not alone. Nana caught a glimpse 
of the little woman of the Boufles Theatre, already in her 
night-dress, with her curly hair that looked like tow, and her 
eyes like gimlet holes, who was enjoying the fun in the midst 
of the furniture thht Nana had paid for. Fontan stepped out on 
to the landing, looking terrible, and opening his big fingeis 
said; 

“Be off, or I’ll strangle you I” 

Then Nana burst into nervous sobs. She was frightened and 
ran ofi This time it was she who was turned out. In her anger 
she suddenly thought of Muifat, and of how she had treated 
him; but really it was not for Fontan to avenge him. 

Outside, her first idea was to go and sleep with Satin, if no 
one else was with her. She met her outside the house, she having 
been also chucked out, but by her landlord, who had put a pad- 
lock on her door, against all legal right, as the furniture was 
hers. Satin cursed and swore, and talked of having him up 
before the commissary of pohce. However, as midnight was 
striking, the first thing to do was to obtain a bed somewhere. 
And Satin, thinking it best not to make the policeman ac- 
quainted with the state of her affairs, ended by taking Nana to 
a lady who kept a licensed lodging-house in the Rue de Laval. 
They obtained a small back room on the first floor overlooking 
the courtyard. 

“I might have gone to Madame Robert’s,” said Satin. “There 
is always room there for me; but I couldn’t have taken you. 
She’s becoming most ridiculously jealous. The other night she 
beat me.” 

When they had fastened themselves in, Nana, who up dll 
then had not unbosomed herself, burst into tears, and related 
again and again the dirty trick that Fontan had played her. She 
listened complaisantly, consoled her, and became even more in- 
dignant than she, abusing the mcfl heartily. 
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“Oh, the pigsl oh, tlje pigsl You should have nothing more 
to do with such pigs^” 

Then she helped Nana to undress. She hovered around her 
like a gentle and obliging little woman, and kept saying coax- 

ingly, 

“Let’s get into bed quickly, my dear We shall be much better 
there Ah' how silly you are to be worried I I tell you that they’re 
a foul setl Don’t think of them any more You know I love you 
very much. Now leave off crying — do, tor your little darling’s 
sake.’’ 

And in bed she at once took Nana in her arms, so as to calm 
her She would not hear Fontan’s name mentioned again Each 
time that it came to her friend’s lips she stopped it with a kiss, 
prettily pouting with anger, her hair all loose, and looking child- 
ishly beautiful, and full of tenderness. Then, little by little, in 
this sweet embrace, Nana dried her tears She was touched, she 
returned Satin’s caresses. When two o’clock struck the light was 
still burning Both were laughing gently, and uttering words 
of love. 

But suddenly a great noise was heard in the house. Satin, half 
naked, jumped out of bed and listened. 

“The police^’’ said she, pale with fear. “Ah, damn itl we’ve 
no luck I We’re done for^” 

She had told of the searches the policemen made in the hotels 
and lodging-houses fully twenty times, and yet, when they went 
to the Rue de Laval that night they had neither of them given 
the matter a thought At the word police, Nana lost her wits 
entirely. She jumped out of bed, and, running across the room, 
opened the window, with the wild look of a mad woman about 
to jump out. But, fortunately, the little courtyard was covered 
m with glass, and over this was a wire net-work on a lei el with 
the window She did not hesitate, but, stepping on to the sill, 
disappeared in the darkness, her chemise blowing about her, 
and her bare legs exposed to the keen night air. 

“Stay here,” cried Satin, terrified. “You will kill yourself” 
Then, as they were knocking at the door, she good-naturedly 
closed the window, and threw her friend’s clothes into the bot- 
tom of a cupboard. She had already resigned herself to her fate, 
saying to herself that after all, if they did put her on their list, 
she would no more have occasion for that stupid fright. She pre- 
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tended to be sound asleep, yawned, parleyed, and ended by 
opening the door to a big lellow with a duty beard, who said: 

“Show }oui hands You’ve no needle marks on your fingers. 
You don’t work Come, dress yoursell.” 

“But I’m not a needle-woman, I’m a burnisher,” declared 
Satin boldly. 

But all the same, she quietly dressed herself, for she knew 
that It was no use aigumg Cries were heard about the house. 
One girl held on to the door, refusing to move Another, who 
was m bed with her lover, and for whom he became responsi- 
ble, acted the part of the grossly insulted respectable woman, 
and threatened to take proceedings against the Prefect of Po- 
lice For nearly an hour there was a noise of heavy boots on the 
stairs, of doors shaken by violent blows, of piercing shrieks end- 
ing in sobs, of women’s skirts grazing the walls — all the abrupt 
awakening and the terrified departure of a flock of women, 
brutally collared by three policemen, under the charge of a 
little, fair-haired, and very polite commissary of police. Then a 
great silence reigned throughout the house 

No one had betrayed her. Nana was saved She crept back 
into the room, shivering and almost dead with fright. Her bare 
feet were bleeding from the scratches caused by the wire. For a 
long while she remained, listening, seated on the edge of the 
bed. .Towaids morning, however, she fell asleep, but at eight 
o’clock, when she awoke, she quickly left the house, and has- 
tened to her aunt’s When Madame Lerat, who happened to be 
just taking her breakfast with Zoe, saw her at that early hour, 
dressed in such a .slovenly way, and with a scared look about 
her face, she understood it at once. 

“Ah! so It’s happened, has it'’” she exclaimed “I told you he 
would even want the skin of your body. Well, come in, you’re 
always welcome here.” 

Zoe had risen, and murmured, with respectful familiarity, “At 
length madame is restored to us. I was expecting madame.” 

But Madame Lerat wished Nana to kiss little Louis at once, 
because, she said, the child’s happiness consisted in his mother’s 
good sense. Little Louis was still sleeping, looking sickly 
through lack of blood; and when Nana leant over his white, 
scrofulous face, all her troubles of the last few months returned 
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to her, and seemed to stick in her throat and almost strangle 
her. 

“Oh I my poor little one, my poor little one!” she stuttered, in 
a last outburst of sobs. 


CHAPTER NINE 

They were rehearsing the “Little Duchess” at the Variety Thea- 
tre. The first act had just been gone through, and they were 
about to commence the second In two old arm-chairs placed 
close to the footlights, Fauchery and Bordenave were arguing 
together, whilst the prompter, old Cossard, a little hunchback, 
was seated on a rush-bottomed chair, a pencil between his lips, 
turning over the leaves of the manuscript. 

“WelP what are you all waiting ior?” suddenly exclaimed 
Bordenave, thumping furiously on the boards with his heavy 
walking-stick “Barillot, why don’t you begin?” 

“It’s M. Bose — he’s disappeared,” replied Barillot, who was 
acting as assistant stage-manager. 

Then there was quite a storm of shouts. Every one called 
Bose Bordenave cursed and swore. 

“Damn it alh it’s always the same. One may ring and call — 
they’re always where they oughtn’t to be; and then they grum- 
ble when they’re kept after four o’clock ” 

Bose, however, arrived with a serene coolness, 

“Eh, what, who wants me? Ah I it’s time tor my entrance t 
Then why didn’t you say so Good> Simone, give me my cue. 
There are guests arriving,’ and I enter, How am I to enter?” 

“Why, through the door, of course,” shouted Fauchery, los- 
ing patience 

“Yes, but where is the door?” 

This time Bordenave attacked Barillot, cursing and swearing 
again, and banging his stick on the boards sufficient to split 
them. 

“Damn'it all! I said a chair was to be placed there to repre- 
sent the door. Every day I have to repeat the same thing ^ Banl- 
lotl where’s Barillot? There’s another* they all bolt off!” 

Barillot, however, bowing beneath the tempest, came and 
placed the chair without saying a word, and the rehearsal con- 
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tinued. Simone, with her bonnet on, and envoloped in her fur 
cloak, assumed the airs of a servant arranging some furniture. 
She interrupted heiself to say, 

“You know. I’m not very warm, so I shall keep my hands 
in my muff.” Then changing her voice, she greeted Bose with a 
faint cry, and said, “Why, it’s the count. You are the first, sir, 
and madame will be very pleased.” 

Bose had on a muddy pair of trousers, a big drab overcoat, 
and an immense muffler rolled round his neck. With his hands 
in his pockets, and an old hat on his head, he said m a hollow 
voice, without any acting but merely dragging himself along. 

“Do not disturb youi mistress, Isabella; I wish to give her a 
surprise.” 

The rehearsal went on. Bordenave, scowling, and buried in 
his arm-chair, listened with an air of fatigue Fauchery, nervous 
and constantly changing his position, was seized every minute 
with a desire to interrupt, which, however, he repressed. But 
he heard whisperings behind him in the dark and empty house. 

“Is she there r” he asked, leaning towards Bordenave. 

The latter nodded his head. Before accepting the part of 
Geraldine which he had offered her, Nana had wished to see 
the piece; for she hesitated before agreeing to act the part of 
a gay woman What she longed for was to appear on the stage 
as a lady. She was half hidden in the shadow of a box with 
Labordette, who was exerting himself with Bordenave for her. 
Fauchery glanced round at her, and then again gave all his at- 
tention to the rehearsal. 

Only the front of the stage was lighted up. A large jet of gas 
issuing from a pipe erected at the junction of the footlights, 
and the glare of which was disseminated by means of a power- 
ful reflector, looked like a great yellow eye in the semi-obscurity, 
where it blazed with a sort of dubious sadness. Against the slen- 
der gas-pipe stood Cossard, holding up the manuscript close to 
the light, which vividly exposed the outline of his hump. Then 
more m the shadow were Fauchery and Bordenave. In the 
midst of the enormous structure, this light, which illumined the 
distance of a few yards only, looked like the glimmer of a lan- 
tern fixed to a post at some railway station, the actors appear- 
ing like so many strange phantoms, with their shadows dancing 
before them. The rest of the stage, full of a kind of fine dust 
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similar to that which hangs about houses m the course' of demo- 
lition, resembled a gigantic nave undergoing repair, with its 
ladders, its frame-works, and its side-scenes, the faded paint on 
which imitated heaps of rubbish; and the drop-scenes suspended 
up aloft had an appearance of frippery hanging to the beams 
of some vast lag warehouse, whilst a ray of sunshine, which had 
penetrated through some window, intersected the darkness 
above like a bar of gold 

At the back of the stage some of the actors were conversing 
together while waiting for their cues They had gradually raised 
their voices. 

“I say there' will you keep quiet'*” yelled Bordenave, who 
sprung from his chair in a rage. “I can’t hear a word. Go out- 
side if you want to talk, we’re working. Barlllot, if any one 
talks again. I’ll fire the whole lot!” 

They held their tongues for a short time. They formed a 
little group, seated on a bench and some rustic chairs in a bit of 
a garden— the first scene for the evening which was placed 
there, ready to be fixed Fontan and Prulliere were listening to 
Rose Mignon, who had just received a splendid oflei from the 
manager of the Folies-Dramatiques Theatre. But a voice called 
out, 

“The duchessl Saint-Firmin' Now then, the duchess and 
Saint-Firmin'” 

Prulliere did not recollect till the second call that he was 
Saint-Firmin. Rose, who played the part of the Duchess Flelene, 
was waiting for him to make their entrance. Slowly dragging 
his feet over the vacant, sonorous boards, old Bose returned to 
sit down. Then Clarisse offered him half the bench. 

“What does he yell about, like that for?” asked she, speaking 
of Bordenave “It will be getting unbearable soon. Fie can’t 
bring out a new piece now^ without giving vent to his feelings 
in that way.” 

Bose shrugged his shoulders; he was above all those shindies. 
Fontan whispered: 

“Ife smells a failure. I think it’s a most idiotic piece.” Then, 
returmng to Rose’s story, he said to Clarisse, “IJo you believe 
it, eh? Three hundred francs a night, and a hundred perform- 
ances guaranteed. Why not a country house into the bargain? 
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If his wife was offered three hundred francs, Mignon would 
chuck up Bordenave, and without warning, tool” 

Clansse belies ed in the truth of the offer. Fontan was always 
running las comrades downi But Simone interrupted them. She 
was shivering. All well buttoned up and with scarves round 
their necks, looked up at the sunbeam which shone without 
descending into the mournful coldness that hung about the 
stage. Outside it was freezing beneath a clear November sky. 

“And there’s no fire m the green-room!” said Simone “It’s 
disgusting, he’s becoming beastly miserly. I’ve a good mind to 
go home, I don’t want to be ill” 

“Silence therel” cried Bordenave, in a voice of thunder 
Then for a few minutes nothing was heard but the confused 
voices of the actors They scarcely indicated the gestures, and 
spoke in a quiet voice so as not to tire themselves. However, 
when they intended to score a point, they glanced at the audi- 
torium, It appeared to them like an enormous hole in which 
floated a vague shadow, similar to a fine dust confined in a big 
loft without windows. The house, which was in darkness except 
for the feeble light transmitted from the stage, seemed wrapped 
in a troubled and melancholy sleep. The paintings on the ceil- 
ing were veiled m obscurity. From the top to the bottom of the 
stage-boxes, on the right and left, hung immense breadths of 
coarse grey linen to protect the hangings; and strips of the same 
material were thrown over the velvet of the balustrades, girdling 
the balconies with a double winding-sheet, staining, as it were, 
the gloom with their pale tint. In the general discolouration one 
could only distinguish the darker recesses of the boxes, which 
indicated the different storeys, and the breaks caused by the 
seats, the red velvet of which had a blackish look. The great 
crystal gasalier, lowered almost to the ground, filled the stalls 
with its pendants, and gave one the idea of a removal, of a de- 
parture of the public on a journey from which it would never re- 
turn. 

Rose, in her part of the little duchess lost at the house of some 
fast woman, just then advanced towards the footlights. She 
raised her hands and pouted adorably to that dark, empty house, 
which was as sad as though it were in mourning. 

“Good heavens! what cunous people!” said she, accentuating 
the phrase, certain of the effect. 
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At the back of the box in which she was seated, Nana, 
wrapped in a large shawl, was listening to the piece and devour- 
ing Rose with her eyes. She turned to Labordette and asked him 
in a low voice. 

“You’re sure he’s coming''” 

“Quite sure No doubt he will come with Mignon, as a pre- 
text. As soon as he arrives you must go up into Mathilde’s dress- 
ing-room, and I will bring him there to you.” 

They were talking of Count Muflat. It was an interview on 
neutral ground, arranged by Labordette. He had had a serious 
talk with Bordenave, whom two successive failures had brought 
to a very low ebb. And Bordenave had hastened to lend his 
theatre and offer a part to Nana, wishing to get on good terms 
with the count, with the view of borrowing some money of him. 

“And the part of Geraldine, what do you think of it?” re- 
sumed Labordette. 

But Nana neither answered nor moved After the first act, in 
which the author made the Duke de Beaurivage deceive his 
wife with the fair Geraldine, an operatic star, came the second 
act, where the DucTiess Helene went to the actress’s on the 
night of the masked ball, to learn by what magic power such 
creatures conquered and retained the husbands of better women 
It was a cousin, the handsome Oscar de Saint-Firmm, who in- 
troduced her there, hoping to seduce her. And, to her great sur- 
prise, as a first lesson she heard Geraldine abusing the duke in 
the language of a navvic, whilst the latter seemed to be de- 
lighted; this sight drew from her the cry, “Ah, welB if that’s 
the way men must be spoken to'” This was about the only scene 
Geraldine had in the act. As for the duchess, she was soon pun- 
ishecl for her curiosity. An old beau, the Baron de Tardiveau, 
took her for one of the gay women and attacked her vigorously, 
whilst, on the other side, Beaurivage made it up with Geraldine, 
who was reclining in an easy chair, and kissed her. As the part 
of the latter was not filled up, old Cossard had risen to read it, 
' and he accentuated certain passages in spite of himself, and 
acted m Bose’s arms. They had reached this scene, the rehearsal 
dragged on tediously, when suddenly Fauchery jumped up from 
his chair. He had restrained himself till then, but his nerves had 
at length got the better of him. 

“That isn’t iti” he exclaimed. 
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The actors paused, their arms dangling beside them. Fontan, 
screwing up his nose, asked in a sneering way: 

“What? What isn’t it?” 

“You’re all wrongl it’s not that at all, not that at alll” re- 
sumed Fauchery, who marched about the stage gesticuladng, 
and went through the scene. “Look here, Fontan, you must 
understand Tardiveau’s excitement; you lean torwaid like this, 
with this gesture, to seize hold ot the duchess And you. Rose, 
it’s then that you pass, quickly, like this, but not too soon, not 
till you hear the kiss” — He interrupted himself, and called to 
Cossard, in the heat of his explanations “Geraldine, give the 
kiss — loud! so that it can be well heard'” 

Old Cossard turned towards Bose, and smacked his lips 
vigorously. 

“Good' that’s the kiss,” said Fauchery jubilantly. “Give the 
kiss once more. Now you see. Rose, I’ve had time to pass, and 
then I utter a faint cry— ‘Ah' she has kissed him'’ But, for that, 
Tardiveau must follow you towards the back of the stage. Do 
you hear, Fontan? you must follow her to the back of the stage. 
Now, try it over again, and all together'” 

The actors went through the scene a second time, but Fontan 
played his part with such ill-will, that it was worse than ever. 
Twice again Fauchery gave his directions, acting the mimic each 
time with more warmth. They all listened to him in a mournful 
way, looked at one another for an instant, as though he had 
asked them to walk on their heads, and then awkwardly tried 
again, to stop almost directly with the rigidity of puppets whose 
Strings have just been broken. 

“No, it’s too much for me; I can’t understand it,” Fontan 
ended by saying in his insolent tone of voice. 

During all this while, Bordenave had not opened his lips. 
Buried in the depths of his arm-chair, one could only see by the 
pale light of the gas-jet the top of his hat, which he had pulled 
over his eyes, and his immense stomach, in front of which was 
his walking-stick, abandoned between his legs, and one would 
have thought him asleep Suddenly he rose up. 

“My young friend, it’s absurd,” said he to Fauchery, in a 
quiet tone of voice. 

“How! absurd!” exclaimed the author, turning very pale,' 
■ “You are absurd yourself, my boy!” 
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Bordenave at once flew into a passion He repeated the word 
absurd, and seeking for something stronger, substituted imbecile 
and idiotic It would be hissed, they would nevei be allowed to 
finish the act; and as Fauchery, exasperated though not par- 
ticularly ofiended by his abuse, which occurred each time they 
rehearsed a new piece together, roundly called him a brute, 
Bordenave lost all control over himself He twirled his stick m 
his hand, and breathing like a mad hull, exclaimed 

“Damnation I go to the deuce, There’s another quarter of an 
hour wasted m stupidity — yes, stupidity There’s not the least 
particle of common sense in it. And yet it’s so simple' You, 
Fontan, you’re not to budge You, Rose, you make a little 
movement like this, you know, but not more, and then you 
come forward. Now try it that way, off you go, Cossard, give 
the kiss.” 

The scene went no better. The confusion became greater. 
Then Bordenave also began to mimic with the gracefulness ot 
an elephant, whilst Fauchery stood by sneering and shrugging 
his shoulders, in a pitying sort of way. Then Fontan mixed 
himself up in it, and even Bose ventured to give his advice 
Rose, quite tired out, had finished by sitting down on the chair 
which indicated the door. No one any longer knew what they 
were about. To crown the confusion, Simone, thinking she 
heard her cue, made her entrance too soon, in the midst of the 
disorder This so enraged Bordenave, that whirling his stick 
round in a terrible manner, it alighted with great force on her 
posterior. He often struck the women, who had been his mis- 
tresses, during rehearsals She rushed off, pursued by this 
furious cry: 

“Take that home with you, and damn it all! I’ll shut up the 
show if I’m bothered any morel” 

Fauchery had pressed his hat down on his head, and pre- 
tended to leave the theatre, but he remained standing at the 
back of the stage, and came forward again when he saw Bor- 
denave return to his arm-chair in a frightful state of perspira-' 
tion He resumed his own seat They remained a short time 
side by side, without stirring, whilst complete silence reigned 
throughout the house, The actors waited nearly two minutes 
They all seemed to be m a state of the greatest dejection, as 
^ugh they had just gone through a most fatiguing task. 
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“Well! continue,” said Bordenave at length in his ordinary 
tone of voice, and perfectly calm. 

“Yes, continue,” repeated Fauchery. “We will arrange the 
scene to-morrow.” 

And they stretched themselves out, and the rehearsal resumed 
its course of tediousness and supreme indiflernce. During the 
row between the manager and the author, Fontan and the 
others had had a most enjoyable time at the back, seated on 
the bench and the rustic chairs. They had laughed quietly 
among themselves, with numerous grunts and witty remarks; 
but when Simone returned witla her whack behind, and her 
voice broken by sobs, they went m for tragedy, saying that in 
her place they would have strangled the old pig. She wiped her 
eyes, nodding her head the while. It was all over; she would 
leave him, more especially as Steiner, the day before, had of- 
fered to provide for her Clarisse was lost in astonishment— the 
banker was without a son; but Prullierc laughed and reminded 
her of how the confounded Jew had advertised himself by 
means of Rose, when he had been working the shares of the 
Salt Works of the Landes Just then he had another project— 
a tunnel under the Bosphorus Simone listened very much in- 
terested. As for Clarisse, she had been in an awful rage for a 
week past That beast La Faloise, whom she had flung into 
Gaga’s venerable arms, had just inherited the property of a 
very rich uncle I She had no luck; she was always warming the 
house for the next tenant. Then that brute Bordenave had only 
given her a wretched part of fifty lines, when she could very 
well have played Geraldine! She was longing for the part; and 
had great hopes that Nana would refuse it 

“Well! and P” said Prulliere indignantly; “I haven’t two 
hundred lines. I wished to decline the part. It’s an insult to ask 
me to play that Saint-Firrain; it’s as bad as being shelved. And 
what a piece, my friends! You know, it’ll be an awful fiasco.” 

Here Simone, who had been talking with old Barillot, re- 
turned and said, all out of breath, “I say, Nana’s here!” 

“Whereabouts.?” asked Clarisse, rising quickly from her seaft 
to see. A'" 

The news passed rapidly from one to the other. Every cA 
leant forward to have a look. For an instant the rehearsal vfes 
interrupted; but Bordenave suddenly roused himself, and ydla^ 
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“Well’ what’s the matter? Finish the act, can’t you? And 
keep quiet you over there, the row you kick up is intolerable!” 

Nana was still watching the piece from her box Labordette 
had twice addressed her, but she had impatiently pushed him 
with her elbow to make him leave off The second act was just 
about ending, when two figures appealed at the back ol the 
stage. As they walked down to the front, on the tips of their 
toes, so as not to make any noise, Nana recognised Mignon and 
Count Muffat, who nodded in silence to Bordenave, 

“Ah! there they are,” murmured she with a sigh of relief. 
Rose Mignon gave the last cue. Then Bordenave said that 
they must go through the second act again, before touching the 
third one; and, leaving the rehearsal, he greeted the count with 
most exaggerated politeness, whilst Fauchery pretended to be 
wholly engaged with the actors around him Mignon whistled 
quietly to himself, with his hands behind his back, and looking 
tenderly at his wife, who seemed rather nervous. 

“Well’ shall we go up?” asked Labordette of Nana “I will 
make you comfortable in .the room, and then come back for 
him.” 

Nana left the box at once. She had to feel her way along the 
passage which led to the boxes and stalls, but Bordenave guessed 
she was there, as she was hurrying along in the dark, he caught 
her up at the end of the corridoi which passed behind the stage 
— a narrow place where the gas was kept burning night and 
day. There, so as to get the matter settled quickly, he at once at- 
tacked her about the part of Geraldine. 

“Eh! what a part’ what go there is in it I It is exactly suited to 
you Come to-morrow to rehearsal.” 

Nana kept very cool. She wished to see the third act 
“Oh’ the third act is superb’ The duchess plays at being a fast 
woman in her own home, which disgusts Beaurivage and gives 
him a lesson. And then there’s a very funny imbroglio. Tardi- 
veau arrives, and thinking he is at some dancer’s — ” 

“And what does Geraldine do in all that?” interrupted Nana. 
“Geraldine?” repeated Bordenaye slightly embarrassed. “She 
has a scene, not very long, but a capital one. The part is a splen- 
did one for you, I tell you’ Comf and sign an agreement now.” 

For a few seconds she looked him straight in the face, and 
then replied, “We’ll talk it over by-and-by.” 



NANA 249 

And she joined Labordette, who was waiting for her on the 
stairs. Every one in the theatre had recognized her. They were 
all whispering togethei Her return quite scandalised Prulliere, 
and Clarisse was very uneasy about the part she was longing for. 
As for Fontan, he pretended supreme indifference. It was not 
for him to abuse a woman he had loved. In his heart— in his old 
infatuation now turned to hatred — he entertained a ferocious 
grudge against her on account of her devotion to him, of her 
beauty, and of that dual existence which he had severed through 
the perversion of his monster-like inclinations. 

However, when Labordette returned and went up to the 
count, Rose Mignon, already put on her guard from the knowl- 
edge of Nana’s presence, suddenly understood what was going 
on. Muff at bored her immensely; but the thought of being 
thrown over in that fashion was too much for her. She broke 
the silence she usually maintained with her husband on those 
matters, and said to him bluntly, 

“You see what is going on? Well' I give you my word that 
if she tries on the Steiner dodge again, I will scratch her eyes 
out'" 

Mignon, calm and serene, shrugged his shoulders with the 
air of a man who sees everything. 

“Be quiet, will you'" he murmured. “Just oblige me by hold- 
ing your tongue'" 

He knew what he was about. He had got pretty well all he 
could out of Muffat. He felt that on a sign from Nana the count 
was ready to lie down and be her footstool. It was impossible 
to fight with such a passion as his; and so, knowing what men 
are, his only thought was to get the most he could out of the 
situation. He must wait and see how things went. And he 
waited. 

“Rose, it’s your scene'” cried Bordenave. “The second act 
over again.” 

“Go'” resumed Mignon. “Leave me to manage this.” 

Then in his bantering way he amused himself by compliment- 
ing Fauchery on his piece. It was a capital play, only why was 
his grand lady so extremely virtuous? It was not natural. And 
he jeeringly asked who was the original of the Duke de Beauri- 
vage— the fool whom Geraldine did what she liked with Fauch- 
ery, far from being annoyed, began to smile; but Bordenave, 
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glancing in the direction of MufEat, seenaed annoyed, and that 
made Mignon serious again, and set him thinking. 

“Damn it alh are we ever going to begin?” yelled the man- 
ager. “Look sharp, Barillotl Eh? Bose isn’t there? Does he 
think he’s going to make a fool of me any longer?” 

But at that moment Bose quietly appeared and took his place. 
The rehearsal recommenced just as Labordette went off with the 
count The latter trembled at the thought ot seeing Nana again 
After their rupture he had felt himself alone in the world, he 
had allowed himself to be led to Rose, not knowing how to em- 
ploy his time, and thinking he was merely suffering from the 
alteration in his habits. Besides, in the state of stupor in which 
he then was, he wished to be ignorant ot everything, forbidding 
himself to seek Nana, and avoiding an explanation with the 
countess. It seemed to him that he owed that oblivion to his 
dignity. But there was a secret power at work, and Nana slowly 
reconquered him by his recollections, by the weaknesses of his 
flesh, and by new feelings, exclusive, tender, and almost pa-' 
ternal. The abominable scene m which he had taken part was 
forgotten; he no longer beheld Fontan, he no longer heard 
Nana ordering him out as she twitted him with his wife’s adul- 
tery. They were mere words which passed by as soon as they 
were uttered, whilst in his heart there remained a sting the 
pangs of which almost suRocated him. His thoughts at times 
became quite childish, he accused himself, imagining that she 
would not have deceived him had he really loved her, His agony 
became intolerable, and he was most unhappy It was like the 
smart of an old wound, no longer that blind and impatient de- 
sire putting up with anything, but a jealous love of that woman, 
a need of her alone, of her hair, of her mouth, of her body, that 
haunted him. 'Whenever he recalled the sound of her voice a 
tremor ran through his limbs. He longed for her with the exi- 
gencies of a raiser and infinite delicacy. And this love had seized 
upon him so grievously, that, at the first words Labordette ut- 
tered when sounding him respecting an interview, he threw 
himself into his arms by an irresistible movement, ashamed aft- 
erwards of having given way la^a manner so ridiculous for a 
man of his rank. But Labordette knew how to see and forget. 
He gave another proof of his tact in leaving the count at the 
foot of the stairs, with these simple words quickly uttered- 



NANA 251 

“On the second floor, turn to the right, the door is only 
pushed to.” 

Muflat found himself alone m this silent coiner of the build- 
ing. As he passed by the green-room he noticed, through the 
open doors, the dilapidation of the vast apartment, which, in 
the daylight, appeared m a disgraceful state thiough dirt and 
constant wear and tear But what surprised him, on his leaving 
the noise and semi-obscunty of the stage, were the bright clcai 
light, the intense quietude of that staircase, which he had seen 
one night smoky with gas and sonorous with the rush of women 
skurrying about from floor to floor. One could tell the dress- 
ings were unoccupied, the passages deserted, for there was not 
a soul, not a sound, whilst through the small square windows, 
on a level with the stairs, entered the pale Novembei sun, in the 
yellow rays of which an infinitesimal dust disported itself, whilst 
a death-like peacefulness hung over all. He felt happy in this si- 
lence and calm He mounted the stairs slowly, trying not to get 
out of breath, his heart bounded against his breast, and he was 
seized with the fear of acting like a child, with sighs and tears. 
Then, when he reached the first landing, he leant against the 
wall, certain of not being seen, and, holding his handkerchief to 
his mouth, he looked at the warped steps, at the iron hand-rail 
shining from the constant friction, at the soiled walls, at all that 
wretchedness which gave the place the look of some low brothel 
displayed in all its bareness at that drowsy hour of the afternoon 
when the girls are sleeping When he arrived at the second land- 
ing he had to step over a big tortoise-shell cat curled up asleep 
on the .top stair. With its eyes half closed, this cat watched all 
alone over the house, always in a state of somnolency from the 
cool and stuffy odours left behind there every night by the 
women. 

In the passage on the right, the door of the dressing-room 
was, as Labordette had said, only pushed to. Nana w'as waiting 
there. That little slut of a Mathilde kept her dressing-room in a 
slovenly state; there were cracked pots scattered all about, a dirty 
wash-hand basin, and a chair stained witli rouge, as though some 
one had been bleeding on the rush seat. The paper which cov- 
ered the walls and the ceiling was splashed all over with soapy 
water. There was such a stench there, such a smell of lavender 
turned musty, that Nana opened the window. She stood there 
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for a minutCj breathing the fresh air, and leaning out to catch 
a glimpse of Madame Bron, whom she heard vigorously sweep- 
ing the green flagstones on the shady side of the narrow court- 
yard A canary, in a cage hung up against a shutter, was utter- 
ing some piercing roulades. One could not hear the sounds of 
the vehicles on the Boulevard or in the neighboring streets, all 
was as peaceful as in the country, though the sun but seldom 
penetrated there. On raising her eyes, Nana saw the little build- 
ings and the shining glass roofs of the galleries of the Passage; 
then, farther off, in front of her, the high houses of the Rue 
Vivienne, the backs of which were so devoid of life that they 
seemed empty. Terraces rose one about another. On a roof a 
photographer had perched an enormous cage of blue glass. It 
looked very gay. Nana was becoming absorbed in contemplat- 
ing the scene, when she thought she heard a knock at the door. 
She turned round and called out; 

“Come ml” 

On seeing the count enter she closed the window. The day 
was cold, and it was not necessary that curious Madame Bron 
should overhear them They looked at one another gravely. 
Then, as he stood very stiff and speechless, she laughed, and 
said: 

“Well! so there you are, you big booby I” 

His emotion was so strong that he seemed frozen He called 
her feadame, and said how happy he was to see her again So, to 
bring matters to the point that she desired, she became more fa- 
miliar still. 

“Now don’t stand on your dignity. As you wished to ‘see me, 
It was not for us to look at each other like a couple of china 
dogs, I suppose! We’ve both been wrong. As for me, I forgive 
you I” 

And it was agreed that they would not refer to the subject 
again. He nodded his approval. He was becoming calmer but, 
as yet, could find nothing to say out of the tumultuous flow 
of words which rushed to his bps. Surprised at his coldness, she 
played her trump card. 

“Well, now, you’re reasonable,” she resumed, with a slight 
smile. “As 'we’ve made our peace, let’s shake hands and remain 
good friends for the future.” 



NANA 253 

“How good friends?” murmured he, becoming suddenly 
anxious. 

“Yes, perhaps it’s stupid of me, but I was desirous of your 
esteem. At present we’ve explained matters, and if we ever meet 
each other anywhere, we, at least, won’t look like a couple of 
fools — ” 

He seemed on the point of interrupting her 

“Let me finish what I have to say No man — do you hear? — 
no man has ever had anything to reproach me with. Well, it 
vexed me to begin with you. We all have our honour, my pet.” 

“But that’s not it’” he exclaimed, violently. “Sit down and 
listen to me ” 

And, as though he feared she might go away, he pushed her 
on to the only chair. He walked about, his agitation increasing. 
The little dressing-room, close and full of sunshine, had a moist, 
warm atmosphere, and not a sound from outside reached it, ex- 
cept the canary’s piercing roulades, which, in the pauses, seemed 
like the distant trills of a flute. 

“Listen,” said he, standing before her, “I have come to take 
you back. Yes, I want you to begin again. You know it well, so 
why do you talk to me like this? Tell me — you consent?” 

She held down her head, and was scratching with her nail 
the red coloured rush scat, which appeared to be bleeding be- 
neath her, and, seeing him so anxious, she did not hurry her- 
self. At length, she raised her face, now become serious, while 
to her eyes she had managed to give an expression of sadness. 

“Oh! impossible, little man. Never again will I live with 
you.” 

“Why?” stuttered he, as a twinge of intense suffering passed 
over his countenance. 

“Why? well'-— because— it’s impossible, that’s all. I don’t 
wish It.” 

He looked at her ardently for a few seconds longer. Then, 
bending his legs, he knelt on the floor. She looked annoyed 
and contented herself by adding, 

“Oh' don’t be a child'” 

But he was already behaving as one. Fallen at her feet, he 
had seized her round the waist, which he squeezed tightly, 
with his face between her knees, which he was pressing against 
his breast. When he felt her thus, when he felt again the vel- 
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vet'like texture of her limbs beneath the thm material of her 
dress, his frame shook convulsively, and shivering with fever, 
and distracted, he pressed harder against her, as though he 
wished to become a part of her The old chair creaked Sighs 
of desire were stifled beneath the low ceiling, in the atmos- 
phere rendered foul by stale perfumes 
“Well! and w'hat next?” said Nana, letting him do as he 
pleased “All this will not help you, when I tell you it’s not 
possible. Dear me' how young you are^” 

He became quieter, but he remained on the ground He did 
not let go of hei, and he said, in a voice broken by sobs, 

“At least, listen to what I came to offer you. I have already 
seen a mansion near the Parc Monceau I would realise all 
your desires. To have you all my own I would gne my for- 
tune. Yes I that would be the only condition all my own, 

you understand me! and if you consent to be mine alone, oh I 
I should wish you to be the most admired, and also the rich- 
est — carnages, diamonds, dresses — ” 

Nana proudly shook her head at each offer. Then as he con- 
tinued, as he talked of settling money on her, not knowing 
what more to lay at her feet, she seemed to lose patience 
“Come, have you finished mauling me about? I’m good- 
natured, I let you do it for a minute, because you seemed so 
upset; but there now, that’s enough, isn’t it? Let me get up; 
you’re tiring me.” 

She shook him off. When she rose, she said: “No, no, no — 
I won’t.” 

Then he regained his feet painfully, and having no strength 
left, he dropped on to the chair, leaning against the back, his 
face buried in his hands. Nana in her turn, walked about. For 
a moment she looked at the stained wall-paper, the greasy 
dressing-table, all over that dirty hole, bathed m the pale sun- 
light Then stopping m front of the count, she spoke without 
the slightest emotion. 

“It’s funny how rich people suppose they can have every- 
thing for their money. WelP but if I won’t? I don’t care a pm 
for your presents. You might give me all Pans, and I would 
say ‘no,’ and always ‘no’ It isn’t very clean m here, as you 
see. Well! I should think il; lovely, if it pleased me to live here 
with you; whereas one pines away in your palaces, if one’s 
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heart isn’t there. Ah' money' my poor fellow, I have some 
somewhere' But let me tell you, I dance on money! more, I 
spit upon it'” 

And she assumed a look of disgust. Then, she went in for 
sentiment, and added in a melancholy tone of voice' 

“I know of something that is worth more than money. Ah' 
if any one gave me what I desire.” 

He slowly raised his head, his eyes sparkled with hope. 

“Oh' you can’t give it me,” she resumed; “it’s not in your 
power to do so, and that is why I speak of it to you. Well, this 
IS only between ourselves — I wish for the part of the grand 
lady, in their new piece.” 

“What grand lady?” murmured he in surprise 

“Their Duchess Helene, of course' If they think I’m going 
to play Geraldine, they’re very niuch mistaken' A part of no 
consequence at all — one scene, and not much in that' Besides, 
It’s not only that I’ve had enough of gay women. Always gay 
women; one would think I’ve nothing in me but gay women. 
It’s become annoying in the long run, for I can see clear 
enough, they fancy I’m ill-bred. Ah, well' my friend, they 
make a slight mistake' When I choose to be the grand lady, 
I do It as well as any one' Just look at this!” 

And she retreated to the window, then advanced carrying 
her head high, measuring her steps with the circumspect air 
of a fat old hen, hesitating to dirty her feet. He watched her 
with his eyes still full of tears, stupefied by this sudden bit of 
comedy traversing his anguish. She walked about for a while 
to show all her by-play, smiling delicately, blinking her eye- 
lids, swaying her skirts; then stopping in front of him, she said: 

“Well I think that’s good enough, isn’t it?” 

“Oh' quite,” he stammered, with a choking sensation in 
his throat, and his glance still dim. 

“I told you I could do the grand lady' I tried it at home, 
and there’s not one of them that has my little air of a duchess 
who doesn’t care a hang for the men. Did you notice, when I 
passed m front of you, how I quizzed you? That air only comes 
with the blood. And then I want to play the part of a re- 
spectable woman. It has been my dream; it is making me quite 
unhappy. I must have the part, do you hear? I must have it!” 

She spoke in a harslt tone of voice She had become serious 
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now, rind was greatly affected, suffering from her stupid de- 
sire. Muffat, not yet lecoveied from the blow of her refusals, 
waited Without understanding There was a short silence, which 
was not disturbed by the least sound. 

“Do you know,” she resumed, without any moie beating 
about the bush; “you must get that part given to me.” 

He was astounded. Then with a gesture of despair, he said, 
“But It IS not possible! You said yourself that I had no powei 
to do so ” 

She inteirupted him with a shrug of her shoulders. 

“You’ve only to go downstairs and say to Bordenave that 
you want the pait. Pray don’t be so simple' Bordenave is in 
want of money. Well' you can lend him some, as you’ve such 
a lot to throw out of the window.” And as he still argued 
against it, she grew angry. “Very well, I understand, you’re 
afraid Rose won’t like it. I didn’t speak to you of her when you 
were sobbing on the giound, I should have had loo much to 
say about her. Yes, when a man swears to a woman that he 
will love her forever, he shouldn’t go the next day and make 
up to the first one he meets Oh' the wound is here; I sha’n’t 
forget It' Besides, my friend, it’s not so pleasant after all to 
take the Mignons’ leavings' Before you went and made a fool 
of yourself down at my knees, you would have done better to 
have broken off entirely with that dirty set!” 

He kept protesting, and ended at last by being able to say 
a few words. “But I don’t care a button for Rose; I will cast 
her off at once.” 

Nana appeared to be satisfied on that pomt. She resumed 
“Then what is it that bothers you? Bordenave’s the master. 
You’ll tell me that besides Bordenave there’s Fauchery ” 

She spoke slower now. She was arriving at the delicate part 
of the matter. Muffat, his eyes fixed on the ground, said noth- 
ing. He had remained in a voluntary ignorance respecting 
Fauchery’s assiduities for the countess, gradually quieting his 
suspicions, and hoping that he had been mistaken on that 
frightful night passed by him in a doorway of the Rue Tait- 
bout. But he entertained a’ certain repugnance and a secret 
anger against the man. 

“Well — what' Fauchery isn’t the devil!” repeated Nana, feel- 
ing her way, wishing to find out how things were between the 
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husband and the iover. “It’s easy enough to get over Fauchery, 
He IS at bottom a very decent fellow, I assure you. Well! it’s 
understood, you’ll tell him it’s for me ’’ 

The meie idea of such an undertaking was revolting to the 
count 

“No, no, never'” cried he. 

She waited. This phrase came to hei lips, “Fauchery can 
retuse you nothing”, but she felt that it would be rather too 
strong an argument to use Only she smiled, and her smile, 
which was a peculiar one, seemed to speak the words. MufEat, 
glancing up at her face, lowered his gaze again, and looked 
pale and embarrassed. 

“Ah' you’re not at all obliging,” murmured she at length. 

“I cannot'” said he in a voice full of agony. “Everything 
you wish, but not that, my love — oh' I pray you!” 

So she did not waste any more time m arguing. With her 
little hands she bent back his head; then stooping forward, 
she pressed her hps to his in one long embrace. A thrill passed 
through his frame. He started beneath her, his eyes were closed, 
his reason gone. And she raised him from his seat. 

“Go,” said she, simply. 

He walked, he moved towards the door; but as he was about 
to leave the room, she took him once more in her arms, and, 
looking up at him meekly and coa.vingly, she rubbed her cat- 
like chin against his waistcoat. 

“Where is the mansion'*” asked she, in a very low voice, in 
the confused and laughing way of a child returning to some 
good things It would not at first look at. 

“In* the Avenue de Villiers ” 

“And are, there any carnages'*” 

“Yes.” 

“And lace, and diamonds.'*” 

“Yes ” 

“Oh' how kind you are, my ducky' You know, just now. 
It was because I was jealous, and this time, I swear to you, 
sha’n’t be like the first, for now you know what a woman re- 
quires You give me everything, don’t you'* Then I sha’n’t 
want to have anything to do with any one else Look' they’re 
only for you now' — that, and that, and that!” 

When she had pushed him outside, after stimulating him 



258 NANA 

with a shower of kisses on his face and hands, she stood a 
moment to take breath. Good heavens I what a stench there 
was in the dressing-room of that untidy Mathilde! It was warm 
in there, just like a room in the south of France with the win- 
ter sun shining upon it; but, really, it smelt too much of stale 
lavender water, and of other things not very clean. Nana opened 
the window. She looked out as before, and examined the glass 
roof of the Passage to pass the time away. 

Muffat staggered down stairs with a buzzing in his ears. 
What was he to say? how could he enter into this matter, 
which was none of his business? As he reached the stage he 
heard sounds of quarrelling. They were finishing the second 
act. Prulliere was in a fury because Fauchery had wished to 
strike out one of his speeches. 

“Strike them all out then,” cried he, “I would rather you did 
that! What! I haven’t two hundred lines, and now some of 
those are to be taken away I No, I’ve had enough of it; I throw 
up my part,” 

He pulled out of his pocket a crumpled little memorandum 
and turned it over in his trembling hands, as though about to 
throw it on to Cossard’s knees. His injured vanity convulsed 
his pale face, his lips being tightly compressed, and his eyes on 
fire, without his being able to conceal that internal revolution. 
He, Prulliere, the idol of the public, to perform a part of two 
hundred lines! 

“Why not make me bring in letters on a salver?” resumed 
he, bitterly. 

“Come, Prulliere, do be pleasant,” said Bordenave, who 
humoured him on account of his mfluence on the people in 
the boxes. “Don’t begin your complaints again. We will find 
you some good effects. Eh, Fauchery? you’ll introduce some ef- 
fects for him. In the third act we could even lengthen one of 
the scenes.” 

“Then,” declared the actor, “I must have the word at the 
end. You certainly owe me that.” 

Fauchery’s silence appeared to give consent, and Prulliere 
put his part back in his pocket, still excited and discontented 
all the same. Bose and Fontan, during the discussion,' had as- 
sumed looks of supreme indifference. Every one for himself. 
It did not concern them, they took no interest in it; and all 
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the actors surrounded Fauchery, questioning him and fishing 
tor compliments, whilst Mignon listened to Prulliere’s final 
complaints, without losing sight ot Count Muftal, whose re- 
turn he had been watching for The count remained in shadow 
at the back ot the stage, hesitating to advance into the midst 
of the quarrel, but Bordenave catching sight ot him, hastened 
to where he stood. 

“Aren’t they a set of grumblers?’’ murmured he. “You've no 
idea, count, what trouble I have with those people They’re all 
more vain one than the other, and so disobliging and spiteful 
— always slandering other people, and only too delighted if I 
make myself ill m keeping them to their business. But excuse 
me, I’m losing my temper.” 

He stopped, and silence ensued between them. Muffat was 
seeking a way of leading up to the subject that occupied his 
mind, but failing in his endeavour, he ended by abruptly saying, 
so as to get it over the sooner, 

“Nana wants to play the part of the duchess.” 

Bordenave started violently as he exclaimed, “Poohl that’s 
absurd'” Then glancing at the count, he saw him looking so 
pale, so agitated, that he regained his composure at once. “The 
deuce'” he added simply. 

And there was again silence between them. As for himself, 
he did not care a fig It would perhaps be funny to have that 
fat Nana to play the part of the duchess. Besides, he would thus 
have a strong hold on Muffat. So his decision was soon formed. 
He turned round and called, 

“Fauchery'” 

The count made a slight gesture to stop him. Fauchery did 
not hear Fontan had got him up against the proscenium wall, 
and was giving him his ideas of the part of Tardiveau. The 
actor thought he should make up as a Marseillais, with the 
southern accent, which he kept imitating. He made whole 
speeches that way, was that the proper rendering of the part? 
He seemed only to be giving his own ideas, and which he 
himself had doubts about But Fauchery, keeping very cool 
in the matter, and offering numerous objections, Fontan be- 
came annoyed at once. Very well' As the correct reading of the 
part had entirely escaped him, it would be far better for every 
one that he should not play it. 
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“Faucheryl” Bordenave again called 

Then the young man hurried away, glad of the opportunity 
of escaping from the actor, who fell highly indignant at being 
left in so abrupt a manner 

“Don’t let us remain hAe,” lesumed Bordenave. “Come, 
gentlemen.’’ 

To be out of way of indiscreet ears, he took them to the 
propeity room behind the stage. Mignon watched them go 
off, greatly surprised. A tew steps descended to the room, which 
was square, with a couple of windows looking on to the court- 
yard. The ceiling was low, and the dirty window panes only 
admitted that dim light usually met with in cellars. In pigeon- 
holes placed about the room was a collection of all sorts of 
things — the turn-out of a second-hand dealei of the Rue de 
Lappe selling off, an odd medley of plates, of cups in gilded 
pasteboard, of old red umbrellas, of Italian pitchers, of clocks 
of every shape and size, of trays and inkstands, of fire-arms 
and squirts— the whole heaped anyhow, chipped, broken, un- 
recognisable, and covered with a layer of dust an inch thick; 
and an unbearable stench of old iron and rags and of damp 
pasteboard arose from the piles formed of the remains of the 
pieces produced during a period of fifty years. 

“Come in heie,’’ said Bordenave. “We shall at least be by 
ourselves.” 

The count, very much embarrassed, moved on a few steps, 
to leave the manager to arrange matters by himself. Fauchery 
could not make it all out. 

“What’s up?” he asked. 

“Well, It’s )ust this,” said Bordenave at length. “An idea 
has occurred to us— now, don’t jump, it’s very serious. What 
do you think of Nana playing the part of the duchess?” 

At first the author was quite bewildered, then he burst out, 
“Oh, no' you can’t mean it— it must be a joke. Every one 
would laugh at it.” 

“Well' It’s something to get people to laugh' Think it over, 
dear boy. The count is very much smitten with the idea.” 

Muffat, to conceal his emotion, had taken an object that he 
did not seem to recognise from amidst the dust on a shelf. It 
was an egg-cup, the foot of which had been mended with 



NANA 261 

plaster. He kept it in his hand without knowing he did so, 
and advanced towards the others to murmur. 

“Yes, yes, it would be capital.” 

Fauchery turned round upon him, with an impatient ges- 
ture. The count had nothing to do with his piece; and he ex- 
claimed in a decided tone of voice. 

“Nevei'l Nana as the gay woman as much as you like, but 
as the grand lady, not if I know ill” 

“You do not judge her fairly, I assure you,” resumed Muffat, 
becoming bolder. “Only just now, she was showing me how 
well she could play the grand lady.” 

“Where?” inquired Fauchery, whose astonishment increased 

“Upstairs, in one of the dressing-rooms. WelU she did it 
splendidly. Oh! such distinction! She can give such glances, 
too, you know, in passing— this way.” 

And with the egg-cup in his hand, he tried to imitate Nana, 
forgetting himself in the force of his desire to convince the 
two other men. Fauchery watched him in amazement He un- 
derstood, and his anger vanished. The count, who felt his 
glance upon him, in which there was derision and pity com- 
bined, blushed slightly and stopped. 

“Weill it may be so,” murmured the author, obligingly 
“She would perhaps do it very well, only the part is already 
given. We cannot take it away from Rose.” 

“Oh! if that’s all,” said Bordenavc, “I will undertake to man- 
age that.” 

But then, seeing them both against him, understanding that 
Bordenave had some hidden mouve for acting as he did, the 
young man, not wishing to give way, declined again, but with 
increased energy, and in a manner not to admit of any further 
discussion 

“No, I say! and no, and always no! Even if the part was not 
filled up I would never give it to her — there, is that clear 
enough for you? And now let me be, I don’t want to damn 
my own piece.” 

After this there was an embarrassed silence. Bordenave, 
thinking himself in the way, withdrew some distance off. The 
count stood with his head bowed down. He raised it with an 
effort, and said, in a broken voice. 
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“My dear fellow, if I ask you to do it as a special favour 
to myself'’” 

“I cannot, I cannot,” repeated Fauchery, struggling 

Muffat’s voice became harsher. 

“I beg of you — I wish 

And he looked him straight in the eyes. Beneath that black 
look, in which he read a menace, the young man suddenly 
gave way, stammering confusedly, " 

“Well, after all, do as you wish — I don’t care Ah' you are 
unfair. You will see — you will see — ” 

The embarrassment then became gi eater Fauchery had leant 
up against some shelves, and was nervously stamping on the 
floor with his foot, Muffat appeared to be examining the egg- 
cup very attentively, as he continued to turn it round between 
his fingers. 

“It’s an egg-cup,” Bordenave obligingly came and said. 

“Whyt yes, it’s an egg-cup,” repeated the count. 

"Excuse me, you’re all-covered with dust,” continued the 
manager, as he replaced the article on a shelf. “You see, it 
would be impossible to be dusting here every day — one would 
always be at it. The consequence is it’s not very clean What 
a mixture, isn’t it? Well, believe me if you like, it represents 
a lot of money. Look here — and here.” 

He led Mufiat, m the greenish light that came from the 
courtyard, in front of all the shelves, naming the different ar- 
ticles, wishing to interest him m his rag merchant’s inventory, 
as he called it. Then, when they had worked their way round 
to where Fauchery stood, he said, in an easy tone of voice, 

“Listen! As we are now agreed, we’ll settle this matter at 
once. Ah! there is Mignon.” 

For a htde while past Mignon had been hanging about in 
the passage. At the first words Bordenave uttered, suggesting 
an alteration in their agreement, he flew into a passion. It was 
disgraceful. They wanted to rmn his wife’s prospects. He would 
go to law about it. Bordenave, however, remained very calm, 
and reasoned with him. He did not think the part worthy of 
Rose — ^he preferred to reserve her for an operetta, which would 
come on after the “Litde Duchess”; but as the husband sdll 
complained, he abrupdy offered to annul the agreement, and 
spoke of the proposals which the management of the Folies- 
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Dramatiques Theatre had made the siager. Then Mignon, for 
a moment worsted, affected a great disdain for money, with- 
out, however, denying the existence of the ofiers in question. 
They had engaged his wife to play the part of the Duchess 
Helene, and she would play it, even though it cost him his 
fortune It was a question of dignity, of honour. Once engaged 
on this ground, the discussion became interminable. The man- 
ager always reveited to this argument, as the Fohes-Dram- 
atiques people offered Rose three hundred francs a night— one 
hundred performances guaranteed— whilst she only received 
one hundred and fifty from him, his letting her go meant a 
profit of fifteen thousand francs for her. The husband, on his 
side, did not depart from his standpoint — that of art. What 
would be said if the part was taken away from his wife? that 
she was not equal to it, and had been replaced. That would do 
her h great injury, and would lower her artistic standard con- 
siderably No, no, neverl glory before wealthi Then, all on a 
sudden, he hinted at a compromise. According to the agree- 
ment, if Rose threw up her engagement she forfeited ten thou- 
sand francs. Well, if they gave her that sum she would go 
to the Folies-Dramatiques Theatre Bordenave could scarcely 
believe his ears, whilst Mignon, who had not taken his eyes oS 
the count quietly waited. 

“Then that settles everything,” murmured Muffat with re- 
lief. “We are all agreed.” 

“Ah, nol by Jove^ it would be too idiotic^” exclaimed Borde- 
nave, carried away by his business instincts. “Ten thousand 
francs to get rid of Rose I you must think me a fool I” 

But the count kept signaling to him to agree to the proposal. 
He, however, still hesitated. At length, grumbling, regretting 
the ten thousand francs, though they were not to come out of 
his pocket, he curtly resumed, 

“After all. I’m willing I shall at least be rid of you.” 

For a quarter of an hour past, Fontan had been listening 
in the courtyard. Very curious to know what was going on, 
he had gone and posted himself there. When he had heard all 
there was to learn, he returned indoors, and gave himself the 
treat of informing Rose. Ah, welF they were having a fine talk 
about her; she was’ done for. Rose ru,shed to the property room. 
They all remained silent. She looked at the four men. Muffat 
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bowed his head; Fauchery answeied her inquiring gaze with 
a despairing shiug ot his shoulders. As lor Mignon, he was 
discussing the terms oi the agreement with Roidcnave. 

“What’s up?” asked she in a sharp tone ot roicc 

“Nothing,” said her husband. “It‘s only Bordenate who’s 
going to give ten thousand francs for the return of your part ” 

She was tery pale and trembling as she stood there with 
clinched fists. For a moment she looked him straight in the 
eyes in a revolt of her whole being — she was ordinarily quietly 
submitted to him in all business matters, the making of agree- 
ments with her managers and her lovers. She only found these 
few W'ords to say, which struck him full in the face like the 
lash of a whip, 

“Ah, really I you are too much of a coward'” 

And then she left them. Mignon, greatly alarmed, hastened 
after her. What was the matter? was she mad? He explained 
to her in a whisper that ten thousand francs from one side and 
fifteen thousand francs from the other made twenty-five thou- 
sand francs. A magnificent stroke of business' Anyhow, it was 
certain that Muff at wa.s going to leave her; therefore it was 
quite evident they ought to congratulate themselves on having 
succeeded in plucking that last feather from his wing, But 
Rose was so enraged she would not answer. Then Mignon left 
her With disdain to her woman’s vexation He said to Borde- 
nave, who was returning to the stage with Fauchery and Muffat, 

“We will sign the agreement to-morrow morning. Have the 
money ready ” 

Nana, informed by Labordette of what had taken place, ar- 
rived triumphant. She affected the style of a respectable woman, 
with most distinguished ways, just to astonish every one and 
to prove to those idiots that, when she liked, not one of them 
could come up to her; but she almost forgot herself. Rose, as 
soon as she saw her, flew at her, stammering in a choking 
voice, 

“Ah' I shall see you again. We must have it out, do you 
hear.?” 

Taken off her guard by this sudden attack, Nana was on 
the point of putting her fists on her hips and abusing the other 
roundly. She restrained herself, however, and exaggerating the 



NANA 265 

fluty tone of her voice, making the gesture of a marchioness 
on the point of treading on a piece of orange peel, she said, 
“Eh? what? You must be crazy, my dear I” 

And she continued her airs, whilst Rose went off followed 
by Mignon, who scarcely knew her Clarisse, to her great de- 
light, had ]ust had the part of Geraldine given to her by 
Boi denave Fauchery moodily stamped about, without being 
able to make up his mind to leave the theatre His piece would 
be damned; he was wondering how he could save it. But Nana 
went and seized hold of him by the wrists, and asked him if 
he thought her so very dreadful She would not damn his piece; 
and she made him laugh, and let him understand that she 
might be of assistance to him with Muffat. It her memory 
failed her, she would make use of the prompter; they would 
pack the house. Besides, he was mistaken in her, he would 
see how she would carry all before her Then it was settled that 
the author should slightly alter the part of the duchess, so as 
to give more to Prulliere, The latter was delighted. In the gen- 
eral ]oy that Nana seemed naturally to bring with her, Fontan 
alone remained indifferent. Standing up, full in the yellow 
glare of the gas-jets, he showed himself off, displaying his 
sharp goat-like profile, and affecting an easy posture. Nana 
coolly went up to him, and holding out her hand, said, 

“Are you quite well?” 

“Yes, pretty well. And you?” 

“I’m very well, thanks.” 

That was all. It seemed as though they had left each other 
only the night before at the door of the theatre. The actors, 
during all this time had been waiting, but Bordenave at length 
said they would not rehearse the third act that day. Punctual 
for a wonder, old Bose went off grumbling; they were always 
keeping them without any necessity; they made them waste 
entire afternoons Everyone went away Below, arrived on the 
pavement, they blinked thir eyes, blinded by the bright day- 
light, with the bewilderment of people who have spent three 
hours quarrelling in the depths of a cellar, with a constant 
strain upon their nerves The count, feeling dizzy and over- 
wrought, got into a cab with Nana, whilst Labordette went 
off consoling Fauchery. 

A month later, the first performance of the “Little Duchess” 
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was a gieat disaster for Nana. She was atrociously bad in it. 
She made pretensions to high-class comedy which filled the 
audience with merriment No one hissed, they were all too 
much amused. Seated in one of the stage-boxes, Rose Mignon 
greeted each appearance of her rival with a shrill burst of 
laughter, thus setting off the whole house It was a first re- 
venge. And when, at night-time, Nana found herself alone with 
the count, who was very much cut up, she said to him furi- 
ously, 

“What a dead set they made against me I It’s all jealousy! 
Ahl if they knew how little I care for it! I can do without 
them all now! I’ll bet a hundred loms that I’ll make all those 
who laughed lick the ground at my feet! Yes, I’ll teach your 
Pans what it is to be a grand Iady>” 


CHAPTER TEN 

Then Nana became a woman of fashion, a marchioness of 
the streets frequented by the upper ten, living on the stupidity 
and the depravity of the male sex. It was a sudden and definitive 
start in a new career, a rapid rise in the celebiity of gallantry, 
in the full light of the follies of wealth and of the wasteful ef- 
fronteries of beauty. She reigned at once among all that w^as 
most costly Her photographs were in all the windows, her 
name was mentioned in the newspapers When she passed 
along the Boulevards in her carriage, the crowd turned to look 
at her, and uttered her name with the emotion of a people 
saluting Its sovereign; whilst she, quite at her ease, reclined 
in her wavy costumes, and smiled gaily beneath the shower 
of little golden curls which half hid the blue circle rotind 
her eyes and the carmine on her Ups. And the marvel was that 
this big girl, who was so awkward on the stage, so ludicrous 
the moment she tried to act the respectable woman, charmed 
every one about town without an effort. Adorned with a des- 
habille as artful and exquisitely elegant as it was ostensibly un- 
intentional, she combined the suppleness of the adder with the 
nervous distinction of a thorough-bred cat, like an aristocracy 
of vice,' superb and rebellious, treading Pans under foot in the 
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manner of an all-powerful mistress. She set the fashion, and 
great ladies followed it. 

Nana’s mansion was in the Avenue de Villiers, at the corner 
of the Rue Cardmet, in that quarter of luxury which had 
sprung up in the midst of the empty expanse, formerly the 
plain of Monceau. Erected by a young painter intoxicated by 
a first success, and who had been forced to sell it when the 
plaster was scarcely dry, it was built in the renaissance style, 
with the air of a palace, a certain fantastical internal arrange- 
ment, and modern conveniences within a space rather re- 
stricted for such a display of originality. Count MuSat had 
purchased the place furnished, full of a host of knick-knacks, 
of beautiful Eastern hangings, of old credences, and big arm- 
chairs of the time of Louis XIII; and Nana had thus fallen 
into a stock of the choicest artistic furniture selected from the 
productions of centuries. But as the studio which occupied the 
centre of the building could be of no use to her, she had pulled 
the different floois to pieces, leaving on the ground floor a 
conservatory, a drawing-room, and a dining-room, and arrang- 
ing a parlour on the first floor close to her bedroom and dress- 
ing-room. She surprised the architect by the ideas she gave 
him, showing herself at once at home in all the refinements 
of luxury, like the Pans street-girl who has the instinct of 
elegance. In short, she did not spoil the mansion over much— 
she even added to the richness of its furniture — with the ex- 
ception of a few traces of tender stupidity and gaudy splendour, 
typical of the former artificial flower-maker who had dreamily 
gazed into the shop windows of the Passages. 

A carpet was laid up the steps in the courtyard beneath 
the grand verandah; and from the vestibule there came an 
odour of violets, a warm atmosphere confined by heavy hang- 
ings. A yellow and rose-coloured glass window, of the pale- 
ness of flesh, lighted the wide staircase, at the foot of which 
stood the figure of a Negro, in sculptured wood, holding a 
silver salver full of visiting cards. Four women in white mar- 
ble, with bare breasts, supported some elegant lamps, whilst 
bronzes and Chinese vases filled with flowers, sofas covered 
with the products of ancient Persian looms, and easy-chairs 
with old tapestries furnished the vestibule, adorned the land- 
ings, turnmg the one on the first floor into a kind of ante- 
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room, in which men’s coats and hats tvere alv^ays to be seen 
lying about The carpets deadened all sound, and such a peace- 
fulness hung about that one might have imagined oneself en- 
tering a chapel traversed by some pious tremor, and the silence 
of which hit the mystery behind the closed doors. 

Nana only opened the drawing-ioom, which was in the 
Louis XVI style, and rathei oveidone, on gala-nights when 
she entertained persons from the Tuileries, or distinguished 
foreigners. Usually, she was only downstairs at meal times, 
feeling, moreover, rather lost on the days when she lunched 
alone in the lofty dining-room, which was decorated with 
Gobelin tapestry, and a monumental credence, and enlivened 
with old china, and marvellous specimens of ancient silver ware. 
She would return upstairs as soon as the meal was over; for 
she lived, so to say, m the three rooms on the first floor— 
the bedroom, the dressing-room and the parlour. She had 
twice changed the decorations of the bedroom; the first time 
she had had it hung in mauve satin, the second in white lace 
on blue silk; but she was not satisfied, she thought it looked 
dull, and tried to think of some improvement, but without 
success. Over the well-padded bedstead, which was as low as 
a sofa, there was twenty thousand francs worth of Venetian 
lace. The furniture was in blue and white lacquer, inlaid with 
fillets of silver; whilst white bearskins were everywhere spread 
in such profusion, that they covered the carpet. This was one 
of Nana’s caprices, she having been unable to get rid of the 
habit of sitting down on the floor to take her stockings off. 
Next to the bedroom, the parlour offered an amusing medley, 
and a most artistic one. Against the pale lose-coloured silk 
hangings— a faded Turkey rose, stitched with gold— stood out 
a multitude of objects of all countries, and of all styles — Italian 
cabinets, Spanish and Portuguese coffers, Chinese pagodas, a 
Japanese screen of the most precious workmanship, then china 
and bronzes, embroidered silks, and the finest tapestries; whilst 
easy-chairs as big as beds, and sofas as deep as alcoves, gave 
to the whole the lazy, drowsy appearance of a seraglio The 
room preserved a tone of old gold, blended with green and 
red, without anything indicating too much the abode of a gay 
woman, excepting perhaps the voluptuousness of the seats: two 
small porcelain figures, a woman m her chemise catching 
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lie, IS, and another perfectly naked walking on her hands, with 
her legs m the an, alone sufficed to sully the apartment with 
a stain of eccentric stupidity And by a dom almost always 
open, one caught sight ol the dressing-room, all m marble 
and iTiirrois, with the white basin of its bath, its silvei bowls 
and evsers, its furnishings of crystal and ivory. A closed curtain 
maintained a f.imt light, and gave the room a sleepy look, 
as though oppiessed with an odour of violets, that exciting 
perfume of Nana’s, with which' the whole house and even the 
couityard was penetrated 

The gieat matter was to secure servants for the establish- 
ment. Nana still had Zae, that girl who was so devoted to her 
fortune, and who for months past, confident m her instinct, 
had been quietly awaiting this new start in life. Now, Zoe 
triumphed — mistress of the household, and feathering her own 
nest, yet looking alter madame’s interests as honestly as pos- 
sible. But a lady’s maid was not sufficient. A butler, a coach- 
man, a concierge, a cook, were required; besides which, it 
was necessary to furnish the stables. Then Labordette made 
himself very useful, in undertaking any commissions that both- 
ered the count. He bargained foi the horses, went to the 
Coachbuilders, and assisted ,the young woman, who was con- 
tinually met with on his arm at the different dealers, in her 
selections. Labordette even engaged the servants— Charles, a 
tall coachman who had been in the service of the Duke de 
Corbreuse; fulien. a little butler with curly hair and always 
smiling; and a married couple, of whom the woman, Victorine, 
was cook, while the man, Francois, acted as concierge and 
footman. The latter, with powdered haii and knee breeches, 
and wearing Nana’s livery, light blue and silver lace, received 
the visitors m the vestibule. Everything was done in princely 
style. 

By the second month all was in working order. The ex- 
penses were at the rate of three hundred thousand francs a 
year. There w'ere eight horses in the stables, and five carriages 
in the coachhouses. There was one especially — a landau with 
silver ornaments— which for a time occupied all Paris. And 
Nana, m the midst of this fortune, gradually settled down. 
She had left the theatre after the second performance of the 
“Little Duchess,” leaving Bordenave to struggle as best he 
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could against threatened bankruptcy, in spite of the count’s 
money. All the same, she bitterly felt her failure. It added to 
the lesson Fontan had given her — a dirty trick tor which she 
held all the men responsible She now considered herself proof 
against all fads and infatuations; but her thoughts of vengeance 
did not remain for long in her flighty brain. What did remain 
there, however, outside her moments of anger, was an even 
keener appetite for squandering money, a natural disdain for 
the man who paid, a perpetual caprice for devouring and 
destroying, a pride in the rum of her lovers. 

Nana commenced by putting the count on a satisfactory 
footing. She settled clearly the programme of their relations. 
He gave her twelve thousand francs a month, without counting 
presents, and only asked in return an absolute fidelity. She 
swore to be faithful; but she insisted on being treated with 
deference, on enjoying entire liberty as mistress of the house- 
hold, and on having all her wishes respected. For instance, 
she would receive her friends every day; he himself should 
only come at stated hours— in short, he should trust her im- 
plicitly in everything. And when he hesitated, seized by a 
jealous anxiety, she became very dignified, threatening to re- 
turn him everything, or else swearmg fidelity on the head of 
her little Louis. That ought to be sufficient. There could be no 
love where there was no esteem. At the end of the first month, 
Muffat respected her. 

But she desired and she obtained more. She soon influenced 
him in a good-natured sort of way. When he arrived in a 
moody state of mind, she enlivened him, then advised him, 
after confessing mm. Little by little she busied herself with 
his family cares— his wife, his daughter, all matters connected 
with his heart and his money; and she did so in a very rea- 
sonable manner, full of justice and honesty Once only did 
she let herself be carried away by passion' — the day when he 
told her that he thought Daguenet was about to ask him for 
his daughter’s hand. Ever since the count had been openly 
protecting Nana, Daguenet had thought it a clever move to 
break off all connection with her, to treat her as a hussy, and 
to swear to deliver Kis future father-in-law from the creature’s 
clutches. So she abused her old friend Mimi in a fine way. 
He was a dissipated rascal who had squandered his fortune 
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With the most abominable women. Now, he had no decency 
about him. He did not exactly make them give him money, 
but he profited by what otheis gave them, merely going him- 
self to the expense of an occasional bouquet or dinner; and as 
the count seemed to e.xcuse these weaknesses, she told him 
coarsely that she had been Daguenet’s mistress, and furnished 
him with some salacious details. Muffat became very pale, and 
did not again speak of the young man. It would teach the lat- 
ter to be ungrateful 

The mansion, however, was scarcely furnished, when Nana, 
one night that she had been most energetically swearing ever- 
lasting fidelity to Mufliat, retained Count Xavier de Vandeuvres, 
who, for a fortnight past, had been paying court to her most 
assiduously, by means of visits and flowers. She gave way not 
through any infatuation, but rather to prove to herself that 
she was at liberty to do as she pleased. The interested motive 
came afterwards, when Vandeuvres, on the morrow, helped her 
to settle an account, that she would rather not mention to 
the other one. She would be able to get out of him about 
eight or ten thousand francs a month, which would be very 
useful by way of pocket money. He was just then finishing 
up his fortune in a violent fit of fever. His horses and Lucy 
had cost him three faims, and Nana was about to devour his 
last chateau, near Amiens, m a single mouthful. He seemed m 
a hurry to sweep off everything — even to the rcmam.s of the 
old castle, built by a Vandeuvres in the reign of Philip Augustus 
— with a maddening appetite for rums, and thinking it a fine 
thing to leave the last gold bezants of his coat-of-arms in the 
hands of that girl whom all Pans desired He also accepted 
Nana’s conditions — entire liberty and love affixed times — ^with- 
out even being so passionately simple as to exact oaths. Muffat 
suspected nothing. As for Vandeuvres, he knew perfectly all 
that was going on; but he never made the slightest allusion. 
He affected ignorance, with the cunning smile of a sceptical 
rpan about town who does not expect impossibilities, so long 
as he has his own particular time, and that Pans knows it^ 

Then Nana’s establishment was indeed complete. Nothing 
was wanting, either in the stables, the kitchen, or the bedroom. 
Zoe, who had the general management, found means of es- 
cape out of the most difficult entanglements. There was a kind 
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of machinery in everything, as at a theatre All was regulated 
as In 'a government office, and it worked with such precision, 
that for some months there was no hitch — nothing got out of 
gear Only madanie gave Zoe an immense deal of trouble, 
through her imprudence, her fads, and her foolish bravados 
So the maid ended by being less careful, seeing that she made 
a far larger profit when anything had gone wrong — whenever 
madame had committed some new piece of stupidity that 
needed being set right Then it rained presents, and she 
hooked louis in the troubled waters. 

One morning, when MuSat was still in the bedroom, Zoe 
ushered a gentleman, all in a tremble, into the dressing-room, 
where Nana was changing her undergarments. 

“Why I Zizd” said the young woman, in amazement. 

It was indeed George. But seeing her m her chemise, with 
her golden hair hanging over her naked shoulders, he seized 
hold of her, put his arms round her neck, and smothered 
her with kisses. She struggled, greatly frightened, saying, in a 
suppressed voice, “Leave of! — do, he’s in there! It’s stupid 
of you' And you, Zoe, are you mad? Take him away I Keep 
him downstairs, I’ll try and come there.’’ 

Zoe had to push him before her. Downstairs m the dining- 
room, when Nana was able to rejoin them, she scolded them 
both. Zoe bit her lips, and went ofi looking very vexed, say- 
ing that she thought to have gratified madame m doing as 
she did George looked at Nana with so much pleasure at 
seeing her again, that his beautiful eyes filled with tears. Now 
the evil days had gone by, his mother thought he had got over 
his infatuation, and had allowed him to leave Les Fondettes; 
but on reaching the Pans terminus, he had hastened in a cab 
to kiss his darling sweetheart as quickly as possible He talked 
of living by her side tor the future, the same as in the country, 
when he used to wait with bare feet in the bedroom at La 
Mignotte; and, as he told his story, he thrust out his fingers, 
through a longing to touch her after that year of cruel separa- 
tion. He seized hold of her hands, felt up the wide sleeves of 
her dressing-gown, even as high as her shoulders. 

“You still love your baby?” he asked, m his child-like voice. 

“Of course I do'” replied Nana, who abruptly disengaged 
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herself; “but you arrive here without a word of warning. You 
know, my little boy, I’m not free You must be good.” 

George, who alighted from his cab dazzled by a long desire 
on the point of being satisfied, had not bestowed a glance on 
the place he entered. But now he was conscious of a great 
change around him He examined the rich dining-room, with 
its lofty gilded ceiling, its Gobelin tapestiy, and its sideboard 
shining wnth silver plate 

“Ah, yes I” said he sadly. 

And she gave him to understand that he must never call 
in the morning. The afternoon, if he liked, between four and 
SIX o’clock, which w'as the time when she received company 
Then, as he gazed at her with a supplicating look of interro- 
gation, but without asking for anything, she lassed him on 
the forehead, m a very kind good-natured way. 

“Be very good, and I will do my best,” she murmured. 

But the truth was she no longer felt as she did in regard 
to him. She thought George \ery nice, she would have liked 
to have had him for a companion, but nothing more. How- 
ever, when he came every day at four o’clock, he seemed so 
sad, that she often again yielded, permitted him to hide in her 
cupboaids, and continually to pick up the crumbs of her beauty. 
In time, he scarcely ever left the house, where he was as much 
at home as the little dog Bi]Ou, both of them among the mas- 
tress’s skirts, having a little of her, even when she was with 
another, and catching windfalls of sugar and caresses, in the 
hours of weary solitude. 

No doubt Madame Hugon heard of her boy’s new fall into 
the power of that bad woman, for she hurried to Paris and 
sought the assistance of her other son. Lieutenant Philippe, 
who was then m garrison at Vincennes. George, who had 
been hiding from the elder brother, was seized with despair, 
fearing the employment of force; and as he could keep noth- 
ing to himself, in the nervous expansion of his tender-heart- 
edness, he soon talked to Nana, continually, of his big brother 
—a strong fellow who would dare anything. 

“You see,” he explained, “mamma will not come here her- 
self, but she can very well send my brother. I’m sure she will 
send Philippe to fetch me.” 
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The first time he mentioned this, Nana was greatly offended. 
She said sharply, 

“I should ]ust like to see him do itl In spite of his being a 
lieutenant, Fran 90 is will very quickly send him to the right 
abouti” 

Then, the youngster constantly alluding to his brother, she 
ended by thinking a little ot Philippe. When a week had gone 
by, she knew him from the hair of his head to the tips ot his 
toes — very tall, very strong, lively and rather rough; and with 
all that, some more minute details, certain hairs on his arm, 
a mole on his shoulder. So that one day full of the image of 
this man. whom she was to send off a little quicker than he 
came, she exclaimed, 

“I say, Zizi, It doesn’t seem as if your brother was coming. 
He must be a coward'” 

On the morrow, as George was alone with Nana, Francois 
came and asked 11 madame would receive Lieutenant Philippe 
Hugon The youngster turned quite pale, and murmured, 

“I was expecting it; mamma spoke to me this morning.” 

And he implored the young woman to send word that she 
was engaged. But she had already risen and said, greatly in- 
censed, 

“Why, prayi* he’ll think I’m afraid Ah, well' we’ll have a 
good laugh. Francois, let the gentleman wait a quarter of an 
hour in the drawmg-room, and then bring him to me” 

She did not sit down again but walked feverishly about, 
going from the looking-glass over the mantelpiece to a Vene- 
tian mirror hanging above a little Italian casket, and each time 
she gave a glance or essayed a smile, whilst George, lying on 
a sofa without an atom of strength left in him, trembled at 
the idea of the scene which was preparing As she walked 
about she kept uttering short phrases. 

“It will calm the fellow to keep him waiting a quarter of 
an hour And then, if he thinks he’s come to a nobody’s, the 
drawing-room will astonish him. Yes, yes, take a good look 
at everything, my friend; it’s all genuine. It’ll teach you to 
respect the mistress. It’s the only thing men can understand 
— ^respect Is the quarter of an hour gone yet? No, scarcely ten 
minutes. Oh' we’ve plenty of time.” 

She could not keep still When the quarter was up she sent 
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George away, after making him swear not to listen at the doors, 
for It would look very bad if the servants were to see him. As 
he went into the bedroom, Zizi ventured to say in a choking 
voice, 

“You know, it’s my brother—” 

“Don’t be afraid,” said she with dignity; “If he’s polite, I’ll 
be polite.” 

Franpois ushered in Philippe Hugon, who was attired in 
an overcoat. At first George moved across the bedroom on the 
tips of his toes, so as not to listen, as the young woman had 
told him; but, hearing the voices, he stopped, hesitating, and 
so full of anguish that his legs yielded beneath him. He was 
fancying all manner of things — catastrophes, slaps, something 
abominable that would sever him forever from Nana; so much 
so that he could not resist retracing his footsteps and putting 
his ear to the key-hole. He heard very indistinctly, as the thick- 
ness of the hangings deadened the sound. Yet he was able to 
catch a few words uttered by Philippe, harsh phrases in which 
occurred such expressions as “child, family, honour.” In his 
anxiety to hear what Ins darling would reply, his heart beat 
wildly, almost stunning him with its confused hum. No doubt 
she would retaliate with a “Stupid fooP” or a “go to the deuce, 
I’m in my own housel” But nothing came from her, not even 
the sound of breaching; it seemed as though Nana was dead 
in there. Soon, too, his brother’s voice became softer. He could 
no longer understand anything, when suddenly a strange noise 
completed his amazement. It was Nana sobbing For an in- 
stant contrary feelings struggled within him. He felt impelled 
to run away — to rush in at Philippe. But just at that moment 
Zoe entered the bedroom, and he withdrew from the door, 
ashamed at having been caught. 

She quietly put some linen away in a cupboard, whilst he, 
dumb and immovable, and a prey to uncertainty, pressed his 
forehead against a window-pane. After a short silence, she 
asked; 

“Is It your brother who’s with madame?” 

“Yes,” replied he, in a choking voice. 

“And are you uneasy about it. Monsieur George?” she in- 
quired after another silence. 

“Yes,” he repeated with the same painful difSculty. 
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Zoe did not hurry herself. She folded up some lace, and then 
said slowly, 

“You should not be Madame will settle everything all right.” 

And that was all They did not speak again, but she did 
not leave the room For another quarter of an hour she moved 
about, without noticing the exasperation of the youth, who 
grew pale with constraint and doubt. Fie gave side glances in 
the direction of the drawing-room. What could they be doing 
all that while? Perhaps Nana was still crying The ruffian must 
have slapped her. So when Zoe at length went off, he ran back 
to the door, and again held his ear to the key-hole, and he was 
quite bewildered, his brain in a whirl, tor he heard a sudden 
burst of gaiety, tender voices whispering, and the smothered 
laughter of a woman being tickled. But almost immediately 
Nana conducted Philippe to the staircase, with an interchange 
of cordial and familiar expressions. When George at length 
ventured into the parlour, the young woman was standing in 
front of the mirror, looking at herself. 

“Well?” he asked, scarcely able to say a word. 

“Well, what?” said she, without turning round. Then she 
negligently added, “What were -you saying? He’s a very nice 
fellow, your brother i” 

“Then it’s all settled?” 

“Of course, it’s settled. Really' what’s the matter with you? 
Did you think we were going to fight?” 

But still George did not understand. “I thought I heard—” 
he stammered out “Have you not been crying?” 

“Crying? I?” she exclaimed, looking him straight in the 
face. “You were dreaming' Whatever did you think I had to 
cry about?” 

And the youngster got still more confused when she scolded 
him for having been disobedient and listened at the key-hole, 
spying upon her. As she continued cross with him, he resumed, 
very submissively and coaxingly, wishing to know, 

“Then my brother?” « 

“Your brother saw at once where he was. You see I might 
have been some low common girl, and then he would have 
been right to interfere, on account of your age and the family 
honour. Oh' I understand those feelings. But a glance was 
sufficient for him; he behaved like a man of the world. So 
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don’t be uneasy — it’s all over; he will ease your mother’s 
mind.” And she continued tvith a laugh, “Besides, you’ll see 
your brother here. I’ve invited him, and he’ll come” 

“Ah I he’s coming again,” said the youngster, turning pale. 

He said nothing more, and they no longer talked of Philippe. 
She was dressing to go out, and he watched hei with his big 
sad eyes. No doubt he was pleased that the matter had been ar- 
ranged, for he would have preferred death to not seeing Nana 
again; but in his heart there was a silent anguish, a deep pain, 
which he had nevei tell before, and which he did not dare to 
mention. He nevei knew how Philippe had quieted their 
mother’s an.xiety. Three days later she leturned to Les Fon- 
dettes, seeming quite satisfied That same night, at Nana’s, he 
started when Francois announced the lieutenant. The latter 
gaily chaffed him, treated him as a boy whose escapade he had 
winked at, as it was of no consequence George, feeling sick 
at heart, not daring to move, blushed like a girl at the least 
word. He had lived but little with Philippe, who was ten years 
older than he. He feared him as a father, from whom one hides 
one’s little adventures w'lth women; and he felt an uneasy shame 
on seeing him so fiee with Nana, laughing very loud, full of 
health, and thoroughly enjoying himself. However, as his 
brother soon called every day, George began to gel used to his 
presence Nana was radiant with joy. It was a last change of 
residence in the full fling of a courtesan’s life — a house-warming 
insolently given in a mansion overflowing with men and fur- 
niture. 

One afternoon, when the two Hugons were there, Count 
Muffat called outside his regular hours, but Zoe having told 
hfm that raadame was with some friends, he went away again, 
without seeing her, in the discreet style of a gallant gentleman. 
When he came back in the evening, Nana received him m the 
cold, angry way of an insulted woman. 

“Sir,” said she, “I have given you no reason for insulting 
me. Understand that when I am at home you are to enter like 
every one elsel” 

The count stood with his mouth wide open. “But, my 
dear-—” he attempted to explain ' 

“Because I had visitors perhaps! Yes, there were some men 
here. And what, pray, do you think I do with them? It causes 



278 NANA 

a woman to be talked about, affecting those airs of a discreet 
lover, and I do not wish to be talked about!” 

He had great difficulty in obtaining forgiveness. At heart 
he was delighted. It was by similar scenes to this that she kept 
him obedient and convinced of her fidelity. For some time past 
she had made him submit to George’s presence — a youngster 
who amused her, so she said She got him to dine with 
Philippe, and the count was very amiable. On leaving the table, 
he took the young man on one side, and asked him tor news 
of his mother. From that time the Hugons, Vandeuvres, and 
Muffat, openly belonged to the establishment, where they met 
together as intimate friends. It was more convenient. Muffat 
alone still discreetly timed his visits so as not to call too often, 
and invariably affected the ceremonious air of a stranger At 
night-time, when Nana, seated on the floor on her bear-skins, 
pulled off her stockings, he talked m a friendly way of the 
other gentlemen, of Philippe especially, who was loyalty itself 
“That’s true, they’re all very nice,” said Nana, still seated 
on the ground and changing her chemise. “Only, you know, 
they see who I am. Should they for a moment forget themselves, 
I would have them turned out of the house at oncel” 

Yet, in the midst of her luxury, in the midst of that court, 
Nana was bored to death. She had men with her every min- 
ute of the night, and money everywhere, even m the drawers 
of her dressing-table amongst her combs and brushes, but that 
no longer satisfied her, she felt a void somewhere, a vacancy 
that made her yawn. Her life rolled on unoccupied, bringing 
each day the same monotonous hours. The morrow did not 
exist for her. She lived like a bird, sure of eating, ready to 
sleep on the first branch she came across. This certainty of 
being fed left her stretched out the whole day, without an ef- 
fort, asleep m the midst of that idleness and that convent-like 
submission, as though quite hemmed in in her profession of 
courtesan. Going out only in a carriage, she began to lose the 
use of her legs. She returned to the amusements of her child- 
hood, kissing Bijou from morning to night, killing time with 
the silliest pleasures in her unique expectation of the man 
whom she put up with in a complaisant and weary sort of 
way; and, in the midst of this abandonment of herself, the only 
anxiety she had was for her beauty. She was continually exam- 
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ming, washing, and perfuming herself all over, with the pride 
of being able to appear naked before anyone and at any mo- 
ment, without feeling ashamed. 

Nana rose every morning at ten o’clock. Bpou, the Scotch 
terrier, woke her by licking her face; and then she would play 
with him for five minutes, as he jumped about over her arms 
and legs, and even onto the count Bijou was the first of whom 
he was jealous. It was not pioper that an animal should thrust 
his nose under the bed-clothes in that way. Towards eleven 
o’clock, Francis came to do up her haii, preparatory to the 
complicated head-dress of the evening. At lunch, as she detested 
eating alone, she generally had Madame Maloir, who arrived 
in the morning from no one knew where, with her extraor- 
dinary bonnets, and returned at night to the mystery of her 
life without anybody troubling themselves about it. But the 
worst time, was the two 01 three hours between luncheon and 
the evening toilet Ordinarily she proposed a game at bezique 
to her old friend; sometimes she lead the “Figaro,” the theatri- 
cal and fashionable news in which interested her; she even 
occasionally opened a book, for she prided herself on her taste 
for literature. Her toilet occupied her until nearly five o’clock. 
Then only she seemed to awake from hei long somnolence, go- 
ing out in her carnage or receiving a host of men at home, 
often dimng-out, going to bed very late, and rising the next 
morning with the same fatigue, and beginning a fresh day to 
pass It in a similar manner. 

Her great diversion was to go to Batignolles to see her little 
Louis at her aunt’s. For fifteen days together she would forget 
him entirely. Then she would be seized with a rage to see him, 
and hurry there on foot, full of the modesty and tenderness 
of a good mother, bringing all sort of presents, as though for 
an invalid — snuff for the aunt, oranges and sweeties for the 
child; or else she would call in her landau on her return from 
the Bois, attired in such loud dresses that they would upset 
the whole street Ever since her niece had become such a grand 
lady, Madame Lerat had been puffed up with vanity. She 
called but rarely at the Avenue de Vilhers, pretending that it 
was not her place; but she triumphed in her own street, happy 
when the young woman arrived in dresses costing four or five 
thousand francs, and occupied all the morrow in showing her 
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presents, and quoting figures which amazed her neighbours. 
Generally, Nana reserved Sunday for her family, and on that 
day, if Muffat asked her to go anywhere, she refused, smiling 
like a young house-wife. It was not possible, she was going to 
dine with her aunt, she was going to see her baby. With all 
that, poor little Louis was always ill He was nearly thiee 
years old, and was getting quite a big fellow; but he had had 
an attack ot eczema on the back of his neck, and now he had 
deposits m his ears, which made them fear a caries of the bones 
of the cranium When she saw him looking so pale, with his 
poor blood, and his soft flesh spotted with yellow, she became 
very serious, and above all she was greatly surprised. What 
could be the matter with the love for him to sicken like that? 
She, his mother, was always so welU 

The days when her child did not engage her attention, 
Nana relapsed into the noisy monotony of her existence — 
drives in the Bois, first nights at theatres, dinners and suppers 
at the Maison Doree or the Cafe Anglais; then all the public 
resorts, all the sights where the crowds flocked — Mabille, re- 
views, races. But she still retained that empty feeling of stupid 
idleness, which gave hei pains in her inside, In spite of the 
constant infatuations m which her heart indulged, she would 
stretch her arms the moment she was alone, with a gesture of 
immense fatigue. Solitude made her sad at once, for she found 
herself again with the empty feeling, and the tedium of her 
own society. Very gay by profession and by nature, she would 
then become lugubrious, and would constantly sum up her 
life in this cry, between two yawns, 

“Ohi how men bore me!” 

One afternoon, as she was returning home from a concert, 
Nana noticed a woman passing along the Rue Montmartre, 
with boots trodden down at heels, dirty skirts, and a bonnet 
that had evidently been frequently soaked with ram. All of a 
sudden, she recognised her. 

“Stop, Charles!” cried she to the coachman, and then called 
“Satin! Satin!” 

The passers-by turned their heads; the whole street looked 
on. Satin drew near, and dirtied herself still more against the 
wheels of the carriage. , 
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“Jump in, my girl,” said Nana coolly, not caring a straw 
for what the world would say. 

And thus she picked her up and took hci off, disgustingly 
filthy as she was, in the light blue landau, and by the side of 
her peail grey silk dress trimmed with Chantilly lace; whilst 
every one smiled at the highly dignified air of the coachman. 

From that tune Nana had a passion which occupied her. 
Satin became her vice. Installed in the mansion of the Avenue 
de Villiers, cleaned and clothed, for three days she gave her ex- 
periences of Samt-Lazare— all the troubles she had had with 
the nuns, and those duty policemen who had put her on their 
list. Nana became very indignant, consoled her, and swore to 
get her out of the mess, even though she had to see the minister 
of police herself. For the moment, however, there was no 
hurry; they would certainly not come and seek her there And 
afternoons full of tenderness commenced between the two 
women — caressing words wWe heard, and kisses broken with 
suppressed laughter It was the little game, intenupted by the 
arrival of the policemen at the Rue de Laval, which had started 
again m the way of ]oke Then one night it became serious. 
Nana, who was so disgusted at Laure’s, now began to under- 
stand. She was quite upset and greatly enraged; the more so 
as, on the morning of the fourth day, Satin disappeared. No 
one had seen her go out. She had bolted with her new dress, 
seized with a longing for the open air, with a nostalgia for 
her favourite pavements 

That day there was such a storm in the house that all the 
servants hung down their heads without daring to say a word. 
Nana had almost beaten Francois for not having stood in front 
of the door. She tried, however, to restrain herself, and referred 
to Satin as a dirty strumpet It would teach her not to pick such 
filth out of the gutter another time. That afternoon rnadame 
shut herself in, and Zoe heard her sobbing. Then in the eve- 
ning she suddenly ordered her carnage -and drove to Laure’s. 
The idea had occurred to her that she might find Satin at the 
dming-place of the Rue des Martyrs. It was not to get her back 
again, but merely to slap her face And it happened that Satin 
was dining at one of the little tables with Madame Robert. 
Seeing Nana, she laughed. The latter, struck to the heart, did 
not create a disturbance; but on the contrary kept very quiet 
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and amiable. She stood champagne, and made a number of 
women tipsy, and then carried ofl Satin, while Madame Robert 
had lett the room for a moment; but when she had got her in 
the carnage, she bit her, and threatened to kill her if she ran 
away again. 

And then the .same thing kept continually occurring Twenty 
times Nana, tragical m her fury of a deceived woman, hastened 
after the hussy, who flew off simply for a fad, bored with the 
comfort of the grand establishment She talked of 'smacking 
Madame Robeit’s face, one day she even had the idea of a duel, 
there was one woman too many. Now, whenever she went to 
dine at Laure’s, she put on her diamonds, and was sometimes 
accompanied by Louise Violaine, Maria Blond, or Tatan Nen^ 
all looking very gorgeous, and, beneath the yellow gas-light, in 
the smell of eatables which pervaded the three rooms, these 
ladies displayed their luxury in very questionable company, 
delighted at astonishing the girls of the neighbourhood, whom 
they carried off with them when the meal was over On those 
days, Laure, laced-up and shining, kissed all her customers 
with a more maternal air than ever. Satin, however, in the midst 
of all this, preserved her calmness, with her blue eyes and 
her pure virgin-like face; bitten, beaten, pulled about by the 
two women, she merely said that it was funny, and that they 
would have done far better to have come to some understand- 
ing with each other. It was no use slapping her; she could 
not cut herself in two in spite of her wish to please every one. 
At last Nana carried the day, having bestowed on Satin the 
most love and presents, and, by way of revenge, Madame Rob- 
ert wrote some most abominable anonymous letters to her 
rival’s lovers. 

For some little time past, Count Muffat had seemed uneasy. 
One morning, in a very agitated state, he placed- under Nana’s 
eyes an anonymous letter, in which she saw, in the first few 
lines, that she was accused of being unfaithful to the count 
with Vandeuvres and the two Hugons. 

“It’s false, it’s falsel” she exclaimed energetically, with an 
extraordinary accent of truthfulness 

“You swear it?” asked Muffat, already relieved. 

“Oh I on what you like — on my child’s head I” 

But the letter was long Afterwards it went on to recount 
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her connection with Satin in the most ignoble terms. When 
she reached the end she smiled 
“Now I know where it comes from,” said she, simply. 

And as Muftat wished for a denial of the lattei p.art, she 
resumed coolly, “That, my dear, is a thing which does not con- 
cern you What can it matter to you?” 

She did not deny it. His words showed his disgust. Then 
she shrugged her shouldeis. Where did he spring from? That 
sort of thing happened evciywhere, and she named her hiends; 
she even swore that ladies m the best positions weie no strang- 
ers to It. In short, to hear her, there was nothing more com- 
mon or more natural. What was not true, was not true, he had 
seen, just before, how indignant she was about Vandeuvres 
and the tuo Hugons. Ah> had that been true he would have 
done right in strangling her But what was the use of telling 
him a he about a matter of no consequence? And she kept 
repeating, 

“Come now, what can it matter to you?” 

Then as he continued to complain, she silenced him, saying 
in a rough voice, 

“Well, my friend, if it doesn’t please you, you have a very 
simple remedy The doors are all open You must either take 
me as I am, or leave me afonel” 

He bowed his head. In his heart he was pleased with the 
young woman’s protestations She, seeing her power, no longer 
hesitated employing it, and from that time Satin was openly 
installed as part of the establishment, on the same footing as 
the gentlemen Vandeuvres had not required the anonymous 
letter to understand what was going on He joked about it, 
and had little quarrels of jealousy with Satin, whilst Philippe 
and George treated her as a comrade, shaking hands with her 
and saying some very equivocal things, 

Nana had an adventure One night, having been abandoned 
by the hussy, she had gone to dine m the Rue des Martyrs, 
without being able to come across her. While she was eating 
alone, Daguenet made his appearance. Though he had settled 
down, he came there occasionally — ^his old vices getting the 
better of him — trusting not to meet any of his friends in those 
dark corners of Parisian abomination. Consequently, Nana’s 
presence seemed rather to put him out at first; but he was 
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not the man to beat a retreat He advanced smiling. He asked 
if madame would permit him to dine at her table. Seeing him 
inclined to joke, Nana put on her grand cold air, and sharply 
replied, 

“Seat yourself wherever you please, sir. We are in a public 
place ” 

Commenced in this style, the conversation became very fun- 
ny; but when the dessert was served, Nana, feeling bored, 
and burning to triumph, put her elbows on the table, and then 
resumed her old familiar way. 

“Well, and your marriage, my boy; how is it getting on.'’” 

“Not very well,” admitted Daguenet. 

As a matter of fact, when about to venture to ask for the 
young lady’s hand, he had encountered such a coldness on the 
count’s part that he had prudently abstained from doing so. 
It seemed to him that it was all up. Nana looked him straight 
in the face with her bright eyes, her thin in her hand, an ironic 
smile on her lips. 

“Ahl so I’m a hussy'” she resumed slowly: “Ah' so you 
must deliver the future father-in-law from my clutches Well, 
really' for an intelligent fellow, you’re a damned fool' What! 
you go and say a lot of nasty things to a man who adores me 
and who tells me everything' Listen; your marriage will come 
off it I choose, my boy ” 

For a few minutes he had been of the same opinion; a project 
of complete submission was forming in his mind. However, 
he continued to joke, not wishing to let the matter become a 
serious one, and after putting on his gloves, he asked her, in 
the most correct manner, for the hand of Mademoiselle Estelle 
de Beuville She ended by laughing, as though being tickled. 
Oh! that Mimi' it was impossible to be angry with him. Dague- 
net’s great successes with the ladies were due to the softness 
of his voice — a voice of a musical purity and suppleness, which 
had caused him to be nicknamed among the gay women Vel- 
vet Mouth All yielded beneath the sonorous caress with which 
he enveloped them He knew his power, so he lulled her with 
an endless string of words, telling her all sorts of stupid stories. 
When they quitted the table she was quite rosy, trembling on 
his arm, reconquered. As the day was very fine, she dismissed 
her carriage, and accompanied him on foot as far as his lodg- 
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mg, then naturally she went m with him Two hours later 
she said, as she was putting on her things again, 

“So, Mimi, you want this marriage to come off?” - 

“Well,” he murmured, “it’s the best thing I can do You 
know I’m quite stumped.” 

After a short silence she resumed, “All right. I’m willing; 
I’ll help you. You know she’s as dry as a faggot; but never 
mind, as you’re all agreeable Oh' I’m obliging; I’ll settle it 
for you” Then, bursting out laughing, her bosom still un- 
covered, she added, “Only what will you give me?” 

He had seized hold of her, and was kissing her shoulders in 
a transport of gratitude. She, very gay, quivering, struggled 
and threw herself back. 

“Ah' I know,” she exclaimed, excited by this play. “Listen! 
This IS what I must have for my commission. On your wed- 
ding-day you must bring me the handsel of your innocence, 
you understand'” 

“That’s It' that’s it'” said he, laughing even more than she 
did. The bargain amused them. They thought it very funny 

It so happened that on the morrow there was a dinner party 
at Nana’s, that is, the usual Thursday gathering— Muffat, 
Vandeuvres, the two Hugons, and Satin The count arrived 
early. He was in want of eighty thousand francs to rid the 
young woman of two or three debts, and to present her with 
a set of sapphires for which she had a great longing As he 
had already eaten considerably into his fortune, he wished to 
meet with a money-lender, not yet daring to sell a portion of 
his estates So, by Nana’s advice, he had applied to Labordette, 
but the latter, considering it too big a matter for himself, had 
desired to speak of it to the hairdresser, Francis, who was 
always wilhng to be useful to his customers. The count placed 
himself in the hands of these gentlemen, merely requesting 
that his name should not be mentioned. They both agreed to 
keep his acceptance for one hundred thousand francs in their 
possession, and they excused themselves for the twenty thou- 
sand francs of interest by railing against the swindling usur- 
ers, to whom, as they said, they had been forced to apply. 
When Muffat was ushered in, Francis was just finishing 
Nana’s head-dress. Labordette was also in the dressing-room, 
in his familiar fashion of a friend of no consequence. On see- 
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gret the time when she used to chew apples with the peel on It 
was a fraud, that idiotic money' it was only invented lor trades- 
people Then her outbuist ended m a sentiriiental longing for a 
simple way of living, with one’s heart in one’s hand, m the 
midst of a universal benevolence 

But at that moment she caught sight of Julien standing with 
his arms hanging by his sides, and doing nothing 

“Well' what? Pour out the champagne,” said she. “Why are 
you looking at meTike a silly gandei?” 

During the row the seivants had not even smiled. They 
seemed not to hear, becoming more majestic the moie madame 
forgot herseli juhen poured out the champagne without flinch- 
ing Unfortunately, Francois, who was handing round the fruit, 
held the dish too much on one side, and the apples, the pears, 
the grapes, i oiled all over the table 

“Stupid fool'” cried Nana 

The footman made the mistake of trying to explain that the 
fruit was not placed securely on the dish. Zoe had disturbed it in 
removing some oranges 

“Then,” said Nana “Zoe’s a fool.” 

“But madame — ” murmured the maid, very much hurt. 

At this madame rose, and with a gesture of royal authority 
said curtly. “That’s enough, I think' Leave the room, all of you' 
We no longer require you.” 

This execution calmed her. She at once became very quiet and 
very amiable. The dessert passed off most pleasantly; and the 
gentlemen were greatly amused at having to help themselves. 
But Satin, ,who had peeled a pear, went to eat it standing up be- 
hind her darling, leaning against her shoulders, and whispering 
things m her ear which made them both laugh very much; then 
she wished to share her last piece of pear, and held it out to 
Nana between her teeth, and their bps touched as they finished 
the fruit in a, kiss. This produced a comical protest from the 
gentlemen, Philippe called to them not to stand on ceremony. 
Vandeuvres asked if they would like them to leave the room. 
George went and took hold of Satin round the waist and led her 
back to her seat. 

“How silly you are!” said Nana, “you make the little darling 
blush.- Never mind, my love, don’t take any notice of them. 
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That’s our business.” And, turning towards Muffat, who was 
looking on in his solemn way, she added, “Isn’t it, dear?” 

“Yes, certainly,” murmured he, slowly nodding his head. 

There were no more protests. In the midst of these gentlemen, 
of these great names, these ancient integrities, the two women, 
seated in front of each other, exchanging tender glances, im- 
posed themselves, and reigned with the cool abuse of their sex 
and their avowed contempt for man. They applauded. 

The coffee was served upstairs in the parlour. Two lamps 
lighted up with their feeble light the rose-colou,red hangings, the 
lacquer and old gold knick-knacks. There was at this hour of 
the night, in the midst of the caskets, the bronzes, the china a 
discreet glimmer which illumined the gold and ivory incrusta- 
tions, shone on the gloss of some carved wand, and watered a 
panel with a silky reflex. The afternoon fire had burnt low, it 
was very warm, a debilitating heat was confined by the heavy 
curtains and hangings. And in this room, all full of Nana’s pri- 
vate life, where her gloves, a handkerchief, an open book, lay 
scattered about, one met her free from all ceremony, with her 
odour of violets, her jolly-girl kind of disorder, creating a charm- 
ing effect amongst all that wealth; whilst the easy-chairs as big 
as beds, and the sofas as deep as alcoves, seemed to invite to 
somnolence, forgetful of the flight of time, to sweet words whis- 
pered m the shadows of their corners. 

Satin went and stretched herself out on a sofa near the fire- 
place. She lit a cigarette; but Vandeuvres amused himself with 
pretending to be awfully jealous of her, and threatened to chal- 
lenge her if she again turned Nana from her duties Philippe 
and George joined m, teased her, and pinched her so hard, that 
she ended by crying out, 

“Darling! darling! do make them leave off. They’re annoy- 
ing me again.” 

"Come, leave her alone,” said Nana seriously “You know I 
won’t have her teased; and you, my deary, why do you always 
go with them, when you know they are so foolish?” 

Satin, very red in the face, and putting out her tongue, went 
into the dressing-room, the open door of which showed the pale 
marble lighted up by the subdued flame of a gas-jet enclosed in 
a ground-glass globe. Then Nana conversed with the four men, 
with the charm pertaining to the mistress of a household. She 
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had been reading duiing the day a novel that had created a great 
sensation — the history ot a courtesan, and she was disgusted 
She said that it was all ialse, showing, besides, an indignant re- 
pugnance for such filthy literature, which had the pietension of 
being true to nature, as though one could describe everything, 
as though a novel ought not to be written just to while away 
a pleasant hour I Regarding books and plays, Nana had very 
fixed opinions. She wished for noble and tender works — things 
to set her thinking and to elevate her soul Then the conversa- 
tion having turned on the troubles that were agitating Pans — 
on the incendiary newspaper articles, the attempts at not follow- 
ing the calls to arms enunciated every night at public meetings 
— she vented her wrath on the Republicans. Whatever did they 
want, those dirty fellows who never washed themselves.? Wasn’t 
every one happy? Hadn’t the Emperor done everything for the 
people? A lot of swine, these people! She knew them — she could 
speak of them; and forgetting the respect she had just exacted 
at the dinner-table for her little world of the Rue de la Goutte 
d’Oi, she assailed her relations and friends ot bygone days with 
all the disgust and the horror of a woman arrived at the top of 
the tree. It so happened that very afternoon she had read in the 
“Figaro” the report of a public meeting written m a most com- 
ical style, and the recollection of which still made her laugh, on 
account of the slang words used, and the description of a dis- 
gusting drunkard who had been turned out. 

“Oh' those drunkards'” said she with an air of repugnance 
“No, really now, their Republic would be a great misfortune for 
every one. Oh! may God preserve the Emperor as long as possi- 
ble'” 

“God will hear you, my dear,” solemnly replied Mufiat. “But 
never fear— the Emperor is strong ” 

He liked to see that she had such good feelings. They were 
both of the same opinion in politics. Vandeuvres and Lieutenant 
Hugon were also full of jokes about the “roughs”— -braying 
asses who bolted at the sight of a bayonet. George that night re- 
mained pale and gloomy. 

“What’s the matter with the baby?” asked Nana, noticing 
how quiet he was. 

“Nothing, I’m listening,” niurmured he. 

. -But he was suffering. On leaving the dining-room he had 
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overheard Philippe joking with the young woman, and now it 
was Philippe and not he who was seated beside her His chest 
heaved "and seemed ready to burst, without his knowing why. 
He could not bear them to be together, He had such wicked 
thoughts that a lump rose in his throat, and he felt ashamed in 
spite of his anguish He, who laughed about Satin, who had en- 
dured Steiner, then Mufiat, then all the others, revolted, and be- 
came enraged at the idea that Philippe might one day become 
that woman’s lover 

“Here! take Bijou,” said she to console him, passing him the 
little dog, which was sleeping on her lap. And George became 
quite lively again, holding something belonging to her — that 
animal full of the warmth of her knees. 

The conversation had lallen on a run of bad luck Vandeuvres 
had had the night before at the Cercle Imperial. Mufiat, who 
was no player, expressed his surprise, but Vandeuvr&s, smiling, 
alluded to his approaching rum, of which Pans already had be- 
gun to talk. It did not matter much how the end came, the thing 
was to end well For some time past Nana had noticed he was 
nervous, with wrinkles at the corners of his mouth, and a vacil- 
lating look in his bright eyes He retained his aristocratic haugh- 
tiness, the refined elegance of his impoverished race; and, as yet, 
It was only a slight vertigo at times, beneath that cranium emp- 
tied by women and play One night that he passed with her he 
had frightened her with some atrocious idea He was thinking 
of shutting himself up m his stable with his horses and setting 
fire to the place, when he had reached the end of his tether. At 
this time his only hope was in a horse named Lusignan,"' which 
was in training for the Giand Prize of Pans. He lived on this 
horse, which sustained his damaged credit. Every time Nana 
wanted money, he put her off till the month of June, if Lusig- 
nan won. 

“Bahl” said she, jokingly, “he can afford to lose, as he is going 
to clear every one out at the races.” 

He merely replied with a mysterious little smile, then added 
lightly, “By the way, I have taken the liberty of naming a filly 
of mine, only an outsider, after you. Nana, Nana; it sounds very 
well. You are not annoyed?” 

“Annoyed — ^why.?” said she, in reality greatly delighted. 

The conversation continued. They were talking of an execu- 
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tion shortly to take place, and which the young woman wanted 
to see, when Satin appeared at die dressing-room door, and 
called Nana in a supplicating voice. The latter rose at once 
and left the gentlemen, who were taking their ease, puffing 
their cigars, and discussing a very grate question, as to how 
far a murderer in a chronic state of alcoholism is responsible for 
his actions. In the dressing-room Zoe was seated on a chair, cry- 
ing bitterly, whilst Satin was vainly -endeavouring to console her. 

“What’s the matter?” asked Nana, in surprise. 

“Oh, darlingl speak to her,” said Satin “Foi the last twenty 
minutes I’ve been trying to reason with her. She’s crying be- 
cause you called her a fool.” 

“Yes, madame — it’s very hard — ^it’s very hard — ” stuttered 
Zo^ almost choked by a fresh fit of sobbing 

This sight moved the young woman. She said some kind 
words; and as the other did not become calmer, she sat down 
before her, and put her arm round her waist, with a gesture of 
affectionate familiarity. 

“But, you silly girl' I said ‘fool’ just the same as I should have 
said something else' I didn’t mean it' I was in a passion. There' 
I was wrong. Now do leave off ciying ” 

“I love madame so much.” stammered Zoe. “After all that I 
have done for madame ” 

Then Nana kissed the maid After which, wishing to show 
that she was not angry, she gave her a dress that she had worn 
only three times. Their quarrels always ended in presents. Zoe 
wiped 'her eyes with her handkerchief, and before carrying the 
dress off on her arm, she said that they were all very sad down 
in the kitchen, that Julien and Fiangois had not been able to 
eat any dinner, as madame’s anger had taken away all their 
appetite. And madame sent them a louis as a pledge of recon- 
ciliation. She could not bear to see any one unhappy. 

Nana returned to the drawing-room, happy at having put an 
end to the tiff, which was causing her some anxiety for the mor- 
row, when Satin whispered quickly in her ear. She complained, 
she threatened to go away, if those men teased her again; and 
she insisted on her darling sending them all off that night. It 
would be a lesson for them. And then it would be so nice to be 
alone together! Nana, again becoming anxious, swore that it was 
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not possible Then the other spoke harshly to her, like a passion- 
ate child insisting on having her way. 

“I insist on It, do you hear? Send them away, or else I’ll go>” 
And she returned into the drawing-room, and lay down on a 
sofa, away from the others and near a window, where she re- 
mained quite silent and as though dead, waiting with her large 
eyes fixed on Nana 

The gentlemen were drawing their conclusions against the 
new theories of the writers on criminal law, with that wonder- 
ful proposition as to irresponsibility in certain pathological 
cases, there threatened to be no more criminals, but only in- 
valids The young woman, who kept nodding her approval, was 
trying to think of a means of getting nd of the count. The 
others would soon be going but he would be sure to remain be- 
hind. And so It happened, when Philippe rose to leave, George 
followed him at once, his only anxiety was not to leave his 
brother behind him Vandeuvres remained a few minutes 
longer; he sounded the ground, he waited to see if by chance 
some matter did not oblige Muffat to leave him in possession, 
but when he saw him evidently making himself comlortable for 
the rest of the evening, he did not persist, but took his leave 
like a man of tact But as he moved towards the door he noticed 
Satin, with her fixed look, and understanding no doubt, and 
rather amused, he went and shook her hand 

“Well, we’re not angiy, are we?” murmured he. “Forgive 
me. On my word, you’re the best of us after alP” 

Satin disdained to reply. She did not take her eyes off Nana 
and the count, who were now left to themselves Being no 
longer under any restraint, Muflat had gone and seated himself 
beside the young woman, and had taken hold of her fingers, 
which he was kissing. Then she, to create a diversion, asked him 
if his daughter Estelle was better The night before he had 
complained that the child seemed very melancholy; he could 
never spend a happy day in his own home, with his wife always 
out and his daughter wrapped up in icy silence. Nana was al- 
ways 'full of good advice respecting these family matters And 
as Muffat, his mind and his body upset, began again giving way 
to his lamentations 

“Why don’t you get her married.?” asked she, recollecting her 
promise. 
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And she at once ventuied to speak of Daguenet. But, at the 
mention of the name, the count showed his disgust Never, after 
what she had told him! She pretended to be greatly surprised, 
then burst out laughing, and putting her arms round his neck, 
said, 

“Oh I how can you be so jealous? Do be reasonable He had 
been talking to you against me, and I was furious To-day I am 
really sorry — ” But over Muffat’s shoulder she encountered 
Satin’s fixed gaze. Feeling uneasy, she let go of him, and con- 
tinued in a serious tone, “My friend, this marriage must take 
place; I don’t wish to prevent your daughter’s happiness He’s 
really a very nice young man, you couldn't find a better one.” 

And she launched forth into unbounded praise of Daguenet. 
The count had taken hold of her hands again; he no longer said, 
“no,” he would see, they could talk of it another time Then as 
he spoke of going to bed, she lowered her voice and made ob- 
jections It was impossible, she was not well, if he loved her a 
little he would not insist However, he was obstinate, he would 
not leave, and she was already giving in when she again en- 
countered Satin’s fixed look. Then she became inflexible. No, it 
could not be. The count, much affected, and looking far from 
well, had risen and was seeking his hat. But at the door he 
recollected the set of sapphires, the case containing which he 
felt in his pocket. He had intended hiding it at the bottom of 
the bed, so that her legs might come in contact with it when 
she first got in, it was a big child’s surprise, which he had been 
planning ever since dinner. And, in his confusion, in his anguish 
at being thus dismissed, he abruptly handed her the jewels. 

“What is It?” asked she “Why! sapphires. Ah' yes, that set 
we saw. How kind of you' But, I say, darlmg, do you thmk it’s 
the same one? It looked better in the window'” 

Those were all the thanks he had; she let him go He had just 
caught sight of Satin waiting m silence on the sofa. Then he 
looked at the two women; and, no longer persisting, he sub- 
missively went off. The house door was scarcely closed when 
Satin seized hold of Nana round the waist, and danced and 
sang. Then, running to the window, she exclaimed: 

“Let’s see what a fool he looks outside'” 

In the shadow of the curtains, the two women leant on the 
iron rail. One o’clock struck. The Avenue de Villiefs, now de- 
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serted, stretched far in the distance, with its double row of gas- 
lamps, in the midst of that damp darkness of March, swept by 
great gusts of wind full of rain Patches of unoccupied ground 
appeared as masses of shadow; houses in course of construction 
displayed their tall scaffoldings beneath the black sky. And a 
road fit of laughter seized the two girls as they caught sight of 
Muffat’s round back moving along the wet pavement, with the 
mournful reflection of his shadow, across that icy, empty plain 
of a new Pans. But Nana made Satin leave off. 

“Take care — the police'” 

Then they smothered their laughter, watching with a dumb 
fear two black figures walking in step on the other side of the 
Avenue. Nana, in all her luxury — in her royalty of a woman 
whom everyone obeyed— had preserved a dread of the police, 
not liking to hear them spoken of any more than she did death. 
She felt uneasy whenever she saw a policeman look up at her 
house. One never knew what to expect from such people They 
might very well take them for some low gay women, if they 
heard them laughing at that ume of the night Satin tremblingly 
pressed close up against Nana. Yet they remained there, in- 
terested by the approach of a light dancing in the midst of the 
puddles on the pavement. It was the lantern of an old female 
rag-picker who was searching the gutters. Satin recognised her. 

“Why'” said she, “it’s Queen Pomare with her wicker cash- 
mere!” 

And whilst the wind beat the fine rain in their faces, she told 
her darling Queen Pomare’s history. Oh! she was a superb 
woman once, and drove all Paris mad with her beauty. She had 
such go, such cheek, used the men like animals, and often had 
grand personages weeping on her stairs! Now, she had taken 
to drink, the women of the neighbourhood amused themselves 
by giving her absinthe; and m the streets the urchins followed 
her, throwing stones — ^in short, a regular smash-up — a queen 
fallen into the mire' Nana listened, feeling very cold. 

“You’ll just see,” added Satin. 

She whistled like a man. The rag-picker, who was under tlie 
window, raised her head and showed herself in the yellow light 
of her lantern. There appeared in that bundle of rags, beneath 
a big handkerchief in tatters, a scarred, bluish face, with the 
toothless aperture of the mouth and the flaming loopholes of the 
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eyes; and Nana, in front of this frightful old age of a courtesan 
drowned in alcohol, beheld in the darkness the vision of Cha- 
mont— that Irma d’Anglars, the retired prostitute loaded with 
years and with honours, ascending the steps of her chateau, sur- 
rounded by a prostrate crowd of villagers. Then as Satin 
whistled again, amused at the old hag w'ho could not see her, 
she murmured in an altered tone of voice 
“Leave off— the police againl Let’s go away, quick, my dar- 
ling.” 

The sound of footsteps returned They closed the window. On 
turning round, Nana, shiveimg and with her hair all wet, on 
beholding the room, remained, as it were, struck with astonish- 
ment, as though she had never seen it before and had entered 
some unknown place. She found the atmosphere so warm, so 
perfumed, that she experienced a pleasant surprise. The wealth 
piled up around the ancient furniture, the gold and silk stuffs, 
the ivory, the bronzes, all seemed reposing in the rosy light of 
the lamps; whilst from the now hushed house there arose the 
sensation of a great luxuiy— the solemnity of the grand draw- 
ing-room, the comfortable amplitude of the dining-room, the 
peacefulness of the vast staircase, with the softness of the seats 
and carpets. It was like an abrupt expansion of herself, of her 
requirements of domination and enjoyment, of her wish to pos- 
sess everything merely to destroy it. Never before had she felt so 
strongly the power of her sex. She glanced slowly around her, 
and then said with an air of grave philosophy, 

“Well! all the same, one is right in availing oneself of every 
opportunity when one is youngl” 

But Satin was already rollmg about on the bear-skins of the 
bedroom and calling her. 

“Come quick I come quick'” 

Nana undressed herself in the dressing-room To be ready 
quicker, she rook her thick light hair in both hands, and shook 
It over the silver basin, whilist a shower of long hair-pins fell 
from It, ringing a chime on the shining metal. 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 

On that Sunday, beneath the cloudy sky of one of the first warm 
days of June, the race for the Grand Prize of Pans was to be 
run in the Bois de Boulogne. In the morning the sun had risen 
enveloped in a reddish mist; but towards eleven o’clock, at the 
moment when the first vehicles reached the Longchamps race- 
course, a wind from the south swept the clouds before it. Long 
flakes of greyish vapour passed slowly away, whilst patches of 
dark blue sky gradually showed larger and larger from one end 
of the horizon to the other And in the bursts of sunshine which 
kept appearing through the breaks in the clouds, everything 
sparkled abruptly — the green turf, which was little by little 
being covered by a crowd of vehicles, and of persons on horse- 
back and on foot, the course still free, with the judge’s stand, 
the winning-post, and the starting-place; then opposite, in the 
middle of the enclosure, the five symmetrical stands, with their 
storeys of brick and wood Bathed in the midday light, the vast 
plain extended beyond, bordered by little trees, and confined in 
the west by the wooded hills of Saint-Cloud and Suresnes, which 
were crowned by the sharp outline of Mont Valerien. 

Nana, as excited as if the race for the Grand Prize was to de- 
cide her own fortune, wished to have a place as near as possible 
to the winning-post. She arrived very early, one of the first, in 
her silver-mounted landau, to which were harnessed four mag- 
nificent white horses, a present from Count Muffat. When she 
appeared, with two postillions on the near side horses, and two 
grooms seated immovably behind the carnage, there was quite 
a rush on the part of the crowd, the same as at the passage of a 
queen. She wore the colours of the Vandeuvres stable, blue and 
white, intermingled in a most extraordinary costume. The little 
body and the tunic, in blue silk, were very tight fitting, and 
raised behind m an enormous pufi which gave all the more 
prominence to the tightness in front; the skirt and sleeves were 
in white satin, as well as a sash that passed over the shoulder, 
and the whole was trimmed with silver braid which sparkled in 
the sunshine. Whilst, the more to resemble a jockey, she had 
placed a flat blue cap, ornamented with a feather, on the top 
397 
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of hei chignon, from which a long switch of her golden hair 
hung down the middle of her back like an enormous yellow tail 

Twelve o’clock struck There were still three hours to wait 
for the race for the Grand Prize As soon as the landau had 
taken up its position, Nana put herself at her ease, as though at 
home She had amused heisclf by bringing Bijou and little 
Louis The dog, asleep amongst her skirts, was shivering in 
spite of the heat, whilst the child, diessed up in ribbons and 
lace, remained as though dumb, and had become so pale from 
the force of the wind that he looked like a wax figure. The 
young woman, without troubling herself about her neighbours, 
talked very loud with Philippe and George Hugon, seated oppo- 
site to her amidst such a pile of bouquets, white roses and blue 
forget-me-nots, that they wetc invisible below the shoulders. 

“So,” she was saying, “as he was becoming quite unbearable 
I showed him the door; and for the last two days he hasn’t been 
near me.” 

She was speaking of Mufifat, only she did not tell the two 
young men the real cause of the quarrel. One night he had 
found a man’s hat m her room; it had merely been a stupid 
fancy of hers, a meie nobody she had picked up just to enliven 
her. 

“You don’t know how peculiar he’s becoming,” she con- 
tinued, amused at the details she was giving. “He’s a regular 
bigot For instance, he says his prayers every night. OhI it’s quite 
true. He thinks I don’t notice it, as I go to bed first so as not to 
be in his way; but I have my eye on him He mutters, he makes 
the sign of the cross as he turns round to step over me to get to 
the inside of the bed ” 

“How artful!” murmured Philippe. “Does he do it before 
and after then?” 

She laughed aloud 

“Yes, that’s it; before and after. "When I doze off, I can hear 
him muttering again. But what annoys me is that we can’t have 
the least dispute without his immediately talking of the priests. 
Now, I’ve always been religious Oh! laugh as much as you like, 
it won’t prevent me believing what I believe. Only, he’s too 
bad; he sobs, he talks of his remorse. For instance, the day be- 
fore yesterday, after our row, he had quite an attack; I began to 
feel very anxious — ” But she interrupted herself to say, “Look, 
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there are the Mignons. Why, they’ve brought the children 
Aren’t they dressed up, those youngsters?” 

The Mignons were in a very quiet coloured landau, with the 
substantial air of people who had made their fortune Rose, in a 
grey silk dress, trimmed with little cense puffs and bows, was 
smiling, pleased at the evident delight of Henri and Charles, 
sitting on the front seat, in their rather too ample collegian uni- 
forms. But when the landau had taken up its position, and she 
caught sight of Nana, triumphing in the midst of her bouquets, 
with her tour horses, her posullions and her grooms in livery, 
she bit her lips, and sitting bolt upright, turned away her head 
Mignon, on the contrary, looking very well and lively, waved 
his hand. It was one of his principles always to keep out of 
women’s quarrels. 

“By the way,” resumed Nana, “do you know a little old fel- 
low, very tidy in his appearance, and with very bad teeth.? A 
Monsieur Venot. He called on me this morning ” 

“Monsieur Venot!” echoed George in amazement. “It can’t 
be' He’s a Jesuit." 

“Precisely, I soon found that out. Oh' you’ve no idea what 
we talked about' It was so funny' He spoke of the count, and of 
his disunited family, the happiness of which he implored me to 
restore. He was very polite, too, and smiling all the time Then 
I told him I should be only to pleased to do as he wished; and 
in the end I promised to make the count return to his wife. You 
know, it’s not a joke, for I shall be delighted to see the whole lot 
of them happy' Besides, it will give me a rest, for there are days 
when he is really too tiresome'” 

Her weariness of the last few months escaped her in that cry 
from her heart With all that, too, the count appeared to be in 
great straits for money. He was care-worn, the bill he had given 
to Labordette was coming due, and he did not see his way to 
meet it. 

“Why, there is the countess over there,” said George, who 
had been glancing along the stands. 

“Where?” exclaimed Nana. “What eyes he has, that baby' 
Hold my parasol, Philippe ” 

But George, _ with a quick movement, forestalled his brother, 
and v'as quite' delighted at holding the blue silk parasol, with 
silver fringe. Nana looked through an enormous field-glass. 
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‘‘Ah, yes! I see her,” said she at length. “In the stand to the 
right, close to a pillar, is she not? She is in mauve, with hei 
daugihter in white beside her. Why! there’s Daguenet going up 
to tlieipi.” 

Theta Philippe talked of Daguenet’s approaching marriage 
with that stick Estelle It was a settled thing, they were publish- 
ing the biinns, The countess objected at liist, but the count, so 
it was saidp had insisted. Nana smiled 
“I know, I know,” murmured she. “So much the better, Paul. 
He’s a mce fellow — he deserves it;” and leaning towards little 
Louis, she added, “Well, aie you amusing yourself? How seri- 
ous the child looks!” 


The child,) without a smile, w'atched the crowd about him, 


looking very old, and as though full of sad reflections on what 
he saw. Bijou, driven from the skirts of the young woman, who 


was always nkoving about, had gone to shiver against the little 


The space airound was rapidly filling up Vehicles of all soits 
continuously nrnved m a compact, interminable line. There 
were enormous: omnibuses, like the “Pauline” which had started 
from the Boulevard des Itahens with its fifty passengers and 
which took up, a position near the stands. Then theie were dog- 
carts, victorias,, and most elegant landaus, which mingled with 
old tumble-down cabs dragged by the most wretched horses; and 
four-in-hand_s_aiid stage-coaches, with their owners seated on the 
top, and the servants inside taking care of the hampers of cham- 
pagne;^ and light traps of every description, some driven tandem 
fashion, arid accompanied by a jingling of bells. Now and again 
a gentleman on horseback passed, or a crowd of persons on foot 
rushed in amongst the vehicles. The rumbling noise which ac- 
companied the latter all along the winding turnings of the Bois 
de Boulogne ceased as they drove onto the grass Nothing was 
heard but the murmur of the ever-increasing crowd, shouts and 
calls and cracking of whips, which resounded in the open air. 
And each time the sun appeared from out the clouds scattered 
by the wind, a blaze of golden light lit up the mounted har- 
nesses and the varnished panels, and brought out the brilliant 
colours of the costumes; whilst m that flood of sunshine the 
coachmen on their high seats were conspicuous with their long 
whips. ■ ’’ 
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Labordette was alighting from an open carriage in which 
Gaga, Clarisse, and Blanche de Sivry had reserved him a place. 
As he was hastening to cross the course and enter the enclosure, 
Nana got George to call him Then when he came up, 

“What’s my price?” she asked with a laugh. 

She was speaking of Nana, the filly-— that Nana which had 
been ignominiously defeated in the race for the Diana Prize, 
and which, even in the months just past— April and May — had 
not even been placed in the races for the Des Cars Prize and the 
Grande Poule des Produits, both of which had fallen to Lusig- 
nan, the other thoroughbred of the Vandeuvies stable, Lusignan 
had at once become chief favourite, and had latterly been freely 
taken at two to one. 

“Still at fifty,” leplied Labordette. 

“The deviP then I’m not worth much,” resumed Nana, who 
was amused at the joke. “Then I sha’n’t back myself. No, I’ll be 
hanged if I do! I won’t put a single louis on myself.” 

Labordette, who was in a great hurry, was starting off again; 
but she called him back She wanted a piece of advice He who 
knew a number of trainers and jockeys, had the best informa- 
tion respecting the difleient stables. Twenty times already his 
tips had come off. He was nicknamed the king of the sporting 
prophets. 

“Come now, which horses ought I to back?” asked the young 
woman “At what price is the English one?” 

“Spirit.? at three to one, Valerio II also at three to one. 'Then 
the others — Cosinus at twenty-five, Hasard at forty, Bourn at 
thirty, Pichenette at thirty-five, Frangipane at ten ” 

“No, I won’t back the English horse I’m patriotic. Well, 
what do you say? Shall it be Valerio II? The Duke de Cor- 
breuse looked quite beaming just now Well, no' I’d rather not. 
Fifty louis on Lusignan— what do you say?” 

Labordette looked at her m a peculiar manner She leant 
forward and questioned him in a low voice, for she knew that 
Vandeuvres instructed him to bet for him with the book- 
makers, so as to be more free in his own betting. If he had learnt 
anything, he might as well tell her, but Labordette, without ex- 
plaining why, advised her to trust to his instinct He would 
lay out her fifty louis as he thought best, and she should not 
regret it. 
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“All the horses you like,” she cried gaily, as he went ofi, “but 
not Nana — she’s a jade^” 

They all laughed madly in the carriage. The young men 
thought It very funny, whilst little Louis, without understand- 
ing, raised his pale eyes to his mothei, the loud accents of whose 
voice surprised him Labordette, however, was still unable to get 
off Rose Mignon had beckoned him, and she gave him some in- 
structions which he wrote down in his note-book; then Clansse 
and Gaga called him back, as they wished to modify their bets, 
they had heard different things in the crowd, and would no 
longer back Valerio II, but went in for Lusignan; he, quite im- 
passible, made notes of what they required. At length he got 
away, and was seen to disappear between two of the stands on 
the other side ot the course 

Carriages still continued to arrive They now comprised five 
rows along the barrier bordering the course, and formed quite 
a dense mass streaked here and there by the light hue of the 
white horses. Then beyond, there were numerous other isolated 
vehicles, looking as though they had stuck m the grass, a medley 
of wheels and of teams in every possible position, side by side, 
slantwise, crosswise, and head to head, and horsemen trotted 
across the plots of grass that were still comparatively free, whilst 
foot-passengers appeared in black groups continually on the 
move Overtopping this kind of fair-ground, amidst the 
strangely mixed crowd, rose the grey refreshment tents, to 
which the sunshine imparted a white appearance. But the great- 
est crush, an ever-moving sea of hats, was around the book- 
makers, who were standing up in open vehicles, gesticulating 
like quack denusts, with their betting lists stuck up on boards 
beside them. 

“All the same, it’s awfully stupid not to know what horse one’s 
backing,” Nana was saying “I must venture a few louis myself.” 

She stood up to select a book-maker whose face should take 
her fancy. But she forgot her intention as she caught sight of a 
crowd of acquaintances around her. Besides the Mignons, and 
Gaga, and Clansse and Blanche, there were on the right, and 
the left, and behind, in the midst of the mass of vehicles which 
had now quite shut in her landau, Tatan Nene with Maria 
Blond in a victoria, Caroline Hequet with her mother and two 
gentlemen in a calash, Louise Violaine, all alone, and driving a 
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little basket chaise bedecked with orange and green ribbons, the 
colours of- the Mechain stable, L& de Horn on the bo> seat of a 
stage-coach, with a crowd of young men who were making a 
great noise. Farther oft, Lucy Stewart, m a very simple black 
silk dress, was looking most distinguished beside a young man 
wearing the uniform of a midshipman, in a carriage of most 
aristocratic appearance But what really astounded Nana was 
to see Simone arrive in a trap that Steiner was duving tandem 
fashion, with a tiger sitting bolt upright behind, his arms 
folded, and quite immovable, she was resplendent, all in w'hite 
satin striped with yellow, and sparkling with diamonds from 
her waist to her bonnet, whilst the banker, with a long whip, 
urged on the two horses, the first a little chestnut, which trotted 
like a mouse, and the other, a tall bay, a sieppei which raised 
Its legs \ery high. 

“By Jovel” said Nana, “that old thief Steiner must have made 
another haul at the Bouise' Doesn’t Simone look smart? It’s too 
much, he’ll get copped one ot these days.” 

But, all the same, she exchanged a bow with them from a dis- 
tance She kept waving her hand, smiling, and turning about, 
forgetting no one so as to be seen by all And she continued 
talking. 

“But It’s her son that Lucy is dragging about with her I He 
looks very nice in his uniform That’s why she’s trying to be so 
grand I You know that she’s afraid of him, and pretends she’s 
an actress. Poor young man, all die samel He doesn’t seem to 
have an idea ot the truth.” 

“Pooh I” murmured Philippe, laughing, “whenever she 
chooses she will find him a country heiress ” 

Nana left off talking She had just caught sight of old Tricon, 
in the thick of the vehicles Having come in a cab from which 
she could see nothing, the old lady had quietly mounted the 
driver’s seat. And there, standing up to the full height of her 
tall figure, with her noble-lookmg face and long curls, she com- 
manded a full view of the crowd, and seemed to be reigning 
over her women people. They all discreetly smiled to her. She, 
as a superior being, pretended not to know them. She was not 
there to work, she came to see the races for pleasure, for she 
was an inveterate gambler, and was mad about horses, 

“Look' there’s that idiot La Faloise'” said George suddenly. 
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It was a surprise to all of them Nana no longer recognised 
her La Faloise Since he had inherited his uncle’s fortune, he 
had become an extraordinarily fashionable young man With his 
collar slightly turned down in front, dressed in a light coloured 
suit, which fitted tightly to his bony shoulders, and with his 
hair curled, he affected a jog-trot of weariness, a feeble tone ol 
voice, slang words, and phrases which he never took the trouble 
to finish 

“But he looks very well I” declared Nana, fascinated. 

Gaga and Clansse called La Faloise, throwing themselves at 
his head, so to say, trying to hook him again But he left them 
at once, with an air of pity, mingled with disdain Nana at- 
tracted him, and hastening to her, he stood on the step of the 
carriage, and as she chaffed him about Gaga, he mui mured 
“Oh, nof no more of the old guards It’s no use their trying ( 
Besides, you know, you’re now my Juliet — ” 

He placed his hand on his heart Nana laughed immensely 
at that abrupt declaration before everyone But she resumed 
"There, that’ll do You’re making me forget that I want to 
bet. George, you see that book-makei over theie, the fat red one, 
with curly hair? He has the head of a dirty rascal, which takes 
my fancy You go and bet with him Well, what shall I back?” 

“I’m no patriot! — oh, no!” stuttered La Faloise; “all my 
money is on the English horse. What a lark if he wins! All the 
French will go mad!” 

Nana thought his language disgraceful Then they discussed 
the merits of the different horses. La Faloise, to make everyone 
think that he was a judge of horse-flesh, pretended they were all 
sorry animals. Baron Verdier’s Frangipane, was by Truth out of 
Lenore; it was a big bay, and might have had a chance if it had 
not been lamed during training. As for Valerio II, from the 
Corbreuse stable, it was not in condition, it had had the gripes 
in April; oh! they were keeping that dark, but he was sure of it, 
on his word of honour! And he ended by. recommending Hasard, 
a horse belonging to the Mechain stable, the worst beast of the 
lot, and which no one would look at. The deuce! Hasard showed 
superb form, and such a style! There was an animal that would 
surprise everyone! 

“No,” said Nana. “I shall bet ten louis on Lusignan, and five 
on Bourn.” 
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On hearing this, La Faloise burst out again. 

“But, my dear, Bourn is simply awfuU don’t back him. Even 
Gasc, the owner, won’t And Lusignan, he’s not in it' — all rub- 
bish' By Lamb out ot Princess— Just think of it' Not the ghost 
of a chance for anything by Lamb out of Princess' All too short 
in the legs'” 

He was almost choking Philippe obseived that notwith- 
standing all that, Lusignan had earned off the Des Cars Prize 
and the Grande Poule des Produits. But the othei was ready 
for him What did that prove? Nothing at all. On the contrary, 
they should bewaie; and, besides, Gresham was to ride Lusig- 
nan, so what was the use of arguing? Gresham had no luck, he 
never won. 

And the discussion, which started from Nana’s landau, seemed 
to spread from one end of the race-ground to the other, Screech- 
ing voices were heard The passion for gambling passed over all, 
giving a flush to the faces, and putting contusion into the ges- 
tures; whilst the book-makeis were furiously calling out the 
prices, and inscribing the bets made Only the small fry of the 
betting fraternity were there, the big bets were being made in- 
side the enclosure It was the greediness of the smaller gamblers 
risking their five francs, displaying their eagerness for a possi- 
ble gain of a few louis. In short, the hig battle was expected to 
be between Spirit and Lusignan Some Englishmen, easily rec- 
ognisable by their appearance, were walking about amongst the 
different groups as though at home, with flushed faces, and al- 
ready triumphing Bramah, a horse of Lord Reading’s, had won 
the Grand Prize the previous year — a defeat for which all French 
hearts were still bleeding This year it would be a regular dis- 
aster if France was beaten again, so that all the women were 
dreadfully excited on account of national pride. The Vandeuvres 
stable became the rampart of the honour of France. They all 
backed Lusignan, they upheld him, they cheered him to the 
echo. Gaga, Blanche, Caroline, and the others all put their 
money on him Lucy did not do so, because her son was with 
her; but it was said that Rose Mignon had commissioned Labor- 
dette to back him to the extent of two hundred louis. Only old 
Tricon, seated beside her driver, awaited the iast moment, very 
cool in the midst of the wrangling, predominating over the in- 
creasing uproar, in which the names of the different horses were 
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continually repeated in the sprightly remarks of the Parisians, 
and the guttural exclamations of the Englishmen. She listened 
and took notes in a majestic manner 

“And Nana?” said George, “Is no one backing her?” 

No, no one was backing her, she was not even mentioned. 
The outsider of the Vandeuvres stable was eclipsed by Lusig- 
nan’s popularity. But La Faloise raised his arms in the air and 
exclaimed, 

“An inspiration' I shall put a louis on Nana.’' 

“Bravo' I’ll put two,” said George. 

“And I thiee,” added Philippe. 

And they kept increasing their amount, pleasantly paying 
their court, quoting figures as though they were bidding for 
Nana at an auction. La Faloise talked of covering her with gold 
Besides, everyone ought to back her for somethmgi They would 
go and canvass among those willing to bet. But as the three 
young men hastened off to carry out their design, Nana called 
to them, 

“Remember, Fll have nothing to do with her' Not on any 
account' George, ten louis on Lusignan and five on 'Valerio II.” 

They rushed away. She, greatly amused, watched them glide 
amongst the wheels, stoop beneath the horses’ heads, and beat 
all about the place. As soon as they recognised any one m a car- 
nage, they hurried to them and lauded the filly to the skies. And 
great bursts of laughter passed over the crowd as now and again 
they looked back and triumphantly held up their fingers to show 
the number of louis that had been bet; whilst the young woman, 
standing up in her carriage, waved her parasol However, they 
did not meet with much success A few men allowed themselves 
to be persuaded Steiner, for instance, who felt strangely moved 
at the sight of Nana, risked three louis; but the women all most 
emphatically refused. Thank you; they did not want a certain 
loss' Besides, they were not in a hurry to add to the success of a 
beast of a girl who put them all in the shade with her four white 
horses, her postillions, and her air of devouring every one. Gaga 
and Clansse stiffly asked La Faloise if he thought them a couple 
of fools. When George boldly presented himself at the Mignons’ 
carnage, Rose, highly incensed, turned away her head without 
answering. One must be a dirty baggage to allow one’s name to 
be given to a horse' Mignon, on the contrary, followed the 



NANA 307 

young man, looking greatly amused, and saying that women 
always brought luck. 

“Well?” asked Nana, when the young men returned after a 
long visit to the book-makers. 

“You’re at forty,” said La Faloise 

“How at forty?” cried she in amazement. “I was at fifty. 
What has happened?” 

Labordette just then returned. They were clearing the course, 
and the ringing of a bell announced the first race. And in the 
uproar that this occa.sioned, she questioned him respecting the 
sudden rise in price; but he answered evasively. No doubt there 
had been a few inquiries about the filly. She was obliged to be 
contented with that explanation. Besides, Labordette, who ap- 
peared to have something on his mind, told her that Van- 
deuvres intended coming if he could possibly get away for a 
time. 

The race ended almost unnoticed in the waiting for the big 
event, when a cloud burst over the course, For some little while 
the sun had disappeared, and a dull light darkened the crowd. 
The wind rose, and the ram came down first in big drops and 
then in torrents There was a momentary confusion, shouts and 
jokes and oaths were heard on all sides, whilst the people on foot 
scrambled under cover m the refreshment tents. In the carriages 
the women tried to shelter themselves, holding their parasols 
with both hands, and the bewildered footmen hastened to raise 
the hoods. But the shower ceased almost immediately; the sun 
reappeared with dazzling splendour, shining amidst the last 
fine drops of ram. A long strip of blue appeared in the place of 
the cloud as the wind carried it over the Bois. And the sky be- 
came quite bright, raising the laughter of the women, who no 
longer feared for their elegant costumes; whilst the flood of 
golden sunshine, in the midst of the snorting of the horses and 
the helter-skelter and agitation of the soaked crowd shaking oft 
the wet, lit up the ground all sparkling with drops of crystal. 

“Oh, my poor little Louis I” said Nana. “Are you very wet, 
my cherub?” 

The child, without a word, let her wipe his hands with her 
pocket-handkerchief. She then wiped Bijou, who was trembling 
more than ever It was nothing, only a few spots on the white 
satin of her dress, but she didn’t care. The bouquets, freshened 
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up, glittered like snow; and she, feeling so happy, smelt one of 
them, wetting her lips as though in dew. 

The shower, however, had had the effect of suddenly filling 
the stands, Nana looked at them through her field-glass At that 
distance one could only distinguish a compact and mixed mass, 
piled up on the different tiers, a dark background broken by the 
pale faces The sun filtered in through the corners, of the roof, 
curtailing the seated crowd with angles of light, and giving a 
washed-out appearance to the costumes of the women But Nana 
was most amused by the ladies whom the shower had driven 
from the rows of chairs placed on the gravel at the foot of the 
stands As admission to the enclosure was rigorously denied to 
all gay women, Nana made the most spiteful remarks about the 
respectable members of her sex, who she considered were 
shockingly badly dressed and looked highly ridiculous. 

A murmur ran through the crowd. The Empress was enter- 
ing the little stand in the centre, a pavilion in the form of a 
Swiss cottage, the large balcony of which was furnished with 
red arm-chairs. 

“Why, there he is!” said George. “I did not think he was on 
duty this week.” 

Count Muffat’s stiff, solemn figure had appeared behind the 
Empress, Then the young men began to ]oke, regretting Satin 
was not there to go and give him a knock in the stomach But 
Nana, looking through her field-glass, caught sight of the head 
of the Prince of Scotland in the imperial stand 
“Look! there’s CharlesI” she cried She thought he was fatter. 
In eighteen months he seemed to have become broader. And she 
gave some details. Oh I he was a devilish strong fellow. 

Round about her, the other women in their carriages were 
whispering that the count had given her up. It was quite a 
story. The Tuileries had become scandalized at the chamber- 
lain’s behaviour since he had been gomg_ about with her openly, 
so, to preserve his place, he had put an end to his connection 
with her. La Faloise impudently repeated the story to the young 
woman, again offering himself and calling her “his Juliet.” But 
she had a hearty laugh, and said- 
“It’s absurd. You don’t know him. I’ve only to whistle to him, 
and he’ll throw everything up for me.” 

For a few minutes she had been watching Countess Sabine 
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and Estelle. Daguenet was still with them. Fauchery, who had 
]ust arrived, distuibed evervone in order to gel to them, and he 
also remained there, smiling. Then she continued, disdainfully 
pointing to the stands, 

“Besides, you know, all those people no longer amaze me. I 
know them too well You should see them with the gloss offl 
No more respectl respect is done withl Filth below, filth up 
above, it's always filth and company. That’s why I won’t put up 
with any nonsense ” 

And she made an extended gesture which included all — from 
the grooms leading the horses on to the course to the sovereign 
herself, who w'as conversing with Charles, a prince, but a dirty 
fellow all the same 

“Bravo, Nanai she’s capital, Nanai” exclaimed La Faloise en- 
thusiastically. 

The sounds of the bell were lost m the wind. The races con- 
tinued. The race for the Ispahan Prize had just been won by 
Berlmgot, a horse belonging to the Mecham stable. Nana called 
to Labordette to ask him tor news of her fifty louis He laughed, 
and refused to tell her which horses he had backed, so as not to 
change the luck, he said. Fler money was well invested, as she 
would see by-aiid-by And as she told him of her two bets — ten 
louis on Lusignan and five on 'Valerio II — he shrugged his 
shoulders with an air of saying that women would make fools 
of themselves, in spite of everything. This surprised her a great 
deal; she could no longei understand anything. 

At this moment the animation increased around Luncheons 
were spread in the open air to help pass the time until the race 
for the Grand Prize was run. Everyone ate, and drank still 
more, anywhere — on the grass, on the high seats of the stage- 
coaches and the drags, in the victorias, the broughams, and the 
landaus There was a general spread of cold meats, an unpack- 
ing of hampers of champagne, which the footmen brought from 
under box seats, The corks flew out with feeble detonations, 
which were carried away by the wind; jokes were bandied about; 
the sound of breaking glasses introduced cracked notes into the 
nervous gaiety. Gaga and Clarisse were making quite a meal 
with Blanche, devouring sandwiches on a cloth which they had 
spread over their knees. Louise Violaine had alighted from her 
basket chaise and joined Caroline Hequet; and on the grass. 



310 NANA 

at their feet, some gentlemen had set up an imitation bar, where 
Tatan, Maria, Simone, and the others came to drink; whilst 
close by, up aloft, there was quite a band on a stage-coach with 
L& de Horn, all emptying bottles as fast as they could, and 
getting quite tipsy in the sunshine, shouting and gesticulating 
above the crowd, But soon everyone pressed round Nana’s lan- 
dau. She was standing up filling glasses of champagne for the 
men who came to shake hands with her. One of the footmen, 
Francois, handed up the bottle, whilst La Faloise, imitating the 
voice of a mountebank, called up, 

“Walk up, gentlemen. It’s all for nothing, There’s some for 
everyone ” 

“Do be quiet, my dear fellow,” Nana ended by saying. “We 
look like a lot of bufioons ” 

She thought him very funny, however, and was immensely 
amused. One moment she had the idea of sending George with 
a glass of champagne to Rose Mignon, who pretended she did 
not drink, Henri and Charles looked bored to death The young- 
sters would have liked some champagne; but George, being 
afraid of a row, drank the wine himself Then Nana recollected 
little Louis, whom she had forgotten behind her. Perhaps he 
was thirsty; and she got him to take a few drops of wine, which 
made him cough frightfully 

“Walk up, walk up, gentlemen,” repeated La Faloise. “It 
doesn’t cost two sous, it doesn’t cost one sou. We give it for 
nothing.” 

But Nana interrupted him, exclaiming, “Look’ there’s Bor- 
denave over there’ Call him, oh’ please run and fetch him’” 

It was indeed Bordenave, who was walking about with his 
hands behind his back, and a hat that looked rusty in the sun- 
shine, and a greasy frock-coat, all wbtened at the seams; a Bor- 
denave disfigured by bankruptcy, but still as furious as ever, 
displaying his misery amongst the world of fashion, with the 
cheek of a man ever ready to violate fortune. 

“The devil’ what style’” said he, when Nana, like the good- 
natured girl she was, held out her hand to him. Then, after 
tossing oS a glass of champagne, he uttered this remark full of 
deep regret, “Ah’ if I were only a woman’ But, damn it all! it 
doesn’t matter! Will you return to the stage? I’ve an idea. I’ll 
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take tlie Gaiety Theatre, and between us we will carry Paris by 
storm What do you say i* You at least owe me that ” 

And he remained standing, grumbling to himself, though 
happy at seeing her again, for, as he said, that confounded Nana 
was balm to his heart, merely by living before him. She was his 
daughter, his very blood. 

The circle increased Now, La Faloise was pouring out, whilst 
Philippe and George went in search of more friends Slowly 
but surely everyone was attracted to the spot Nana had a 
laugh and a witty rcmaik foi everyone. The different bands of 
drinkers drew nearer, all the champagne scattered about, came 
towards her, there was soon but one crowd, but one uproar, 
around her landau; and she reigned among the glasses held to- 
wards her, with her yellow hair flying m the breeze, and her 
snow white face bathed with sunshine Then, to crowq all, and 
to finally settle the other women, who were enraged at her tri- 
umph, she filled her glass and raised it on high, in her old pos- 
ture of Venus victorious. 

But some one was touching her on the back, and on turning 
round, she was surprised to see Mignon on the seat She dis- 
appeared for a moment and seated herself beside him, for he 
had something important to say to her. Mignon was m the habit 
of saying everywhere, that his wife was ridiculous to have a 
grudge against Nana, he considered it stupid and useless. 

“This is what’s the matter, my dear,’’ murmured he. “Be care- 
ful not to make Rose loo wild You understand, I prefer to put 
you on your guard Yes, she has a weapon, and as she has never 
forgiven you the ‘Little Duchess’ affair — ” 

“A weapon?” interrupted Nana, “what the deuce do I care?” 

“Listen, It’s a letter that she must have found in Fauchery’s 
pocket — a letter written to that wretch Fauchery by Countess 
Sabine. And on my word, it’s all there, in black and white So 
Rose intends to send the letter to the count, to be avenged on 
you and him.” 

“What the deuce do I care?” repeated Nana. “It’s awfully 
funny, though. Ah' so it’s true about Fauchery Well' so much 
the hettei, she annoyed me immensely What a joke it’ll be.” 

“But no, I don’t want it to be done,” hastily resumed Mig- 
non. “It would make such a scandal! Besides, it would be of no 
use to us — ” 
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He stopped, afraid of saying too much She exclaimed that she 
was certainly not going to pull a respectable woman out of the 
mire, but as he persisted she looked him full in the face. No 
doubt he was afraid of seeing Fauchery back in his family cir- 
cle, if the countess were exposed That was just what Rose 
wished, at the same time desiring vengeance, tor she still en- 
tertained a tender teelmg for the journalist. And Nana became 
thoughtful She was thinking of M. Venot’s visit, and was form- 
ing a plan whilst Mignon was trying to convince her. 

“Well, suppose Rose sends the letter, there’ll be a great scan- 
dal, won’t there.? You will be mixed up m it, everyone will say 
it’s your fault. Then the count will at once separate from his 
wife — ” 

“Why so?” asked she. “On the contrary — ” 

But in her turn she interrupted herself. There was no need 
for her to think out loud. At last, she pretended to enter into 
Mignon’s views, so as to get rid of him; and, as he advised her 
to give m a bit to Rose — to pay her a little visit, for instance, 
there, before everyone— she replied that she would see, that she 
would think about it. 

A sudden uproar caused her to stand up again. On the course 
some horses passed like a Bash of lightning. It was the race for 
the City of Pans Prize, which fell to Cornemuse, Now the race 
for the Grand Prize was about to be run. The fever increased, 
anxiety seized on the crowd, which stamped and swayed in an 
endeavour to make the time pass more quickly; and at that last 
moment a surprise bewildered the betting-men — ^the continual 
rise m the price of Nana, the outsider of the Vandeuvres stable. 
Gentlemen returned every minute with a fresh quotation — ^Nana 
was at thirty, Nana was at twenty-five, then at twenty, then at 
fifteen No one understood what it meant. A filly beaten on 
every race-course, a filly which, that very morning, could not 
find a backer at fifty' What could be the meaning of that sud- 
den craze? Some laughed, and talked of the clean sweep made 
of all those idiots who were allowing themselves to be taken m; 
others, serious and anxious, were sure there was something up. 
All sorts of stones were recalled, of the robberies countenanced 
on the race-course; but this time the great name of Vandeuvres 
silenced all accusations, and the sceptics found most believers 
when they prophesied that Nana would come in a good last. 
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“Who ndes Nana?” asked La Faloise. 

Just then the real Nana reappeared Then the gentlemen, 
bursting into exaggerated laughter, gave an indecent meaning 
to the question Nana bowed. 

“It’s Price,” she replied 

And the discussion recommenced Price was an English celeb- 
rity unknown in France. Why had Vandeuvres engaged this 
jockey, when Gresham generally rode Nana? Besides, everyone 
ivas surprised to see him trust Lusignan to that Gresham, who, 
as La Faloise said, never came in first. But all these remarks 
were lost in the jokes, and the contradictions, and the extraordi- 
nary hubbub of various opinions To pass the time every one 
returned to the bottles ot champagne Then a whisper passed 
round, the groups made way, and Vandeuvres appealed Nana 
pretended to be cross. 

“Well! you’re nice, not to come till this time I I, who’ve been 
longing to see the enclosure.” 

“Come then,” said he, “there is still time You can have a 
look round. I just happen to have a lady’s ticket ” 

And he led her of! on his arm, she delighted at seeing the 
jealous looks with which Lucy, Caroline, and the other women 
watched her. The two Hugons and La Faloise, remaining in the 
landau, continued to do the honours o£ her champagne. She 
called to them that she would be back directly. 

But Vandeuvres, having caught sight of Labordette, beckoned 
to him, and a few brief words passed between them. 

“Have you picked up everything?” 

“Yes.” 

“For how much?” 

“Fifteen hundred louis, a little everywhere.” 

As Nana, full of curiosity, was listening, they said no more 
Vandeuvres was very nervous, and his clear eyes seemed lighted 
up with little flames of fire, the same as on the night when he 
frightened her by talking of burning himself m his stable with 
his horses. As they crossed the course, she lowered her voice, 
and said, 

“I say, just tell me this. Why has the price of your filly gone 
up? It’s creating quite a sensation I” 

He started, and exclaimed, “Ah I so everyone’s talking of it. 
What a set they are, those bettmg-menl When I’ve a favourite 
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they all jump at it, and there’s nothmg left for me. Then, when 
an outsider’s inquired after, they clamour and cry out as though 
they were being fleeced.” 

“Well, you know, you must put me on my guard, for I’ve 
been betting,” she resumed “Has she a chance?” 

A sudden rage overpowered hirn, without any apparent rea- 
son “Eh I have the goodness not to badgei me any more Every 
horse has a chance The price has gone up, of course, because 
some people have been backing her I Who, I don’t know. I’d 
rather leave you if you’re going to continue your idiotic ques- 
tions.” 

This way of speaking was neither m accordance with his 
usual temper or habits. She felt more surprised than hurt. He, 
too, felt ashamed of himself, and, as she stiffly requested him to 
be more polite, he apologised For some little time past he had 
been subject to these sudden fits of temper. No one belonging 
to the gallant world of Pans ignored that on that day he was 
playing his last cards. If his horses did not win, if they lost him 
the considerable sums for which he had backed them, it would 
be not only a disaster, but a regular collapse, the scaffolding of 
his credit, the grand appearances which his undermined exist- 
ence, destroyed by disorders and debts, preserved, would tum- 
ble and noise his luin abroad. And Nana, as everyone also 
knew, was the man-destroyer who had finished him, who had 
been the last to attack that alieady damaged fortune, and had 
cleared off all that remained. The maddest caprices imagi- 
nable were related — gold thrown to the winds, an excursion to 
Baden, where she had not even left him the money to pay 
the hotel bill, a handful of diamonds flung into the fire one 
night of intoxication, to see if they would burn like coal Little 
by little, with her big limbs and her noisy vulgar laughter, she 
had taken complete possession of that heir, so impoverished and 
so cunning, of an ancient race At that hour he was risking his 
all, overpowered by a taste for what was vile and idiotic, that he 
had even lost the strength of his scepticism. Eight days before 
she had made him promise her a chateau on the Normandy 
coast, between Havre and Trouville, and he made it a point of 
honour to keep his word. Only, she preyed bn his nervesj he 
thought her so stupid that he could have beaten her. 

The gatekeeper had permitted them to enter the enclosure, 
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not daring to stop the woman on the count’s arm. Nana, full of 
pride on at length placing her foot on that forbidden spot, 
studied her poses, and walked slowly along in front of the ladies 
seated at the toot ol the stands On ten rows of chairs there was 
a deep mass of elegant costumes, blending their gay colouis in 
the open air Chairs were turned round, friends had foimed into 
groups just as they chanced to meet, the same as m some public 
garden, with children playing around; and, higher up, the tiers 
of the stands were filled to overflowing, whilst the delicate 
framework cast its shadows over the light-coloured garments. 
Nana stated at the ladies She made a point of looking fixedly 
at Countess Sabine Then as she passed in front of the imperial 
pavilion, the sight of Muffat, standing up near the Empress, in 
all his official dignity, amused her immensely. 

“Oh' how stupid he looks'” said she out loud to Vandeuvres, 

She wished to sec everything. This bit of a park, with its 
lawns and its groups of trees, did not strike her as very interest- 
ing. A refreshment contractor had set up a large bar near the 
railings Beneath an immense circular thatched roof, a crowd of 
men were shouting and gesticulating This was the betting ring. 
Close by weie some empty horse-boxes, and to her disappoint- 
ment she merely beheld the horse of a gendarme. Then 'there 
was the paddock, a little more than a hundred yaids round, 
where a stable lad was walking Valerio II, well covered up 
.\nd that was all' with the exception of a number of men on 
the gravel paths, wearing their orange-coloured tickets in their 
buttonholes, and a continual promenade of people in the open 
galleries of the stands, which interested her for a moment; but, 
really' it wasn’t worth while being upset, because one was kept 
out of there. 

Daguenet and Fauchery, who were passing, bowed to her. She 
beckoned to them, so they were obliged to draw near; and she 
launched out into abuse of the enclosure. Then interrupting 
herself, she exclaimed, 

“Hallo' there’s the Marquis de Chouard; how old he’s look- 
ing' file’s doing for himself, the old rogue' Is he still as unruly 
as ever''” 

Then Daguenet related the old fellow’s last prank — a story 
of the day before, which had not then got about. After hovering 



ii6 NANA 

around for months, he had just given Gaga, it was said, thirty 
thousand francs for her daughter Amelie 

“Well! It’s abominablel” exclaimed Nana indignantly “It’s a 
fine thing to have daughters! But, now I think of it! it must 
have been Lili that I saw over there in a brougham with a lady. 
I thought I knew the face The old fellow must have brought 
her out.” 

Vandeuvres was not listening, but stood by impatiently and 
anxious to get rid of her However, Fauchery having said that if 
she had not seen the bookmakers she had not seen anything, the 
count was obliged to take her to these, despite his visible reluc- 
tance This time she was satisfied; it was really very curious 

In an open space composed of a series of grass plots bordered 
by young chestnut trees, and shaded by tender green leaves, a 
compact line of bookmakers, forming a vast circle, as though at 
a fair, awaited those desirous of betting. In order to overlook 
the crowd, they were standing on wooden benches. They had 
posted up their betting lists against the trees, whilst, with an 
eye ever on the watch, they at the least sign made notes of bets 
so rapidly that some of the spectators gazed at them with open 
mouths and without comprehending All was contusion, odds 
were shouted out, and exclamations greeted the unexpected 
changes m the prices; and now and again, increasing the hub- 
bub, scouts running at full speed would arrive and call out at 
the top of their voices the news of a start or a finish, which 
would raise a long murmur midst all that fever for gambling 
beneath the shining sun. 

“How funny they are,” murmured Nana, highly amused. 
“Their faces all look as though they were turned inside out 
You see that big one there? Well, I shouldn’t care to meet him 
by myself in the middle of a wood.” 

~^-But Vandeuvres pointed out to her a bookmaker, an assistant 
in a draper’s shop, who had made three millions in two years, 
Slim, delicate-Iooking, and fair, he was treated by everyone 
with the greatest respect He was spoken to smilingly, and peo- 
ple stood by to look at him. 

They were at last about to leave, when Vandeuvres nodded 
to another bookmaker, who thereupon ventured to call to him. 
He was one of his old coachmen — an enormous fellow with 
shoulders like an ox, and a very red face. Now that he was 
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tempting fortune on the race-course, with a capital of doubtful 
origin, the count gave him a helping hand, commissioning him 
with his secret betting, and always treating him as a servant 
from whom one has nothing to hide In spite of this protection, 
the fellow had lost some very heavy sums one after another, and 
he also was playing his last card on that day, his eyes all blood- 
shot, and himself on the verge of a fit of apoplexy. 

“Well, Mar&hal,” asked Vandeuvres, in a low voice, “how 
much have you against^” 

“Five thousand louis, sir,” replied the bookmaker, also speak- 
ing low “That’s good, isn’t it? I must admit that I’ve lowered 
the price I’ve laid the odds at three to one ” 

Vandeuvres looked greatly annoyed “No, no; I won’t have it. 
Put It back at two to one at once I w'lll never tell you anything 
again, Marechal ” 

“Oh, but what can that matter to you now, sir?” resumed 
the other, with the humble smile of a confederate. “I had to at- 
tract the people so as to place your two thousand louis ” 

Then Vandeuvres made him give over; but, as he went away, 
Marechal, recollecting something, regretted that he had not 
questioned him respecting his filly’s rise in price He was m a 
pretty mess if the filly had a chance, for he had taken two hun- 
dred louis about her, laying fifty to one against 

Nana could not make anything out of the words whispered 
by the count, but she did not dare question him again He 
seemed more nervous than ever, and abruptly placed her under 
the care of Labordette, whom they found waiting at the en- 
trance to the weighing place 

“You must take her back,” «aid he, “I have something to at- 
tend to Good-bye.” 

And he went inside. It was a narrow apartment, with a low 
ceiling, and almost filled with a big weighing machine It was 
like the room where luggage is weighed at a small suburban 
station Nana was again greatly disappointed She had figured 
to herself a very vast affair — a monumental apparatus for weigh- 
ing the horses. What I they only weighed the jockeys I Then 
there was no need to make such a fuss about it. Seated in the 
scales, a jockey, looking an awful fool, with his saddle and 
harness on his knees, was waiting till a stout man in an over- 
coat had taken his weight, whilst a stable lad, at the door, held 
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the horse, Cosmus, around which the ciowd gathered, silent and 
wrapped m thought. 

They were dealing the course Labordctte hurried Nana, but 
he returned a tew steps to show her a little tellow talking to 
Vandeuvrcs apart from the olheis 

“Look, theie’s Price,” said he 

“Ah I yes, he rides me,” she murmured with a laugh. 

She thought him very ugly To hei all the |ockeys looked like 
fools, no doubt, said she, because they were not allowed to grow 
That one, a man of forty, had the appearance of an old, dried- 
up child, with a long, thin face, looking hard and death-like 
and full of wrinkles His body was so knotty, so reduced, that 
the blue jacket with white sleeves seemed to covei a piece of 
wood. 

“No,” she resumed as they moved away, “you know he isn’t 
my fancy.” 

A mob still crowded the course, the wet trodden grass of 
which looked almost black. The crowd pressed in fiont of the 
boards, placed very high up on iron posts, which exhibited the 
numbers of the starters, and with raised heads, greeted uproar- 
iously each number that an electric wiie, communicating with 
the weighing place, made appear Some gentlemen were ticking 
their racing cards; Pichenette having been scratched by his 
owner, caused a slight commotion Nana, however, simply 
passed by on Labordette’s arm The bell was ringing persistently 
for the course to be cleared. 

“Ahl my friends,” said she as she re-entered her landau, “it’s 
all humbug, their enclosure.” 

Everyone about her applauded her return “Bravo, Nanai 
Nana is restored to usi” How stupid they werel Did they think 
her one to give them the slip?' She returned at the right time 
Attention I it was going to begin And the champagne was for- 
gotten, everyone left off drinking. But Nana was surprised to 
find Gaga in her carnage, with Bijou and little Louis on her 
knees. Gaga had come there for the sake of being near La Fa- 
loise, though she pretended that she had done so because she so 
longed to kiss the baby. She adored children. 

“Ahl by the way, and Lili?” asked Nana. “It’s she, is it not, 
m that old fellow’s brougham’' over there.? I’ve just been told 
something that isn’t very creditable ” 
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Gaga assumed a most grieved expression of countenance 
“My dear, it has made me quite ill,” said she woefully “I 
cried so much yesterday, I was obliged to keep my bed all day, 
and even this morning I was afraid I should not be able to 
come. Well, you know what my notion was. I did not wish 
her to do as she has done, I had her brought up in a convent, 
and intended getting her well married And she always had 
the best advice, and was constantly looked after. Well, my 
dear I she would have her own way. Oh I we had such a scene — 
bitter tears, unpleasant ivords, until it ended by my slapping 
her face She felt so dull, she would try the change Then 
when she took it into her head to say, ‘It’s not you, anyhow, 
who have the right to prevent me,’ I said to her, ‘You’re a 
wretch, you dishonour us, be oft I’ And so off she went, but I 
consented to make the best arrangement I could for her. How- 
ever, there’s, my last hope gone, and I had been planning, ahl 
such grand things > ’ 

The sounds of a quarrel caused them to stand up. It was 
George who was defending Vandeuvres against several vague 
rumours that were passing from group to group 
“How absurd to say that he no longer believes in his horse!” 
exclaimed the young man. “Only yesterday, at the club, he 
backed Lusignan to the extent of a thousand louis ” > 

“Yes, I was there,” added Philippe “And he didn’t back 
Nana for a single louis If Nana’s got to ten to one, it’s not 
owing to him. It’s ridiculous to give people credit for so much 
calculation. Besides, what interest could he have in behaving 
so?” 

Labordctte listened in a quiet sort of way, and shrugging his 
shoulders, observed, 

“Let them say what they like, they must talk of something. 
The count has just laid another five hundred louis at least on 
Lusignan, and if he’s backed Nana for a hundred it’s merely 
because an owner must show some faith in his horses ” 

“What the devil can it matter to us?” yelled La Faloise, wav- 
ing his arms. “Spirit will win. France is nowhere! Bravo, 
England!” 

A tremor passed slowly through the crowd, whilst a fresh 
peal of the bell announced the arrival of the horses at the start- 
ing-place. Then Nana, to obtain a better view, stood up on one 
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of the seats of her landau, treading on the bouquets of foiget- 
me-nots and roses. With a glance round, she took in the vast 
horizon. At this last moment, when the excitement was at fever 
heat, she beheld first of all the empty course, enclosed by its 
grey barriers, along which policemen were stationed at intervals, 
and the broad band of muddy grass befoie her became greener 
and greener in the distance, until it merged into a soft velvety 
carper Then, as she lowered her eyes and gazed around in 
her immediate vicinity, she saw an ever-moving crowd stand- 
ing on tip-toe or clambering on to the vehicles, excited and ani- 
mated by the same passion, with the horses neighing, the re- 
freshment tents shaking in the wind, and riders urging on 
their steeds in the midst of the foot passengers hastening to 
the barriers; whilst, when she looked at the stands on the other 
side of the course, the people seemed smaller, the mass of heads 
appeared merely a medley of colours filling the paths, the 
benches, and the terraces, beneath the dull sky. 

And she could see the plain beyond. Behind the ivy-covered 
windmill, to the right, there was a background of meadows, in- 
teisected with plantations; m front, as far as the Seme, which 
flowed at the foot of the hill, park-like avenues, along which 
interminable rows of immovable vehicles were waiting, crossed 
each other; then on the left, towards Boulogne, the country 
spreading out again, opened into a view of the bluey heights 
of Meudon, intercepted only by a row of pawlonias, the rosy 
tufts of which, without a single leaf, formed a sheet of vivid 
crimson. People still continued to arrive, numbers were has- 
tening from over there looking like so many ants as they 
wended their way along a narrow path which ciossed the field; 
whilst far off, m the direction of Pans, the spectators who did 
not pay, a host who camped out in the wood, formed a long 
black moving line under the trees on the outskirts of the Bois. 

But suddenly a feeling of gaiety excited the hundred thou- 
sand souls who covered that bit of a field with a commotion of 
insects disporting themselves beneath the vast sky. The sun, 
which had been hidden for the last quarter of an hour, re- 
appeared and shone m a flood of light, and everything sparkled 
once more. The women’s parasols looked like innumerable 
shields of gold above the crowd. Everyone applauded the sun, 
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gay laughter saluted it, and arms were thrust out to draw aside 
the clouds. 

At this moment a police officer appeared walking alone along 
the centre of the now deserted course. Higher up, towards the 
left, a man could be seen holding a red flag in his hand 

“That’s the starter, the Baron de Mauriac,’’ replied Labordette 
to a question of Nana’s 

Among the men surrounding the young woman, and who 
pressed even on to the steps of her landau, there arose a hubbub 
of exclamations, of sentences left unfinished, in the flush of first 
impressions Philippe and George, Bordenave, La Faloise could 
not keep quiet, 

“Don’t push I” — “Let me seel’’ — “Ah’ the )udge is entering 
his box ’’ — “Did you say it was M. de Souvigny.?” — “I say, he 
must have good eyes to decide a close contest from such a 
placel’’ — “Do be quiet, they’re hoisting the flag.” — “Here they 
come — look outi” — “The first one is Cosinus.” 

A red and yellow flag waved in the air from the top of the 
starting-post. The horses arrived one by one, led by stable lads, 
the jockeys in the saddle, their arms hanging dov/n, and look- 
ing mere bright specks in the sunshine. Aftci Cosinus, Hasard 
and Bourn appeared. Then a murmur greeted Spirit, a tall, 
handsome bay, whose harsh colours, lemon and black, had a 
Britannic sadness. Valerio II met with a grand reception. He 
was a lively little animal, and the colours were pale green, edged 
with pink. Vandeuvres’s two horses were a long time making 
their appearance. At length, the blue and white colours were 
seen following Frangipane; but Lusignan, a very dark bay of 
irreproachable form, was almost forgotten in the surprise 
created by Nana’s appearance. No one had ever before seen her 
thus. The sunshine gave to the chestnut filly the golden hue 
of a fair-haired girl. She glittered in the light like a new loms, 
with her deep chest, her graceful head and neck and shoulders, 
and her long, nervous, delicate back. 

“Whyl she has hair the colour of mine!” exclaimed Nana, 
delighted. “I feel quite proud of herl” 

They all climbed on to the landau. Bordenave almost trod 
on little Louis, whom his mother had forgotten. He caught hold 
of him, grumbling in a paternal manner, and, lifting him on 
his shoulders, he murmured, 
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“Poor young ’un, he must see too Wait a minute and I’ll 
show you your mamma There I over there — look at the gee- 
gee” 

And as Bijou was scratching his legs he lilted him up also, 
whilst Nana, delighted with the animal that bore her name, 
glanced at the other women to see how they took it They were 
all madly jealous At this moment old Tricon, on her cab, 
immovable until then, waved her hands, and shouted some in- 
structions to a bookmaker over the crowd Her instinct 
prompted her She backed Nana. 

La Faloise was making an unbearable row, however. He was 
quite smitten with Frangipane “I’ve an inspiration,” he cried 
“Just look at Frangipane See what go there is in hunl I take 
Frangipane at eight to one. Who’ll bet?” 

“Do be quiet,” Labordette ended by saying. “You’ll only 
regret it all by-and-by ” 

“Frangipanc’s a jade,” declared Philippe “He is already 
wet with perspiration Look' they’re going to canter ” 

The horses had turned to the right, and they started on their 
preliminary canter, passing m front of the grand stand in a 
disordered crowd. Then the excited remarks broke out again, 
every one spoke at the same tune. 

“Lusignan is m good condition, but he is too long m the 
back,” 

— “You know, not a farthing on Valerio II. He is nervous; he 
holds his head too high — it’s a bad sign ’’—“Hallo' it’s Burne 
who is riding Spirit ” — “I tell you he has no shoulder. A good 
shoulder means everything.” “No, Spirit is decidedly too 
quiet.” — ^“Listen, I saw Nana after the race for the Giande 
Poule des Produits. She was soaking her coat as though dead, 
and breathing fit to burst. Twenty louis she isn’t placed'” — 
“Enough' enough' what a confounded nuisance he is with his 
Frangipane; It’s too late; they’re going to start.” 

La Faloise, almost crying, was struggling to get to a book- 
maker, The others had to reason with him. All the necks 
were stretched out. But the first start was not a good one, the 
starter, who in the distance looked like a thin black stick, had 
not lowered his red flag. The horses returned to the post after 
a short gallop. There were two other false starts. At length 
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the starter, getting the horses all well together, sent them ofi 
with a skill that won admiration on all sides 

“Magnificent starti” — “No, it is chancel” — “Never mind, 
they’re offi” 

The noise died away m the anxiety which filled every breast. 
Now, the betting ceased, the game was being played on the 
immense course. Complete silence reigned at last, as though 
all breathing was suspended. Faces were raised, white and 
trembling At the start Hasard and Cosinus had made the 
running, leading all the others. Valerio II followed close be- 
hind them, the rest came on m a confused mass When they 
passed in front of the stands, shaking the eaith, and with the 
sudden gust of wind caused by their immense speed, the group 
had stretched out to fully forty lengths. Frangipane was last. 
Nana was a little behind Lusignan and Spirit. 

“The deuce I” murmured Labordette, “the English one is pick- 
ing his way well through them!” 

Everyone in the landau had something to say — some exclama- 
tion to utter. All stood upon tiptoe, and watched intently the 
bright colours of the jockeys borne along in the sunshine. . As 
they ascended the incline, Valerio II took the lead Cosinus 
and Hasard were losing ground, whilst Lusignan and Spirit, 
neck and neck, were still followed closely by Nana 

“Damn it I the English horse has won, that’s quite plain,” 
said Bordenave. “Lusignan is tiring, and Valerio II can’t stay.” 

“Weill It IS disgusting if the English horse wins!” exclaimed 
Philippe, in a burst of patriotic grief. 

A feeling of anguish gradually overwhelmed that mob of 
people. Another defeat I And a wish of extraordinary ardour, 
amounting almost to a prayer, for Lusignan’s success was in- 
wardly expressed by all, whilst they abused Spirit and his fu- 
nereal-looking jockey. The crowd, scattered over the grass, 
broke up into bands who were running with gll their might. 
Horsemen galloped swiftly over the ground. And Nana, turn- 
ing slowly round, beheld at her feet that surging mob of men 
and animals — that sea of heads looking as though dashed about 
and carried along the course by the vortex of the race, streak- 
ing the bright horizon of the jockeys. She watched the fast- 
stepping legs, which, as the distance increased, assumed the 
slenderness of hairs. Now, at the farthest limit of the circle, 
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she saw them sideways, looking so small and slight against the 
green background ot the Bois. Then suddenly they disappeared 
behind a large cluster of trees close to the course 

“Dont despaiil” cried George, still full of hope. “It’s not 
over yet. The English horse is caught.” 

But La Faloise, again overcome by his disdain tor the na- 
tional cause, became quite scandalous m his applause of Spirit. 
Bravo' it served them right' France was in need of the lesson' 
Spirit first, and Frangipane second' it would aggravate his 
fatherland 1 Labordette, whom he thoroughly exasperated, seri- 
ously threatened to throw him out ot the carriage. 

“We’ll see how long they take,” quietly observed Bordenave, 
who, with little Louis on his shoulder, had pulled out his watch. 

One by one the horses reappeared trom behind the clump of 
trees. Then the ciowd uttered a long murmur of amazement. 
Valerio 11 still had the lead, but Spirit was gaining on him, and 
Lusignan, who was next, had given way, whilst another horse 
was taking his place. The spectators could not understand it 
at first; they mixed up the colours. Exclamations arose on all 
sides 

“But it IS Nana'” — “Nana.'' absurd' I tell you Lusignan still 
keeps his place.” — “Yes, it is, though, it is Nana' It is easy to 
recognize her by her golden colour.” — “There' look at her now' 
She seems all on fire.” — “Bravo, Nana' there’s an artful minx 
for you!” — “Bah' it’s nothing. She’s only making the running 
for Lusignan.” 

For some seconds that was the general opinion. But the filly 
slowly continued to gain ground in a continued effort. Then 
an immense emotion seized upon all. The horses in the rear 
no longer excited the smallest interest. A last struggle began 
between Spirit, Nana, Lusignan, and Valerio II. Their names 
were on the lips of everyone, their progress or their falling off 
was proclaimed in short disconnected sentences. And Nana, 
who had climbed on to the coachman’s seat, as though lifted up 
by some invisible power, was all pale and trembling, and so 
deeply moved that she could not say a word. Labordette, close 
beside her, was once more smiling. 

“Well, the English horse is in difficulties,” said Philippe, joy- 
fully. “He is not going so well.” 

“Anyhow, Lusignan is done for,” cried La Faloise. “Valerio 
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II leads the way Look' there they are, the whole four of them, 
close together.” 

The .same words came from every throat “What a rate 
they’re going at' Oh' what a frightful rate'” 

Nana now beheld the group coming towards her like a flash 
of lightning You could feel their approach, and almost their 
breathing, a distant roar which grew louder and louder every 
second The whole crowd impetuously rushed to the barriers, 
and, preceding the horses, a heavy clamour escaped from every 
chest, coming nearer and nearer, with a sound like the ocean 
breaking on the shore. It was the final outburst of brutal pas- 
sion aroused by a colossal venture, a hundred thousand specta- 
tors with one fixed idea, burning with the same hankering for 
luck, following with their eyes those animals whose gallop car- 
ried off millions. They shoved and trampled on one another, 
with clinched fists and open mouths, each one for himself, and 
urging on his favourite with his voice and gestures And the 
cry of this vast multitude, which was like the roar of some 
savage beast, became more and more distinct 
“Here they come' — here they come' — here they come'” 

But Nana continued to gam ground, now Valerio II was dis- 
tanced, and she led with Spirit by two or three necks. The rum- 
bling noise resembling thunder increased As they came on, a 
tempest of oaths greeted them from the landau 
“Gee up, Lusignan' you big coward, you sorry beast'” — “Look 
at the English one' isn’t he grand'’ Go it, old fellow, go it'” — 
“And that Valerio, it’s disgusting'” — “Ah' the carrion' my ten 
louis are nowhere now'” — “There’s only Nana in it' Bravo, 
Nana' bravo, little slut'” 

And Nana, on the coachman’s box, was swinging her hips and 
thighs, without knowing she did so, as though she herself was 
running. She kept protruding her body, under the notion that it 
helped the filly along, and each time she did so she sighed 
wearily, and said, in a low, painful tone of voice, 

“Go It— go It — go It.” 

A grand sight was then beheld. Price, erect m the stirrups, his 
whip raised, flogged Nana with an iron arm That old, dned-up 
child, that long figure, usually looking so hard and dead, seemed 
shooting sparks of fire; and, in a burst of furious audacity, of 
triumphant will, he instilled some of his own spirit into the 
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filly. He kept her up, he carried her along, covered with foam, 
and with eyes all bloody The cluster ol horses passed like a 
flash of lightning, sweeping the air, taking away the breath of 
all who saw them, whilst the judge, on the lookout, calmly 
awaited. Then there arose an immense cheer. With a final effort 
Price had lifted Nana to the post, beating Spirit by a head. 

The clamoui that burst forth was like the roar of the rising 
tide. “Nanai Nanai Nanai” The cry rolled and grew with the 
violence of a tempest, gradually filling the air, from the inner- 
most recesses of the Bois to Mont Valenen, from the meadows 
of Longchamps to the plain of Boulogne Around Nana’s landau 
a mad enthusiasm was displayed “Long live Nanai Long live 
Francel Down with England!” The women waved their paia- 
sols. Some men sprung into the air, and tuined round vociferat- 
ing; others, laughing nervously, flung up their hats. And on the 
other side of the course the crowd in the enclosure responded 
An agitation passed through the stands, without one being able 
to discern anything distinctly, beyond a commotion of the air 
(like the invisible flame of a brazier) above that living heap of 
little chaotic figures, twisting their arms about, with black 
specks indicating their eyes and open mouths The cry continued 
unceasingly, growing in intensity, caught up in the distance by 
the people camping beneath the trees, to spread again and in- 
creased itself with the emotion of the imperial stand, where the 
Empress joined in the applause. “Nanai Nana' Nana!” The 
shout rose beneath the glorious sun, which stimulated the delir- 
ium of the crowd with a shower of gold. 

Then Nana, standing on the box-seat of her landau, stretched 
to her full height, thought it was she that they were applaud- 
ing. For an instant she stood immovable in the astonishment of 
her triumph, watching the course invaded by a host so compact, 
by such a sea of black hats, that the grass could no longer be 
seen. Then, when all that mob had taken up its position, leaving 
a narrow passage to the entrance, of the course, acclaiming Nana 
again as she retired with Price, broken in appearance, lifeless, 
and as though empty, the young woman violently slapped her 
thighs, forgetting everything as she gave vent to her triumph in 
the coarsest language. 

“Ah I damn it all! it’s me, though. Ah! damn it all! what 
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And not knowing how to show the joy that was overwhelm- 
ing her, ^he seized hold o£ and kissed little Louis, whom she 
had just caught sight of on Bordenave’s shoulder. 

“Three minutes and fourteen seconds,” said the latter, putting 
his watch back into his pocket. 

Nana still listened to her name with which the whole plain 
resounded. It was her people who applauded her, whilst, in a 
straight line with the sun, she throned over them, with her hair 
shining like a star, and her blue and white dress of the colour 
of the heavens Labordette, before hastening away, told her that 
she had won two thousand louis, for he had placed her fifty 
louis on Nana at forty to one But the money affected her less 
than that unexpected victory, the splendour of which made her 
queen of Pans. The other women had all lost. Rose Mignon, in 
a fit of passion, had broken her parasol; and Caroline Hequet, 
and Clansse, and Simone, and even Lucy Stewart, in spite of 
her son’s presence, all swore in an undertone, exasperated by 
that big girl’s luck; whilst old Tricon, who had crossed herself 
both at the start and the finish of the race, towered above them 
to the full height of her tall body, delighted at her discernment, 
and like an experienced matron canonizing Nana 

Around the landau, howevei, the rush of men increased. The 
band had uttered the most ferocious yells George, almost 
choked, continued to shout by himself in a broken voice. As the 
champagne ran short, Philippe, taking the two grooms with 
him, hastened off to the refreshment tents. And Nana’s court 
grew larger and larger, her triumph determined the laggards 
The movement which had made her landau the central object 
ended in an apotheosis — Queen Venus surrounded by her de- 
lirious subjects. Behind her, Bordenave was muttering oaths 
with the tender feelings of a father. Steiner himself, recon- 
quered, had left Simone, and was hanging on to one of the car- 
nage steps. When the champagne arrived, when she raised her 
glass full of wine, the applause was so deafening — the cries of 
“Nana! Nana! Nanal”^were so loud — that the amazed multitude 
looked around, expecting to see the filly; and one no longer 
knew whethdr it was the ammal or the woman who most filled 
the men’s hearts. 

Mignon hastened to her, in spite of Rose’s black looks. The 
confounded girl put him quite beside himself; he must embrace 
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her. Then after he had kissed her on both cheeks, he said pa- 
ternally, 

“What bothers me is that Rose will now, for certain, send the 
letter She’s m such a lage ” 

“So much the better! That’s just what I want!” said Nana, for- 
getting herself. But seeing him lost in astonishment at her 
words, she hastened to add, “No, no, whatever am I saying? 
Really, I no longer know what I .say! I’m tipsy ’’ 

And indeed, she was intoxicated with joy and with the sun- 
shine, as with her glass raised on high, she applauded herself. 

“To Nana! to Nana!” cried she in the midst of a still greatei 
increase ot uproar, laughter and cheers, which little by little, 
gained the entire race-course. 

The races were drawing to a close, they were now running 
for the Vaublanc Prize Vehicles were departing one by one. 
Vandeuvres’s name was frequently uttered in the midst of 
squabbles. Now, it was clear For two years past, Vandeuvres 
had been preparing for this exploit by always mstiucting 
Gresham to pull Nana; and he had only produced Lusignan to 
make the running for the filly. The losers lost their tempers, 
whilst the winners shrugged their shoulders What next? it was 
all right. An owner could manage his stable as he chose. There 
had been much queerer things done than that! The greater 
number of people considered Vandeuvres very smart, to have 
secured through his friends all he could possibly get on Nana, 
which had explained the sudden rise in her price, they talked of 
two thousand louis, at an average of thirty to one, which meant 
a gain of twelve hundred thousand francs, a sum so large that it 
commanded respect, and excused everything. 

But other rumours, very grave ones, which were whispered 
about, came from the enclosure. The men who returned from 
there brought details. Voices were raised as they related the par- 
ticulars of a frightful scandal — ^that poor Vandeuvres was done 
for. He had spoilt his superb hit by a piece of arrant stupidity, 
an idiotic robbery, in commissioning Mar&hal, a bookmaker, 
whose affairs were in a very queer state, to place on his account 
two thousand louis against Lusignan, just for the sake of getting 
hack his thousand and odd louis, which he had openly bet on 
the horse, a mere nothing; and that was the- fatal crack in the 
midst of his already tottering fortunes. The bookmaker, warned 
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that the favorite would not win, had made about sixty thousand 
francs by the horse, only, Labordette, not having received exact 
and detailed instructions, had gone and placed with him two 
hundred louis on Nana, which he, in his ignorance of what was 
going to be done, continued to lay at fifty to one against. Done 
out of one hundred thousand francs by the filly, with a- clear loss 
of forty thousand, Marechal, who felt everything giving way be- 
neath him, had suddenly understood all on seeing Labordette 
and the count conversing together after the race in front of the 
weighing place; and with the fury of an old coachman, and the 
rough manner of a man who had been robbed, he had just 
created a frightful disturbance before every one, telling the story 
in most atrocious language, and gathering a mob around him. It 
was added that the stewards were about to inquire into the 
matter 

Nana, whom Philippe and George were quietly informing of 
what had happened, kept making reflections, without, however, 
ceasing to laugh and to drink It was, after all, very likely,- she 
recollected certain things, and then, that Marechal was a horrid 
fellow Yet she still doubted, when Labordette appeared. He was 
very pale. 

“Well?” queried she, in a low voice 

“It’s all up with him I” he replied, simply. 

And he shrugged his shoulders He had acted hke a child, 
this Vandeuvres^ She made a gesture of being bored. 

That night, at Mabille, Nana met with a colossal success. 
When she arrived, towards ten o’clock, the uproar was already 
formidable. This classic night of folly gathered together all the 
gallant youth of the capital, an aristocratic company indulging 
in horse-play and a stupidity worthy of lackeys. There was quite 
a crush beneath the garlands of flaring gas-jets, a mass of dress 
suits, of extravagant costumes; women with bare shoulders in 
old dresses only fit for soiling, walked round and yelled, stimu- 
lated by drinking on a gigantic scale. At thirty paces one could 
no longer hear the brass instruments of the orchestra. No one 
danced. Idiotic remarks, repeated no one knew why, circulated 
among the groups They all exerted themselves, but without 
succeeding in being funny. Seven women, shut up in the cloak- 
room, cried to be delivered. A shallot, picked up and sold by 
auction, fetched two louis. Just then Nana arrived, still dressed 
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in the blue and white costume that she wore at the races The"' 
shallot was presented to her m the midst of a thunder of ap- 
plause. They seized hold of her in spite of her struggles, and 
three gentlemen carried her in triumph into the garden, across 
the mined lawns and the damaged beds of flowers and shrubs, 
and as the orchestra was in the way, they took it by assault, and 
smashed the chairs and desks. A paternal police organized the 
not. 

It was not till the Tuesday that Nana Lelt quite lecovercd 
from the emotions of her victory She was talking that morning 
With Madame Lerat, come to give hei news of little Louis, who 
had been unwell ever since his outing She was highly interested 
m an event v^hich at that moment was occupying Paris Van- 
deuvres, warned off all the race-courses, his name withdrawn 
the same night from the list of members of the Cercle Imperial, 
had on the morrow set fire to his stable, and had been burned 
with his horses. 

“He told me he would,” the young woman was saying “Ah' 
the young fellow was a regular madman It gave me such a 
fright last night when I heard of it' You see he might very well 
have murdered me one night; and, besides, oughtn’t he to have 
told me about his horse? I should, at least, have made my for- 
tune' He said to Labordette that if I was let into the secret I 
would at once tell my hairdresser, and a host oi other men How 
very polite' Ah, no! really, I can’t regret him much.” 

After thinking the matter over, she had become furious. At 
that moment Labordette entered the room. He had been collect- 
mg her winnings for her, and brought her about forty thousand 
francs. That only added to her ill-humour, for she ought to have 
won a million. Labordette, who pretended to be very innocent in 
the matter, boldly forsook Vandeuvres altogether. Those ancient 
families were all done for; they always came to grief in a ridicu- 
lous manner. 

“Oh, no!” said Nana; “it is not ridiculous to set oneself afire 
like that in a stable. I think he ended grandly. Ob' you know. 
I’m not defending his affair with fAarechal. Now, that was ri- 
diculous. When I think that Blanche had the idiocy to pretend 
that I was the cause of it all' I saidj to her, ‘Did I tell him to 
steal?’ I supose one may ask a man fbr money without driving 
him to commit a crime If he had said to me, ‘I’ve nothing 
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more,’ I should have rejoined, ‘Very well, we’d better part.’ And 
that would have been the end ot it.” 

“No doubt,” observed the aunt gravely “When men become 
obstinate, it is so much the worse for them I” 

“But as for the closing scene — ohi it was indeed grandl” re- 
sumed Nana. “It seems that it was terrible, the thought of it 
makes my flesh creep He got everybody out of the way, and 
shut himself inside, with some petroleum And it blazed away—, 
ah' It must have been a sight' Just fancy, a big place like that 
nearly all of wood, and full of hay and straw' The flames, they 
say, rose nearly as high as steeples. The best part was the horses, 
who didn’t want to be roasted. They were heard kicking and 
flinging themselves against the doors, and uttering cries like 
human beings. Some of the people there nearly died from 
fright.” 

Labordette gave a low whistle of incredulity. He did not be- 
lieve in Vandeuvres’s death. One person swore that he had seen 
him get out through a window He had set Are to his stable in 
a fit of niadness, only as soon as it began to get warm, it prob- 
ably brought him to his senses again. A man who behaved so 
stupidly with woman, so empty-headed, was not capable of dy- 
ing in such a grand style. 

Nana’s illusions were dispelled as she listened to him; and 
she merely made this remark, 

“Oh' the wretch' it was such a grand ending'” 


CHAPTER TWELVE 

It was nearly one o’clock in the morning, and Nana and the 
count, in the big bed hung with Venetian lace, were not yet 
asleep He had returned that evemng, after sulking for three 
days. The room, which was only feebly lighted by a lamp, was 
wrapped in silence, and felt warm and moist with an odour of 
love, whilst the white lacquer furniture, inlaid with silver, was 
only vaguely visible A drawn curtain half hid the bed m a 
flood of shadow. There was a sigh, and then the sound of a kiss 
broke the silence; and Nana, gliding from under the clothes, 
remained seated for an instant on the edge of the bed, with her 
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legs bare. The count, his head fallen back on the pillow, con- 
tinued in the shadow. 

“Darling, do 3''ou believe in God?” she asked, after a moment 
of reflection, with a grave look on her face, and filled with a 
religious terror on leaving her lover’s arms 
Ever since the morning she had complained of an uneasiness, 
and all her stupid ideas, as she called them, ideas of death and 
hell, had been secretly tormenting her. On some nights, childish 
frights and the most horrible fancies seized upon her, with her 
eyes open. She resumed, 

“Do you think I shall go to heaven?” 

And she shivered, whilst the count, surprised at these singular 
questions at such a time, felt all his religious remorse awakened 
within him. But, with her night-dress slipped from her shoul- 
ders, her hair hanging loose about her, she fell upon his chest, 
sobbing and clinging to him. 

“I’m afraid to die — I’m afraid to die ” 

He had all the difficulty in the world to get free fiom her. 
He himself was afraid of succumbing to the attack of madness 
from which that woman, pressed to his body m the contagious 
fear of the invisible, was suffering, and he reasoned with her. 
She was in very good health, all she had to do was to conduct 
herself well, to merit pardon hereafter. But she shook her head. 
No doubt she never did harm to anyone; she even always wore 
a medal of the Virgin, which she showed him, hanging to a red 
ribbon between her breasts, only it was settled beforehand, all 
women, who, without being married, had anything to do with 
men, went to hell Fragments of her catechism were returning 
to her, Ahf if one only knew for certain; but there, one knew 
nothing, no one ever returned with news, and, really, it would 
be stupid to put oneself out if the priests were only talking non- 
sense. Yet she devoutly kissed her medal, which was all warm 
from Its contact with her body, as a conjuration against death, 
the thought of which filled her with an icy terror. 

Muflat had to go with her into the dressing-room; she trem- 
bled at being alone Tor a minute, even with the door open. 
When he had got into bed again, she wandered about the room 
looking into all the corners, and starting at the least sound. As 
she came to a mirror, she stopped before it as in the old days, 
bst in the contemplation of her nudity. But the sight only in- 
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creased her fear. She ended by leisurely feeling the bones of her 
face with both her hands 

“How ugly one looks when one’s dead I” said she slowly. 

And she drew in her cheeks, opened wide her eyes, and 
dropped her jaw to see how she would look Then, with her 
feature.s thus distorted, she turned to the count and said, 

“Just look, my head will be so small.’’ 

Then he grew angry. “You are mad, come to bed ” 

He could picture her in a grave, with the emaciation of a cen- 
tury, and, joining his hands, he muttered a prayei Foi some 
time past religion had regained possession of him, his attacks of 
faith, every day, had the violence of apoplectic fit.s. and left him 
without the least strength His fingers snapped, and he continu- 
ally repeated these words: “My God — my God — my God.” It 
was the cry of his impotence, the cry of his sm, against which 
he was powerless to resist, m spite of the certainty of his damna- 
tion When Nana returned to the bed she found him lying under 
the clothes with a haggard look on his face, his nails digging 
into his chest, and his eyes gazing upwards as though seeking 
for heaven. And she burst out crying again; they embraced each 
other, their teeth chatteung without their knowing it, both be- 
ing oppressed by the same absurd nightmaie. They had once 
befoie passed a similar night, only this time they were utterly 
idiotic, as Nana herself declared when she had got over her 
fright A suspicion caused her to skilfully question the count, 
perhaps Rose Mtgnon had sent the famous letter. But it wasn't 
that, It was merely his nerves, nothing more, foi he was still 
without proofs of his cuckoldom. 

Two days later, after a fresh disappearance, Muffat called one 
morning, a time at which he had never come before He was 
livid, his eyes were red with weeping, and his whole frame was 
still shaking from a great internal struggle But Zoe herself, ut- 
terly scared, did not notice his agitation She ran to meet him, 
and cried, 

“Oh, sir I be quick I Madame very' nearly died last night.” 

And, as he asked for particulars, she added, “Oh I something 
incredible, sir^ A miscarriage!” 

Nana was three months enceinte. For a long time she had 
thought she was merely unwell, Dr. Boutarel himself had 
doubts. Then, when he was able to say for certain, she was so 
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vexed that she did everything she could to hide her condition. 
It seemed to her a most ridiculous mishap, something which 
lowered her m her own estimation, and about which every one 
would have chaffed her. What a wretched joke' she had no 
luck, really' It was just her misfortune to be caught when she 
thought she was quite safe And she experienced a constant sur- 
prise, as though disturbed in her sex. What' one got children 
even when one did not want them, and had another object in 
view? Nature exasperated her — ^that grave maternity which rose 
in the midst of her pleasures, that new life quickening when she 
was sowing so many deaths around her. Ought not one to be 
able to dispose of oneself as one liked without all that fuss? 
Now, who did the brat spring from? She could not for the soul 
of her tell. No one had asked for it, it was in everybody’s way, 
and It would not meet with much happiness in life, that was 
quite certain' 

Zo^ gave the story of the catastrophe. 

“Madame was seized with colics towards four o’clock. When 
I went into the dressing room, not having seen her for some 
time, I found her lying on the ground in a swoon. Yes, sir, on 
the ground, in a pool of blood, as though she had been mur- 
dered. Then, you know, I understood what had happened. I was 
furious: madame ought to have told me of her mishap, M 
George happened to be here. He helped me to raise her, but 
when I told him she had had a miscarriage, he became unwell 
also. Really' I’ve been m an awful stew ever since yesterday'” 

And indeed the house seemed topsy-turvy. All the servants 
were continually running about the rooms and up and down 
stairs. George had passed the night on a chair in the drawing- 
room. It was he who had told the news to madame’s friends 
who had called m the evening at the time when madame usually 
received. He was very pale, and he related the story full of aston- 
ishment and emotion. Steiner, La Faloise, Philippe, and several 
others had called. At his first words they uttered exclamations. 
It could not be' it must be a joke' Then they became very seri- 
' ous. They glanced at the bedroom door, looking very much put 
out, shaking their heads, no longer thinking it a funny matter. 
Up to midnight a dozen gentlemen had conversed in undertones 
in front of the fire-place, all of them friends, and each one won- 
dering if he were Ae father. They seemed to be apologising to 
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one another, with the confused looks of awkward people. Then 
they assumed their airs again. It was nothing to do with them; 
It was her fault entirely She was a scorcher, that Nana^ One 
would never have expected such a ]oke from her' And they went 
off one by one, on tiptoe, the same as in the chamber of death, 
where one must never laugh. 

“But you had better go up all the same, sir,” said Zoe to Muf- 
fat “Madame is much better; she will see you. We are expect- 
ing the doctor, who promised to call again this morning.” 

The maid had persuaded George to go home to obtain some 
sleep Upstairs in the drawing-room there was only Satin, re- 
clining on a sofa, smoking a cigarette, and gazing at the ceiling. 
Since the accident, in the midst of the distraction of the house- 
hold, she had displayed a cold rage, shrugging her shoulders, 
and saying most ferocious things So as Zoe passed before her, 
telling Muffat that her mistress’s suffeiings had been very great; 

“It serves her right, it will be a lesson for her I” she sharply 
exclaimed. 

They turned around in surprise. Satin had not moved. Her 
eyes were still fixed on the ceiling; her cigarette was held nerv- 
ously between her lips. 

“Well, you haven’t much feeling, you haven’t'” said Zoe. 

But Satin, sitting up on the couch, looked furiously at the 
count, and flung her foimer words in his face: 

“It serves her right, it will be a lesson for her'” 

And she laid herself down again, slowly puffing the smoke 
from her mouth, as ‘though uninterested and determined not 
to mix herself up in anything No, it was too absurd' 

Zoe ushered the count into the bedroom A smell of ether hung 
about m the midst of a lukewarm silence, which the rare ve- 
hicles of the Avenue de Vilhers scarcely broke with a dull rum- 
bling sound. Nana, looking very white on the pillow, was not 
asleep; her eyes were wide open and thoughtful She smiled, 
without moving, on catching sight of the count. 

“Ah, ducky'” murmured she slowly. “I thought I should 
never see you again.” 

Then when he bent forward to kiss her on her hair, she was 
moved, and spoke to him of the child, in good faith, as though 
he had been the father. 

“I did not dare to tell you. I felt so happy! Oh! I had all sorts 
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of dreams — I wanted it to be worthy of you. And now, it’s all 
over. Well, perhaps it’s best so. I don’t want to saddle you with 
any encumbrance.” 

He, surprised at that paternity, stammered out a few sen- 
tences. He had taken a chair and seated himself beside the bed, 
one arm lying on the clothes. Then the young woman noticed 
his agitated countenance, his bloodshot eyes, the feverish trem- 
bling of his lips. 

“What’s the matter with you?” asked she. “Are you ill also?” 

“No,” he answered painfully. 

She gave him a penetiating look. Then with a sign she sent 
off Zo4 who was arranging the botdes of medicine as an excuse 
for remaining m the room And when they were alone, she drew 
him towards her, saying, 

“Whatls the matter, darling? Your eyes are full of tears, I can 
see them. Come, speak, you have called to tell me something.” 

“No, no I I swear to you,” he stammered. 

But, choking with suffering, affected all the more by that 
sickroom in which he so unexpectedly found himself, he burst 
into sobs; he buried his face in the sheets, to stifle the explosion 
of his anguish. Nana understood. Rose had no doubt ended by 
sending the letter. She let him cry a while; the convulsions that 
had seized him were so violent, that they shook her in the bed 
At length, with an accent of maternal compassion, she asked, 

“You have some worry at home?” 

He nodded his head. She paused again, then added very low, 
“So you know all?” 

He nodded his head a second time. And silence again reigned, 
an oppressive silence, in that room of pain. It was the night be- 
fore, on returning from a party at the Empress’s, that he had 
received the letter written by Sabine to her lover. After a fright- 
ful night, passed m dreaming of vengeance, he had gone out 
early m the morning, to withstand a temptation to kill his wife. 
Outside m the open air, struck by the mildness of the beautiful 
June morning, he had been unable to collect his scattered ideas, 
and had come to Nana’s as he always came when in trouble. 
There only he would abandon himself to his misery, with the 
cowardly joy of being consoled. 

“Come, be calm,” resumed the young woman affectionately. 
“I have known it for a long while; but I would never have 
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opened your eyes. You recollect last year you had suspicions. 
Then, thanks to my prudence, things got all right again. In 
short, you had no proofs. Well' to-day, if you have any, it’s cer- 
tainly hard, as I can understand. Yet you must be reasonable. 
One’s not dishonored because of that.” 

He no longer wept Shame had possession of him, though 
he had for a long time past talked with her about the most in- 
timate details of his married life. She had to encourage him. 
Come, she was a w'oman, she could hear everything. But he 
muttered in a hollow voice, 

“You’re ill; I mustn’t tire you* It was stupid of me to come. 
I am going” 

“But no,” said she, quickly. “Stay, I may be able to give you 
some good advice Only, don’t make me talk too much; the doc- 
tor has forbidden me to do so.” 

He had left his seat, and was walking about the room. Then 
she questioned him 

“What will you do now?” 

“I will thrash the man, of course'” 

She pouted disapprovingly. “That’s not a very smart thing to 
do And your wife^” 

“I shall sue for a separation. I have a proof.” 

“My dear fellow, that’s not smart at all; it’s even absurd. You 
know I’ll never let you do anything of the kind.” 

And, sedately, in her feeble voice, she pointed out to him the 
useless scandal of a duel and a lawsuit. For a week he would be 
the chief topic in all the papers. He would be playing with his 
entire existence, his peace of mind, his high position at court, the 
honour of his name; and why? to be laughed at. 

“What does it matter?” cried he. “I shall be avenged'” 

“Ducky,” said she, “when a man doesn’t avenge himself at 
once in such matters, he doesn’t avenge himself at all.” 

The words he was about to utter died away on his lips. He 
was certainly no coward, but he felt that she was right. An-un- 
easiness increased within him — something like a feeling of im- 
poverishment and shamefulness had unmanned him, in the out- 
burst of his wrath. Besides, she hit him another blow, with a 
frankness that decided on telling all. 

“And would you like 'to know what it is that bothers you, 
darling? It is that you yourself deceive your wife. Eh' you don’t 
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stop out all night to say your prayers Your wife must know the 
true reason. Then with what can you reproach her? She will say 
that you gave her the example, and that will shut you up. There, 
darlingl that’s why you’re here stamping about instead of being 
there murdering them both ” 

Muffat had fallen into a chair, overwhelmed by that brutality 
of language. She remained silent awhile, regaining breath; then 
she faltered, in a very lo'W voice. 

“Oh, I’m sore all over. Help me to raise myself a little. I keep 
slipping down, my head is too low.” 

When he had assisted her, she sighed and felt better, and she 
returned to the grand sight of a trial for judicial separation. 
Could he not conceive the countess’s counsel amusing all Pans 
in talking of Nana? Everything would be lelated — her fiasco at 
the Variety Theatre, her mansion, her life. Ah, no I she did not 
care for such an advertisement Some dirty women might have 
urged him to be so foolish, so as to gain notoriety at his expense; 
but she desired his happiness before everything. She had drawn 
him towards her. She held him now, with his head on the pil- 
low beside her own, and her arm round his neck, and she whis- 
pered gently, 

“Listen, ducky, you must make it up with your wife.” 

He was indignant Never> His heart was breaking; the shame 
was too great. She, however, tender ly insisted 

“You must make it up with your wife. Come, you don’t want 
to hear everyone say that I estranged you from your family ? It 
would give me too bad a reputation. What would everyone think 
of me? Only swear that you’ll always love me; for, now that 
you’re going to be another’s — ” 

Her sobs were choking her. He interrupted her with kisses, 
saying, 

“You are mad — ^it is impossible'” 

“Yes, yes,” resumed she; “you must do it. It’s only right; and 
after all, she’s your wife. It’s not as though you were unfaithful 
to me with the first woman you came across.” 

And she continued thus, givmg him the best advice. She even 
talked of God. He seemed to be listening to M. Venot, when the 
old man used to sermonize him, to save him from sin. She, how- 
ever, did not talk of breaking off She preached complaisancy — 
the sharing of. him by his wife and his mistress, a quiet life, 
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without any bother for any one, something like a happy dozing 
through the inevitable nastiness ot life It would change nothing 
in their existence He would still be her best-loved ducky, only 
he would not come quite so frequently, and would devote to the 
countess the days he did not spend with her Her strength was 
tailing her, she concluded in a whisper, 

“That way, I shall know that I have performed a good action. 
You will love me all the more '' 

Then there was silence. She closed fier eyes, looking paler 
still on the pillow. He had listened to her, under the pretext of 
not wishing to tire her At the end of a lew minutes, she re- 
opened her eyes, and murmured, 

“And money, too? Where wnll you get money if you quarrel.? 
Labordette came yesterday about the bill. I’m in want of every- 
thing, I’ve not a thing left to put on ” 

Then, closing her eyes again, she appeared as though dead. 
A shade of intense anguish overspread Muffat’s face In the blow 
that had come upon him, he had forgotten, ever since the night 
before, .the monetary difficulties from which he no longer knew 
how to extricate himselt. In spite of the most distinct promises, 
his note for a hundred thousand francs, already renewed once, 
had been put into circulation, and Labordette, affecting to be 
greatly vexed, made out it was all Francis’s fault, and said that 
he would never again compiomise himself in an affair with an 
uneducated man It would have to be paid, the count would 
never let his note be protested. Then, beside’s Nana's innumer- 
able claims, there was a most wasteful expenditure going on in 
his own home On their return from Les Fondettes, the countess 
had suddenly developed a taste for luxury, an appetite for 
worldly enjoyment, which were rapidly devouring their for- 
tune. People were beginning to talk of her ruinous caprices, a 
complete change of her household, five hundred thousand francs 
frittered away m transforming the old house in the Rue Miro- 
mesnil, and extravagant costumes, and large sums of money 
that had disappeared, melted, or been given away perhaps, with- 
out hei troubling herself to render the least account. Twice 
Mufiat had ventured to make some observations, being desirous 
of knowing; but she had looked at him so pecuharly, smiling 
the while, that he did not dare to ask any questions for fear of 
receiving too plain an answer. If he accepted Daguenet as a son- 
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in-law from Nana, it was especially with the idea of being able 
to reduce Estelle’s dowry to two hundred thousand francs, and 
of making arrangements respecting the balance with the young 
man, who would be only too delighted at such an unexpectedly 
good marriage. 

However, during the last week, in view of the necessity of 
immediately finding the bundled thousand francs for the bill, 
Mufiat had only been able to think of one expedient, from 
which he lecoiled, It was to sell a magnificent estate called Les 
Bordes, estimated at half-a-million, and which the countess had 
recently inherited from an uncle. 

Only, he needed her assent, and she also by her marriage con- 
tract, could not dispose of it without his. The night before he 
had made up his mind to ask his wife for her consent. But now 
his plans were all upset, he could never accept such a compro- 
mise knowing what he did. This thought made the blow he had 
received all the harder. He understood what it was that Nana 
wished, for, in the increasing constraint that prompted him to 
confide in her regarding everything, he had complained about 
the difficulty he was in, he had told her how anxious he was to 
get the countess’s consent 

However, Nana did not appear to insist She did not reopen 
her eyes. Seeing her so pale, he was frightened, and induced her 
to take a little ether Then she sighed, and questioned him, but 
without naming Daguenet. 

“When IS the marriage coming offi"’ 

“The contract is to be signed on Tuesday, in five days from 
now,” he replied. 

Then, with her eyes still closed, as though she was speaking 
in the night of her thoughts, she added, “well, ducky, think 
what you had better do For myself, I want everyone to be 
pleased.” 

He pacified her by taking her hand. Yes, he would think 
about it, the mam thing was for her to rest, And his indigna- 
tion left him, that sick-room, so warm' and so still, smelling 
strongly of ether, had ended by lulling him in a blessed peace- 
fulness. All his manliness, aroused by the injury, had disap- 
peared on his contact with the warmth of that bed, beside that 
suffering woman, whom he nursed, under tire excitement of his 
fever, and with the recollection of their voluptuous pleasures. 
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He leant pvei her, he held her m his embrace; though her face 
did not move, on her lips ho\ ered the keen smile of victory. At 
that moment Dr Boutarel entered the 100m. 

_ “Well' and how' is this dear child said he familiarly to 
Kfuflat, whom he treated as the husband. "The deuce' she has 
been talking!’’ 

The doctor was a handsome man, still young, and had a su- 
perb connection in the world of gallantly. Very gay, always 
laughing like a comiade with the ladies, but ne\er departing 
from his professional position, he charged monsttous fees, which 
invaiiably had to be paid with gicat punctuality. He would 
trouble himself to call ior the least thing Nana’oiten sent for 
him two or three times a week, always trembling at the thought 
of death, and anxiously telling him of every little ache and pain, 
which he cured whilst amusing her with go,s.sip and funny 
stories All the women adored him But this time the complaint 
was serious. 

Muflat withdrew, deeply affected He had no other feeling 
but that of compassion, at seeing his poor Nana so weak. As he 
was leaving the room, she beckoned him back, and offered her 
forehead to. be kissed; then, m a low voice, with a playfully 
menacing air, she whispered. 

“You know what I told you you might do. Make it up with 
your Wife, or I shall be angry!” 

Countess Sabine had wished her daughter’s marriage con- 
tract to be signed on a Tuesday, to inaugurate the restoration 
of her town-house, the paintings of which were scarcely dry, by 
a grand party Five hundred invitations had been sent out, a 
few in all the different sets. On the morning itself, the uphol- 
sterers were still putting up some of the hangings, and, at the 
time of lighting the chandeliers, towards nine o’clock, the archi- 
tect, accompanied by the countess w'ho was enraptured, was giv- 
ing his final instructions. 

It was one of those charming spring parues, The warm June 
evening had enabled the two doors of the drawing-room to be 
thrown wide open, and the ball to be carried even on tk gravel 
paths of the garden When the first guests arrived they were 
fairly dazzled, as the count and countess greeted them at the 
door It was difficult to recall the room of bygone days in which 
lingered the icy recollection of old Countess Muffat— -that an- 
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tique apartment, full of devout severity, with its solid mahogany 
furniture in the style of the Empire, its yellow velvet hangings, 
Its greenish ceiling saturated with dampness. Now, m the en- 
trance vestibule, mosaics set off with gold shone beneath the 
tall candelabra, whilst the marble staircase unrolled its finely- 
chiselled balustrade Then the drawing-room was resplendent 
with Genoa velvet hangings, and a ceiling embellished with a 
vast painting by Boucher, which the architect had purchased for 
one hundred thousand francs at the sale of the chateau of Dam- 
pierre The crystal chandeliers and candelabra illuminated a 
profusion of mirrors and costly furniture. One could have said 
that Sabine’s easy-chair — that solitary seat covered with crimson 
silk, and the softness of which used to seem so much out of 
place — had extended and multiplied until it filled the entire 
house with a voluptuous indolence, a’ keen enjoyment, which 
burned with all the intensity of latent fires ^ 

The dancing had commenced. The orchestra, placed in the 
garden in front of one of the open windows, was playing a 
waltz, the sprightly rhythm of which arrived softened and sub- 
dued from the open air And the garden spread itself out in a 
transparent shadow, lighted up by Venetian lanterns, with a 
purple tent for refreshments erected at the edge of the lawn. 
This waltz— the saucy waltz of the “Blonde Venus,” which 
resembled the laugh raised by some over-free piece of buffoon- 
ery — penetrated the old house with a sonorous swell, warming 
the walls with its tremor. It seemed like some breath of the 
flesh coming from the street, sweeping before it the whole of a 
defunct age in the haughty abode, parrying away the past of the 
Muffats, centuries of honour and of faith slumbering beneath 
the ceilings. 

Close to the fire-place, however, the old friends of the count’s 
mother had taken refuge in their accustomed seats, feeling dazed 
and out of their element They formed a little group in the 
midst of the gradually increasing crowd. Madame du Joncquoy, 
no longer recognising the place, had at first gone into the din- 
ing-room. Madame Chantereau looked with amazement at the 
garden, which seemed to her immense. Soon all sorts of bitter 
reflections were whispered in this cornec. 

“I say,” murmured Madame Chantereau; “supposing the old 
countess were only to return. Just fancy her look on beholding 
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all these people, and all this gold, and this hubbub It is scan- 
dalous I” 

“Sabine is mad," leplied Madame du Joncquoy, “Did you no- 
tice her at the dooi ? Look, you can see trom here. She has all 
her diamonds on.” 

They stood up for a moment to look at the count and count- 
ess in the distance Sabine, m a white costume trimmed with 
some magnificent English lace, was triumphant with beauty — 
young, lively, and with a touch oi intoxication in her continual 
smile. Mufiat, beside her, looking aged and rather pale, smiled 
also in his calm, dignified maimer 

“And to think that he was the master,” resumed Madame 
Chantereau, “that not the smallest seal would have been ad- 
mitted here without his permission! Ah, weld she has changed 
all that, he obeys her now Do you recollect the time when she 
would not alter a thing m the drawing-room? The whole house 
IS altered now " 

But they ceased talking as Madame de Chezelles entered, 
followed by a troop of young men, all of them enraptured, and 
giving vent to their admiration in faint exclamations 

“Oh, delicious! exquisite! so tull of taste!” 

And she called back to them, “It’s just as I said! There’s 
nothing like these old buildings when one knows how to ar- 
range them. They look so grand! Is it not quite worthy of Louis 
XIV’s time? Now, at least, she can receive.” 

The two old ladies had sai down again, and lowering their 
voices, they talked of the marriage, which surprised many peo- 
ple. Estelle had )ust passed, in a pink silk dress, still flat and 
thin, with her expressionless virgin face. She had accepted 
Daguenet quietly, she showed neither py nor sadness, but re- 
mained as cold and pale as on those winter nights when she 
used to put the logs of wood on the fire. All this entertainment 
given for her, these illuminations, these flowers, this music, left 
her cold. 

“An adventurer!” Madame du Joncquoy was saying. “I have 
never seen him ” 

“Take care, here he comes,” murmured Madame Chantereau. 

Daguenet, who had caught sight of Madame Hugon with her 
sons, had hastened to offer her his arm, and he laughed, he 



344 NANA 

showed her an amount oi: affectionate attention, as though she 
had had something to do with his stroke of fortune 

“Thank you,” she said, seating herself by the fire-place. “This 
is my old corner.” 

“Do you know him?” asked Madame du Joncquoy, when 
Daguenet had gone off. 

“Certainly, he is a charming young man George likes him 
immensely Oh I he comes of a most honourable family ” 

And the good lady defended him against a covert hostility 
winch she felt existed. His father, who was greatly esteemed by 
Louis-Philippe, had occupied a prefect’s post until his death 
The young man had perhaps been rather dissipated It was said 
that he was ruined. At any rate, one of his uncles, a rich landed 
proprietor, was going to bequeath his fortune to him But the 
other ladies shook their heads, whilst Madame Hugon, feeling 
rather embarrassed, kept laying great stress on the honourable 
position of the family She felt very tired and complained of her 
legs. For a month past she had been stopping at her house in 
the Rue Richelieu, for a host of business matters, so she said. A 
shade of sadness veiled her maternal smile. 

“All the same,” concluded Madame Chantcreau, “Estelle 
might have made a far better match.” 

There was a flourish of music. It was the commencement of 
a quadrille. The crowd moved to the sides of the room to leave 
an open space. Light dresses passed, mixed with the dark dress 
suits; whilst the blaze of light shone on the sea of heads, illumi- 
nating the sparkling jewels, the waving white plumes, and the 
bloom of lilac and roses It was already very warm. A penetrat- 
ing perfume rose from the hght tulles, the satins, and the silks, 
among which the bare shoulders paled, beneath the lively notes 
of the orchestra. Through the open doors one could see rows of 
women seated in the adjacent rooms, with a discreet brightness 
in their smile, a sparkle in their eyes, a pout on their lips, gently 
fanning themselves. And guests sull continued to arrive A foot- 
man announced their names, wblst amidst the various groups 
gentlemen slowly tried to find places for the ladies on their 
arms, standing on tiptoe in search of a vacant chair. But the 
house was filling, the skirts were packing closer together with a 
slight noise. There were places where a mass of lace, bows, and 
flounces barred the way, the wearers politely resigned, retaining 
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all their grace, accustomed as they were to such brilliant crashes. 
Howe\er, out m the garden, m the roseate light of the Venetian 
lanterns, couples were wandering about, having escaped from 
the stifling atmosphere of the great drawing-room Tlie shadows 
of dresses passed over the lawn, as though keeping time to the 
music of the quadrille, which sounded softer in the distance be- 
hind the trees. 

Steiner, who was there, had just come across Foucarmont and 
La Faloise partaking of champagne m the refreshment tent. 

“It’s awfully swell,” La Faloise was saying, while examining 
the purple teni, and the gilded lances which .supported it. “One 
could almost think oneself at the gingerbread fair. Yes, that’s 
itl the gingerbread fairl” 

He now affected to continually poke fun at everything, posing 
as a young man who was sick of the world, and who could find 
nothing worthy of being looked at in a serious light. 

“Wouldn’t poor Vandcuvres be surprised if he returned 
here.'’” murmured Foucarmont. “Don’t you recollect when he 
used to be boied to death over there, opposite the fireplace? By 
Jovel no one laughed then” 

“VandeuvresI don’t mention him, he’s extinguished!” re- 
sumed La Faloise, disdainfully. “He was gieatly mistaken if 
he thought he was going to astonish us with his roasting! Not 
a soul talks of it now He’s out of it, done for, scratched. Van- 
deuvres! talk of another!” Then, as Steiner shook hands with 
them, he continued. “You know Nana’s just arrived. Oh! such 
an entry, my boy! something prodigious! First of all, she em- 
braced the countess; then, when the children drew near, .she 
blessed them, saying to Daguenet, ‘Listen, Paul; if you deceive 
her you’ll have me after you.’ What! didn’t you see it? OhI she 
was grand' such a success'” 

The other two listened to him with their mouths open. At 
length they burst out. laughing. He, delighted, thought himself 
very wonderful 

“Eh! you believed it all? Well, why not? It’s Nana who ar- 
ranged the marriage Besides, she’s one of the family.” 

The two Hugons passed just then, and Philippe made him 
desist. Then, as men, they talked of the marriage. George be- 
came very incensed with La Faloise, who related the story of it. 
Nana had indeed saddled Mufiat with one of her former lovers 
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for a son-in-law, only it was untrue that she had had Daguenet 
to see her the night before. Foucarmont incredulously shrugged 
his shoulders. Did any one ever know whom Nana had to see 
her of a night? But George angrily replied with a “Sir, I 
know!” which made them all laugh Anyhow, as Steiner said, 
It was a very peculiar state of affairs 

Little by little the refreshment tent was becoming crowded. 
They moved away from the bar, without separating. La Faloise 
stared impudently at the women, as though he thought himself 
at Mabille At the end of a path they were greatly surprised on 
beholding M. Venot engaged in a long conversation with 
Daguenet; and some very poor jokes amused them immensely 
He was confessing him, he was giving him some advice for the 
first night. Then they went and stood in front of one of the 
open doors of the drawing room, where some couples dancing 
a polka weie steering their way amidst the men who remained 
standing The candles were guttering from the breeze coming 
from outside When a couple passed, keeping time to the music, 
It refreshed the heated atmosphere like a gentle puff of wind. 

“By Jove! they can’t be very cold in there'” murmured La 
Faloise. 

Their eyes blinked on coming fiom out of the mysterious 
shadows of the garden, and they drew each other’s attention to 
the Marquis de Chouaid, who, standing all alone, and stretched 
to the full height of his tall figure, overlooked the bare shoul- 
ders around him. His pale face appeared very severe, and bore 
an expression of haughty dignity beneath his crown of scanty 
white locks Scandalized by Count Muffat’s conduct, he had 
publicly broken off all connection with him, and affected not to 
visit at the house If he had consented to appear on this occasion. 
It was on account of the earnest entreaties of his granddaughter, 
whose marriage, however, he disapproved of in indignant lan- 
guage against the disorganisation of the. upper classes by the 
shameful compromises of modern debauchery 

“Ah! the end is at hand,” Madame du Joncquoy, beside the 
fire-place, was whispering to Madame Chantereau. “That hussy 
has so bewitched the unhappy fellow. We who used to know 
him so staunch a believer — ^so noble!” 

“It appears that he’s ruimng himself,” continued Madame 
Chantereau. “My husband has had a note of his. He lives now 
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altogether m that mansion of the Avenue dc Villieis All Paris 
IS talking about him Really^ 1 cannot excuse S.ilune either, 
though we must admit that he gives her a great many causes 
for complaint; and, vvelU il she also throws the money out of 
the window--” 

“She does not only throw money,” inteirupted the other 
“Well, as they aie both at work, they will reach the end all the 
sooner, A regular drowning in the mire, my dear” 

But a gentle voice interrupted them It was M Venot He had 
come and seated hinisell behind them, as though desiious of be- 
ing out of the \va\, and le,inmg towards them, he niurmiuecl, 
“Why despair' God manilests Himself when ,ill stems lost” 
He was peacttully assisting at the downhill ol that house 
which once upon a time he had governed Ever since his so- 
journ at Les Fnndettes, he had quietly allowed the undermin- 
ing to go on, lully ,iware ol how powerless he was to tope with 
it He had accepted everythmg — the count’s mad infatuation 
for Nana, Fauchery's close attendance on the countess, even 
Daguenet’s mariiage with Estelle What mattered those things? 
And he showed himself more supple, more mysterious, enter- 
taining the idea of influencing the young couple the same as 
he had the now disunited one, knowing that great disorders 
lead to gieat devotions Providence would have its hour. 

“Our friend,” continued he in a low voice, “is still animated 
with the best religious sentiments He has given me the sweet- 
est proofs.” 

“Well, then'” said Madame du jonequoy, “he should first 
of all make it up with his wife.” 

“No doubt. Just now I happen to have the hope that their 
reconciliation will not be long in coming about,” 

Then the two old ladies questioned him; but he became very 
humble again. They must let Heaven accomplish it in its own 
way His sole desire in bringing the count and countess closer 
together was to avoid a public scandal Religion tolerated many 
fallings when appearances were kept up 
“At any rate,” resumed Madame du Jonequoy, “you ought 
to have prevented this marriage with this adventurer.” 

“You are mistaken; M Daguenet is a very worthy young 
man. I am acquainted with his ideas. He wishes to cause his 
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youthful errors to be forgotten Estelle will bring him into the 
right path, you may be sure.” 

“Oh, Estellel” disdainfully murmured Madame Chantereau. 
“I think the dear child is quite without any will whatever. She 
is altogether so insignificant I” 

This expression of opinion caused M Venot to smile. How- 
ever, he did not explain himself respecting the young bride 
Closing his eyes, as though to withdraw from the conversation, 
he again hid himself in his corner behind the skirts. Madame 
Hugon, m the midst of her absent-minded weariness, had over- 
heard a few words. She joined in, and as she addressed herself 
to the Marquis de Chouard, who had come to greet her, thus 
concluded with her tolerating air 

“You ladies are too severe. Existence is already so bad for 
everyone. Eh I my friend? we ought to forgive a great deal in 
others, when we wish to be ourselves worthy of pardon.” 

The marquis remained embarrassed for a few moments, 
fearing an allusion to himself But the good lady had so sad a 
smile, that he soon regained his composure, and said, 

“No, certain faults deserve no pardon. It is by such com- 
pliances that society totters on its foundations ” 

The ball had become more animated than ever Another 
quadrille gave a Icind of gentle swing to the floor of the draw- 
ing-room, as though the old house had staggered beneath the 
commotion of the merry-making Now and again, in the mixed 
paleness of the faces, there stood out a woman’s countenance, 
carried away by the dance, with sparkling eyes and parted lips, 
and the full light of a chandelier shining on her white skin. 
Madame du jonequoy declared that the count and countess must 
have been out of their senses. It was madness to squeeze five 
hundred people into a room that could scarcely hold two hun- 
dred. Why not have the contract signed on the Place du Car- 
rousel at once? It was the result of new manners, Madame 
Chantereau said. In her younger days such solemnities took 
place in the bosom of one’s family; now one must have a mob, 
the whole stieet being freely allowed to enter Unless one had 
such a crush, the entertainment would be considered quiet and 
uneventful One advertised one’s luxury, one introduced into 
one’s abode the very scum of Pans; and there was nothing more 
natural if such promiscuousness ended by corrupting the home. 
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The two ladies complained that they did not know more than 
fifty of the persons present How was it soi^ Young girls m low- 
neck dresses displayed their bare shoulders; a woman wore a 
golden dagger stuck m her chignon, whilst the body of her 
dress, embroidered with jet black beads, looked like a coat of 
mail, another was being smilingly followed about, her skirts so 
tight fitting that they gave her a most singular appearance. All 
the luxury of the close of the winter season was there, the world 
of pleasure with its tolerations, all that w'hich the mistress of a 
house picks from her acquaintances of a day, a society W'here 
great names and great infamies elbowed each other in the same 
appetite for pleasure The heat was increasing, the quadrille un- 
rolled the cadenced symmetry of its figures amidst the over- 
crowded rooms 

“The countess is stunning!” resumed La Faloise at the garden 
door. “She looks ten years younger than her daughter. By the 
way, Foucarmont, you can give us some information. Van- 
deuvres used to bet that she had no thighs worth speaking of.” 

The affectation of cynicism bored the other gentlemen Fou- 
carmont contented himself with replying, 

“Consult your cousin, my boy. He’s just coming this way,” 
“Yes^ that’s an idea,” cried La Faloise “I’ll bet ten louis that 
her thighs are good.” 

Fauchery was indeed just arriving. As an intimate friend of 
the house, he had passed through the dining-room so as to 
avoid the crush at the doors. Taken up again by Rose at the 
beginning of the winter, he now divided himself between the 
singer and the countess, feeling very wearied, not knowing how 
to break off with one of the two. Sabine flattered his vanity, 
but Rose amused him more The latter, too, entertained a gen- 
uine affection for him, a tenderness of really conjugal fidelity, 
which grieved Mignon immensely. 

“Listen, we want some information,” said La Faloise, squeez- 
ing his cousin’s arm “You see that lady in white silk^” 

Ever since his inheritance had given him an insolent assur- 
ance, he affected to poke fun at Fauchery, having an old spite 
to gratify, wishing to be revenged for the banterings of the time 
when he first arrived from the country. 

“Yes, that lady who has a lot of lace about her.” 
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The journalist stood on tiptoe, not yet understanding “The 
countess'’” he ended by saying 

“Just so, my boy. I’ve bet ten louis. Are her thighs good?” 

And he burst out laughing, delighted at having succeeded in 
taking down a peg that tellow who had once amazed him so 
much when he asked him if the countess had a lover. But 
Fauchery, without showing the least surprise, looked him 
straight in the face. 

“You idiotl” said he at last, shrugging his shoulders. 

Then he shook hands with the other gentlemen, whilst La 
Faloise, quite put out of countenance, was no longer very sure 
of having said something funny They stood conversing to- 
gether. Ever since the races, the banker and Foucarmoiit had 
joined the set at the Avenue de Villiers Nana Was much bet- 
ter; the count called every evening to see how she was progress- 
ing. Flowever, Fauchery, who merely listened, seemed preoc- 
cupied. That morning, during a quarrel. Rose had deliberately 
told him that she had sent the letter. Yes, he might go and call 
on his grand lady, he would be well received After hesitating 
foi a long time, he had courageously made up his mind to come. 
But La Faloise’s stupid joke had upset him, in spite of his ap- 
parent serenity 

“What’s the mattei with you'’” asked Philippe. “You don’t 
seem well ” 

“I? ohi I’m all right I’ve been working, that’s why I’m so 
late.” Then, coolly, with one of those unknown heroisms which 
unravel the common tragedies of life, he added, “With all that. 
I’ve pot paid my respects to our hosts One must be polite.” 

He even dared t6 joke, and turning to La Faloise, said, “Am 
I not right, idiot?” 

And he made a passage for himself through the crowd. The 
footman was no longer bawling out the names. The count and 
countess, however, were still near the door, conversing with 
some ladies who had just entered At length he reached the spot 
where they stood, whilst the gentlemen he had just left on the 
steps leading into the garden stood on tiptoe to have a good 
view of the scene. Nana must have been gossiping. 

“The count does not see him,” murmured George. “Atten- 
tion! he’s turning round. There, now they’re at it.” 

The orchestra was again playing the waltz of the “Blonde 
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Venus.” First of all, Fauchery bowed to the countess, who con- 
tinued to smile, serenely delighted Then he stood for a moment 
immovable, calmly waiting, behind the count’s back. The count 
that night maintained his haughty gravity — the official bearing 
of a high dignitary. When at length he lowered his eyes towards 
the journalist, he exaggerated still more his majestic attitude 
For some seconds the two men looked at each other, and it was 
Fauchery who first held out his hand. Muffat clasped it. Their 
hands were locked one in the other Countess Sabine smiled in 
front of them, her eyes cast on the ground; whilst the waltz 
continued to unroll its saucy rhythm. 

“But It’s going splendidly I” said Steiner. 

“Are their hands glued together''” asked Foucarmont, amazed 
at the length of time they remained clasped. 

An invincible recollection brought a rosy blush to Fauchery ’s 
pale cheeks. He again beheld the property-room, with its green- 
ish light and its odd assortment of things smothered with dust, 
and Muffat was there, holding the egg-cup, and taking advan- 
tage of his suspicions. Now, Muffat no longer had any doubts; 
It was a last shred of dignity collapsing. Fauchery, relieved of 
his fright, seeing the countess’s evident gaiety, was seized with 
a desire to laugh It seemed to him so comic, 

“Ah! this time it is indeed she!” exclaimed La Faloise, who 
stuck to a joke when once he thought it a good one. “There’s 
Nana over there. Look, she’s entering the room!” 

“Shut up, you idiot murmured Phillipe. 

“I tell you It IS she! They’re playing her waltz! She comes; 
and, besides, she’s had a share in the reconciliation. Dash it all I 
What! you don’t see her' she’s pressing them all to her heart — 
my male cousin, my female cousin and her spouse — and calhng 
them her little ducky darlings. They always upset me, these 
family scenes.” 

Estelle had drawn near. Fauchery complimented her, whilst 
she, looking very stiff in her pink dress, watched him with the 
surprised air of a silent child, glancing also at her father and 
mother Daguenet, too, heartily shook hands with the journalist. 
They formed a smiling group; and M. Venot glided behind, 
looking tenderly on them, enveloping them all with his devout 
meekness, happy at beholding these last defections, which were 
preparing the ways of Providence. 
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But the waltz still continued its voluptuous whirl. It was an 
increase of the wave of pleasure, oveitaking the old mansion 
like a rising tide The orchestia swelled the trills of its little 
flutes, the rapturous sighs of its violins, beneath the Genoa vel- 
vet hangings, the gildings and the paintings, the chandeliers 
gave out a lite-hke warmth, a light as bright as sunshine; whilst 
the crowd of guests reflected in the miirors, seemed to increase 
with the louder murmur of the voices Around the drawing- 
room, the couples which passed with arms encircling waists, 
amidst the smiles of seated women, accentuated the shaking of 
the flooring. In the garden the ember-hke glimmer of the Vene- 
tian lanterns lighted up the dark shadows of the promenaders 
seeking a bieath of air along the walks, as though with the dis- 
tant reflection of a fire And this trembling of the walls, this 
ruddy cloud, was like the blazing of the end, in which the 
ancient family honour fell to pieces, burning at the four cor- 
ners of the home. The umid gaieties, then scarcely beginning, 
which one April evening Fauchery had heard rmg with a 
sound of breaking glass, had little by little become emboldened, 
maddened, to burst forth into the resplendency of that enter- 
tainment Now, the crack increased, it attacked the house, and 
gave warning of its approaching destruction. Amongst the 
drunkards of the slums, it is by the blackest misery — the cup- 
board without bread, the craving foi alcohol eating up the last 
sticks — that corrupted families reach their end. Here, over the 
downfall of these riches, heaped together and set fire to at one 
fell swoop, the waltz sounded the knell of an ancient race; whilst 
Nana, invisible, but hovering above the ball with her supple 
limbs, polluted all those people, penetrating them with the fer- 
ment of her odour floating in the warm air upon the wings 
of the saucy rhythm of the music 
It was on the night of the wedding at the church that Count 
Muffat appeared in his wife’s bedroom, which he had not en- 
tered for two years past. The countess, greatly surprised, drew 
back at first, but she preserved her smile— ithat smile of intoxi- 
cation which now never left her. He, very much embarrassed, 
could only stutter a few* words. Then she gave him a little lec- 
ture. But neither the one nor the other ventured on a complete 
explanation. It was religion that required this mutual forgive- 
ness; and it was tacitly agreed between them that they should 
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retain their liberty. Before going to bed, as the countess still 
seemed to hesitate, they discussed business matters He, the first, 
talked of selling Les Bordes. She at once consented They both 
had great want oi money, they would share the proceeds That 
completed the reconciliation Mullat experienced a real relief in 
spite of his remorse. 

That day, too, as Nana was dozing, towards two o’clock, Zoe 
ventured to knock at the door of her bedroom The curtains 
were drawn, a warm breeze entered by one of the windows, in 
the still freshness of the subdued light The young woman got 
up a little now, though still rather weak She opened her eyes 
and asked, 

“Who IS It?” 

Zoe was about to reply, but Daguenet, forcing his way in, 
announced himself. On hearing him, she leant upon the pillow, 
and, sending the maid away, said, 

“What, it’s you' on your wedding day I Whatever is the mat- 
ter?” 

He, not seeing clearly, remained standing in the middle of 
the room. However, he soon got used to the obscurity, and ad- 
vanced forward in his dress clothes, with a white tie and gloves, 
and he kept saying, 

“WelB yes, it’s I Don’t you recollect?” 

'No, she remembered nothing. So he had to crudely refresh 
her memory, in his jocular way 

“Why, your commission. I’ve brought you the handsel of my 
innocence ” 

Then, as he was close to the bed, she seized hold of him with 
her bare arms, shaking with laughter and, almost weeping, for 
she thought it so nice of him. 

“Ah' my Mimi, hpw funny he is' He has not forgotten it' 
and I who no longer remembered' So you’ve given them the 
slip, you’ve just come from the church? It’s true — you’ve an 
odour of incense about you. But kiss me — ' oh' more than that, 
my Mimi' It will perhaps be for the last time.” 

Their tender laugh expired in the darkened room, about 
which there still hung a vague smell of ether. The close warmth 
swelled the window curtains, children’s voices sounded in the 
Avenue. Then they made merry, though pressed for time. Da- 
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guenet was to leave with his wife, directly after the wedding 
breakfast. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

Towards the end of September, Count Muffat, who was to dine 
at Nana’s that evening, came at dusk to inform her of a sudden 
order he had received to be at the Tuilenes The house was not 
yet lighted up, the servants were laughing very loudly in the 
kitchen. He slowly ascended the staircase, the windows of which 
shone in the prevailing warm shadow. Upstairs, the parlour 
door made no noise as he opened it A losy daylight was fading 
from the ceiling of the room. The crimson hangings, the ca- 
pacious sofas, the lacquer furniture, all that medley of em- 
broidered stufts, of bronzes and of china, was already disap- 
pearing beneath a slowly deepening veil of gloom, which pene- 
trated the corners, hiding alike the brilliancy of the ivory and 
the glitter of the gold And there, in this obscurity, by the aid 
alone of the light colour of her dress, he beheld Nana reclining 
in George’s arms. All denial on their part was impossible. He 
uttered a suppressed cry, and stood as one lost. 

Nana sprang to her feet and pushed him into the bedroom, to 
give the youngster time to get off. 

“Come in here,” she murihured, scarcely knowing what she 
said, “I will explain—” 

She was exasperated at being caught like that. She had never 
before given way m such a manner at home, in that parlour 
with the doors unfastened. A number of things had tended to 
bring it about — a quarrel with George, who was madly jealous 
of Philippe. He sobbed so bitterly on her neck that she could 
not resist, scarcely knowing how to calm him, and pitying him 
in her heart. And, on the one occasion when she was so foolish 
as to forget herself thus— with a youngster who could not even 
bring her bunches of violets now, as his mother guarded him so 
strictly— the count must needs come and catch them. Really, she 
had no luck! That was all one got by being a good-natured girl I 

However, the obscurity in the bedroom, where she had pushed 
the count, was complete. Then, feeling her way, she went and 
rang furiously for a lamp. After all, it was that Julien’s fault! 
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It there had been a light m the parlour, nothing of all this 
would ha\e happened. That stupid darkness which had come on 
had played the deuce with her heart. 

“I beg of you, ducky, be reasonable,” said she, when Zoe 
brought a light 

The count, sitting down, his hands on his knees, looked on the 
ground, overcome by what he had just seen He could not utter 
a word of anger. He trembled, as though seized with a horror 
which froze him. This silent anguish deeply affected the young 
woman. She tried to console him. 

“Weill yes, I was wrong. It was very naughty of me. You see, 

I am sorry for my fault. I am very grieved, as it annoys you so 
much. Come now; you, too, be nice, and forgive me ” 

She had sat down at his feet, and was seeking his glance with 
a look of submissive tenderness, to see if he was very angry 
with her. Then as, heaving a deep sigh, he recovered himself, 
she became more wheedling 

The count yielded to her entreaties. He merely insisted on 
George being sent away But all illusion was gone, he could no 
longer 'believe m Nana’s sworn fidelity. On the morrow Nana 
would deceive him again; and he remained in the torment of 
possessing her simply through cowardice— through his fright at 
the idea of living without her. 

This was the epoch of her existence when Nana brightened 
Pans with an increase of splendour. She became more imposing* 
still on the horizon of vice; she domineered over the city with 
the insolent display of her luxury, with her contempt tor money, 
which caused her to publicly melt away fortunes In her man- 
sion there was like the glare' of a furnace. Her continual desires 
fed It. The least breath from her lips would change the gold into 
fine ashes, which the wind swept away at every hour. Never 
before had such a mania for expense been seen. The house 
seemed built over an abyss, into which men with their wealth, 
their bodies, even their names, were precipitated, without leav- 
ing the trace of a little dust behind. This girl with the tastes of 
a parrot, nibbling radishes and burnt almonds, playing with her 
meat, had bills to the extent of five thousand francs a month 
for her table In the servants’ hall there was unbridled waste, a 
ferocious leakage, which emptied the casks of wine, and ran up 
bills increased by three or four hands through which they 
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passed. Viclorme and Francois reigned supreme in the kitchen, 
where they invited their friends, not to speak of a host of cous- 
ins whom they fed at their own homes with cold joints and 
meat soups. Julien exacted commissions from all the tradespeo- 
ple. A glazier did not put in a thiity sou pane of glass but the 
butler had twenty added on for himself. Chailes devoured the 
oats for the horses, ordering double the necessary supply, selling 
by a back door what came m by the front one, whilst m the 
midst of this universal pillage, of this sack of a town taken by 
assault, Zoe, by great art, succeeded in saving appearances, cov- 
ering the thefts of all the others the better to hide and secure her 
own But what was wasted was still worse — the lood of the 
previous day thrown m the gutter, an incumbrance of victuals 
at which the servants turned up their noses, the glasses all 
sticky with sugar, gas-jets blazing away, turned on recklessly, 
sufficient to blow up the place, and negligences, and spitefulness, 
and accidents, all that can hasten rum in an establishment de- 
voured by so many mouths. 

Then, upstairs m madame’s rooms, the downfall was even 
greater still. Dresses costing ten thousand fiancs, worn only 
twice, and sold by Zoe, jewels which disappeared as though 
they had crumbled away at the bottoms of the drawers; idiotic 
purchases, novelties of the day, forgotten in a corner on the 
morrow, and swept into the street. She could never see anything 
(scosting a great deal without desiring it, she thus created around 
her a continual devastation of flowers and precious kmck-knacks, 
being all the more delightful in proportion to the price paid for 
them. Nothing remained perfect m her hands; she broke every- 
thing, or It faded or became soiled between her little white 
fingers; a strewing of nameless remnants, of crumpled rags, 
of muddy tatters, followed in her wake Then the heavy settle- 
ments burst out in the midst of this waste of pocket-money. 
Twenty thousand francs owing to the milliner, thirty thousand 
to the linen-draper, twelve thousand to tire bootmaker, her sta- 
ble had swallowed fifty thousand, in six months her dressmak- 
er’s bill had run up to a hundred thousand francs. Without her 
having added to her household, which Labordette had estimated 
would cost on an average four hundred thousand francs yearly, 
she reached that year a milhon, amazed herself at the sum, and 
quite incapable of saying where all the money could possibly 
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have gone to. Men piled up one upon the other, gold emptied 
out in barrowfuls, were unable to fill that chasm which was 
forever opening deeper and deeper beneath the foundations of 
her house, in the disruption of her luxury 

Nana, however, still nursed a last caprice Agitated once 
more with the idea of re-decoratmg her bedroom, she thought 
she had at last found something to suit her lancy — a room hung 
in tea-rose velvet, padded and reaching up to the ceiling, in the 
shape of a tent, ornamented with little silver buttons and with 
gold lace and cords. It seemed to her that this would look both 
rich and tender, a superb background to her fair skin. But the 
room, however, was merely to serve as a framework to the bed, 
a prodigy of dazzling brightness. Nana dreamed of a bed such 
as was never seen before — a throne, an altar, to which all Pans 
would come to adore hei sovereign nudity It was to be entirely 
of gold and silver, like an immense jewel, golden roses scattered 
over a silver network; at the head, a band of cupids amongst 
the flowers would be glancing down, with laughter on their 
faces, watching the voluptuous pleasures in the shadow of the 
curtains. She had consulted Labordette, who had brought two 
goldsmiths to see her. They were already preparing the draw- 
ings. The bed was to cost fifty thousand francs, and Muffat 
was to present her with it as a new year gift. 

What surprised the young woman was that in this ever-flow- 
ing river of gold she was constantly without money. Some days 
she scarcely knew what to do for want of the most ridiculous 
sums, of a few louis She had to borrow of Zoe, or else raise 
funds any way she could But before resigning heiself to ex- 
treme measures, she would sound her friends, getting out of the 
men whatever they had about them, even sous, in a jocular sort 
of way For three months past she had especially been empty- 
ing Philippe’s pockets in this manner. He now never called, 
whenever there was a crisis at hand, without leaving his purse 
behind him on leaving. Soon, becoming bolder, Nana had begun 
to ask him for loans — two hundred francs, three hundred francs, 
never more — ^for bills becoming due, or debts that could not re- 
main longer unpaid, and Philippe, who, m July, had been made 
a captain, and paymaster of his regiment, would bring the 
money on the morrow, with the excuse that he was not rich, 
for good Madame Hugon now treated her sons with singular 
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harshness At the end of three months these little loans, often 
repeated, amounted to some ten thousand francs The captain 
still laughed m his hearty, sonorous way, yet he was growing 
thin, appearing absent-minded at times, with a look of suffer- 
ing on his face, but a glance from Nana transhgured him, in a 
sort of sensual ecstasy She was very playful with him, intoxicat- 
ing him with kisses behind doors, bewitching him with sudden 
abandonments oi herself, which tied him to her petticoats the 
whole time he. was off duty. 

One night, Nana having mentioned that her name was also 
Theiese, and that her saint’s-day was on the 15th October, the 
gentlemen all sent her presents Captain Philippe brought his — 
an old Saxon china comfit-box, mounted with gold. He found 
her alone in her dressing-room, having just come out of hei 
bath, clothed only in a loose scarlet and white flannel dressing- 
gown, and very busy examining the presents spread out on a 
table She had alieady broken a scent bottle in rock crystal in 
tiyuig to take the stoppei out 

“Oh' you are too nice,’’ said she. “Whatever is it? show me. 
What a child you are to spend your money in things like this'” 

She scolded him, because he was not rich, although really 
very pleased to see him spend all he had on her, the only proof 
of love which ever touched her However, she handled the com- 
fit-box, wishing to see how it was made, opening and shutting it. 

“Take care,” he murmured; “it’s not very strong.” 

But she shrugged her shoulders. Did he think she had the 
hands of a railway porter? -And suddenly the hinge remained 
between her fingers, whilst the lid fell to the ground and broke. 
She stood lost in amazement, with her eyes fixed on the pieces. 

“Ob' It’s broken'” said she. 

Then she began to laugh. The pieces on the floor looked fun- 
ny to her. It was a nervous gaiety. She had the stupid and cruel 
laugh of a child who finds amusement in destruction Philippe 
was seized for a moment with a feeling of indignation. ’The 
wretched woman did not know what agony that trifle had cost 
him. When she saw him looking so upset, she endeavoured to 
restrain herselt 

“Anyhow, it wasn’t my fault. It was cracked. Those old 
things never keep together. It was the lid! Did you see the 
stupid way in which it fell off?” 
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And she burst out laughing again. But as the young man’s 
eyes filled with tears, in spite of his efforts to restrain them, she 
lovingly threw her arms round his neck. 

“How silly you arel I love you all the same It nothing was 
ever broken, the dealers would never sell anything It’s all made 
to be broken. Look at this fani it isn’t even stuck together^” 

She seized hold of a fan and roughly pulled it open. The silk 
tore in two. That seemed to excite her. To show that she did 
not care anything for the other presents, as she had spoilt his, 
she regaled herself with a general massacre, knocking the dif- 
ferent things about, proving, as she destroyed them all, there 
was not one of them that was solid. A glimmer lighted up her 
vacant eyes, a slight curl of her lips displayed her white teeth 
Then when all the things were m pieces, she struck the table 
with her open hands, looking very red, and laughing louder 
than ever, and stammered forth in a childish voice, 

“All gonel no more! no morel” 

Then Philippe, yielding to the intoxication, cheered up, and 
pressing against her, kissed her on the neck and bosom She 
abandoned herself to him, clinging to his shoulders, feeling so 
happy that she could not recollect having ever enjoyed herself 
so much before. And without leaving go of him, she caressing- 
ly said, 

“I say, darling; you might manage to bring me ten louis to- 
morrow It’s an awful nuisance — a baker’s bill which is worry- 
ing me.” 

He became very pale; then kissing her for a last time on the 
forehead, he merely said, 

“I will do my best.” 

A pause ensued. She was dressmg herself. He was pressmg 
his face against the window pane. At the end of a minute he 
returned to where she stood, and said slowly, 

“Nana, you ought to marry me.” 

The idea seemed so ludicrous to the young woman, that she 
could not finish fastening her petticoats 

“But, my poor fellow, you must be ill' It is because I’ve asked 
you for ten louis that you offer me your hand? Never, I love 
you too much for that. What a stupid idea to get into your 
head!” 

And, as Zoe entered the room to put madame’s boots on, they 



36 o NANA 

dropped the sub] ect The maid had at once caught sight of the 
remnants of the presents scattered over the table She asked if 
they were to be put anywhere, and madamc having said that 
they could be thrown away, she gathered them up m hei apron. 
Down m the kitchen, the servants quarrelled together as they 
shaied madame’s leavings 

That day George, in spite ot having been forbidden by Nana 
to do so, had sneaked into the house Francois had plainly 
enough seen him come in, but now the servants merely laughed 
among themselves over their mistress’s embarrassments He had 
crept into the parlour, when the sound of his brother’s voice 
arrested his advance, and, with his ear at the key-hole, he had 
heard all that had taken place — the kisses, the offer of marriage. 
A feeling of horror froze him, he went off, idiotic and with a 
sensation of emptiness in his head. It was only when he reached 
the Rue Richelieu, in his room over his mother’s, that his heart 
found relief in furious sobs This time, doubt was impossible. 
An abominable visioA kept appearing before his eyes — Nana in 
Philippe’s arms; and it seemed to him an incest. When he 
thought himself calmed, memory returned, and in a fresh fit of 
jealous rage, he threw himself on his bed, biting the sheets and 
uttering horrible oaths, which increased his passion. The rest of 
the day passed thus He complained of a headache, so as to be 
able to remain in his room. But the mght was more terrible 
still: a murderous fever shook his frame in a continuous night- 
mare. It his brother had lived in the house, he would have 
gone and stabbed him with a knife When day returned, he tried 
to reason with himself. It was he who ought to die, he would 
throw himself from the window as an omnibus passed How- 
ever, towards ten o’clock he went out, he wandered about Paris, 
rambled over the bridges, and then at last felt an invincible long- 
ing to see Nana. Perhaps with a word she would save him And 
three o’clock was striking as he entered the house in the Avenue 
de Villiers, 

Towards midday some .shocking news had quite overwhelmed 
Madame Hugon. Philippe had been in prison since the previous 
evening, accused of having stolen twelve thousand francs from 
the regimental chest. For three months past he had been em- 
bezzling small sums, hoping to replace thetn, and hiding the 
deficit by means of false accounts; and this fraud had succeeded, 
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thaaks to the negligence of the managing council. The old lady, 
crushed by her child’s crime, uttered at first a cry of rage against 
Nana. She knew of Philippe’s intimacy with the young woman 
Her sadness came from this misfortune, which was the cause 
of her remaining in Pans, through the fear of some catastrophe; 
but never had she dreaded such shame, and now she reproached 
herself for having refused him money, as though she had been 
an accomplice. Having sunk into an arm-chair, her legs, so to 
say, paralysed, she felt herself useless, incapable of doing any- 
thing, only fit to die; but the sudden thought of George con- 
soled her. George was left her — he might do something, perhaps 
save them both. Then, without asking help from anyone, de- 
sirous of hiding all this amongst themselves, she dragged hei- 
self along and ascending the stairs, fortified by the thought that 
she still had one love remaining. But the room above was empty 
The door-keeper told her that Monsieur George had gone out 
early. The signs of a second misfortune hovered about the room. 
The bed, with its torn and crumpled sheets, told an unmistak- 
able tale of anguish; a chair knocked over on the ground 
amongst some clothes, seemed to forebode death. George was 
probably at that woman’s, and Madame Hugon, with dry eyes 
and a firm step, descendecl to the staircase. She wanted her sons, 
she was going to demand them 
Ever since the morning Nana had had nothing but worry. 
First of all there was that baker, who, as early as nine o’clock 
had called with his bill, a mere nothing — a hundred and thirty- 
three francs’ worth of bread, which she had been unable to settle 
for, m the midst of her regal style of living He had called 
twenty times, exasperated at having lost the custom on the day 
he had declined to give further credit, and the servants es- 
poused his cause. Fran9ois said that madamc would never pay 
him if he did not make a great fuss; Charles talked of going up- 
stairs to get an old bill for straw settled; whilst Victorine advised 
them to wait till some gentlemen called, and to get the money 
by going to the drawing-room when he was there The servants’ 
hall was deeply interested, all the tradespeople were kept in- 
formed of what was going on There were gossipings of three 
and four hours’ duration. Madame was disrobed, pulled to 
pieces, talked about, with the rancour of idle menials bursting 
with good living. Julien, the butler, alone pretended to take 
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madame’s part She was, all the same, a fine woman, and when 
the others accused him of having enjoyed some of her favours, 
he laughed m a foppish sort of way, which put the cook beside 
herself, for she would have liked to have been a man to spit 
on such women, they disgusted her so much Franpois had ma- 
liciously left the baker waiting in the hall, without informing 
madame As she came downstairs at lunch-time, she found 
herself face to face with him She took his bill, and told him to 
call again about three o’clock Then, muttering a number of 
filthy expressions, he went off, swearing to be punctual, and to 
pay himself some way or other 

Nana made a very poor lunch, being upset by this scene. This 
time she would have to satisfy the man. On ten different oc- 
casions at least, she had put the money for him on one side; 
but somehow 01 other it had always dnbhled away — one day 
for flowers, or another day for a subsciiption for an old gen- 
darme She was, however, counting on Philippe, and was even 
surprised that he had not already been with his two hundred 
francs It was awful ill-luck. Two days before she had again 
rigged out Satin, a regular trousseau, spending nearly twelve 
hundred francs in dresses and underclothing, and she had not 
a louis left. 

Towards two o’clock, as Kana was beginning to be anxious, 
Labordette called. He brought the designs for the bedstead. It 
was a diversion, and produced a fit of joy which caused the 
young woman to forget everything else She clapped her hands, 
she danced; then, brimful of curiosity, leaning over a table in 
the parlour, she examined the drawings, which Labordette ex- 
plained to her. 

“You see, this is the boat; in the centre of a bunch of full- 
blown roses, then a garland of flowers and buds; the leaves will 
be in giecn gold and the roses m red gold. And this is the great 
design for the head— -a troop of cupids dancing in a circle against 
a silver trellis.” 

But Nana interrupted him, carried away by rapture. 

“Oh I isn’t he funny, the little one, thp one m the corner, turn- 
ing a somersault'’ And look at his saucy laugh I They’ve all got 
such wicked eyes' I say, my boy, I shall have to be careful of 
what I do before them!” 

She was in an extraordinary state of satisfied pride. The gold- 
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smiths had said that no queen ever slept on such a bedstead. 
Only theie was a slight complication Labordette showed her 
two de'iigns for the piece at the foot, the one which reproduced 
the subject of the boat and cupids, the other which was alto- 
gether a new design — a female figure representing Night en- 
veloped m her veil, which a faun was drawing aside, display- 
ing her radiant nudity He added that it she selected this sec- 
ond design, the goldsmiths intended to make the figure repre- 
senting Night like her. This idea, which was m questionable 
taste, made her turn pale with pleasure She saw herself as a 
little silver statue, the symbol of the tepid, voluptuous pleasures 
of darkness 

"Of course, you will only sit for the head and shoulders,” said 
Labordette. 

“Why.'^” asked she, coolly looking him in the face. “As it is a 
question of a work of art, I sha’n’t care a fig for the sculptor 
who copies me'” 

So It was settled. She chose the second subject also; but he 
stopped her. 

“Wait It will cost SIX thousand francs more.” 

“Wein that’s all the same to me!” cried she, bursting out 
laughing, “My little muff will pay'” 

It was thus she called Count Muffat now amongst her inti- 
mate acquaintances, and the gentlemen never asked after him 
otherwise than as, “Did you see your little muff last night.? Ah' 
I thought I should have found the little muff here'” A simple 
familiarity which, however, she did not as yet allow herself to 
make use of in his presence 

Labordette rolled up the drawings as he gave her some final 
information: the goldsmiths engaged to deliver the bedstead in 
two months’ time, towards the 25th December; the very next 
week a sculptor would come to make the rough model for the 
figure of Night. As she walked with him to the stairs, Nana 
remembered the baker, and said suddenly, 

“By the way, do you happen to have ten louis about you?” 

One of Labordette’s principles, and which he found invalu- 
able, was never to lend money to women. He always gave the 
same answer, 

“No, my girl; I’m quite stumped. But would you like me 
to call on your little muff?” 
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She refused; it was useless. Two days before she had got five 
thousand francs out of the count Following Labordette, though 
It was scaicely half-past two when he called, the baker reap- 
peared, and he roughly seated himself on a bench in the hall,, 
swearing very loud’. The young woman was listening to him up 
on the first floor She turned pale, she suffered especially at heal- 
ing up there the secret ]oy of the servants They were splitting 
their sides with laughing in the kitchen The coachman looked 
on from the yard, Francois passed across the hall without any 
necessity, and then went and told the otheis how things were 
progressing, after bestowing a chuckle of intelligence on the 
baker. They did not care a straw for madame, the walls seemed 
bursting with the sounds of their mirth She felt heiselE all 
alone, despised by her ser\anls, who spied on her and bespat- 
tered hei with then filthy pkes. Then as she had had an idea 
of borrowing the hundred and thirty-three francs from Zoe, 
she gave it up She already owed her some money; she was too 
proud to risk a refusal. So strong an emotion possessed her that 
she returned to her bedroom, saying aloud, 

“Never mind, my girl; only depend upon yourself. Your 
body’s youi own, and it’s best to make use of it rather' than to 
submit to an insult.” 

And without even iinging for Zoe, she hastily dressed heiself 
to go to old Tricon’s. It was her supreme resource m the hours 
of great distress. Very much asked for, always required by the 
old woman, she refused or accepted, according to her wants; and 
the days, which were becoming more and more frequent, when 
she suffered from any embarrassment in her royal career, she 
was always sure of finding twenty-five louis awaiting her there. 
She would go to old Tiicon’s in the easy style gamed by habit, 
the same as poor people go to the pawn-shop. 

But on leaving her bedroom, she ran up against George, 
standing m the middle of the parlour. She did not notice his 
wax-hke paleness, the dull light in his wide open eyes. She ut- 
tered a sigh of relief. 

“Ah! you’ve come from your brother'*” 

“No,” said the youngster, turning paler still. 

Then she made a gesture of despair. What did he want? 
Why was he standing in front of her? Come, she was in a 
hurry; and she passed him. Then letracing her steps, she asked, 
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“Have you any money with you?” 

“No.” 

“It’s true— 'how stupid of me' Never a thing, not even the six 
sous for their omnibus Mamma won’t What men I” 

And she was hurrying off, but he stopped her He wished 
to speak to her She, excited, kept saying that she had not time, 
when with a Word he made her leave off 

“Listen, I know you are going to many my brother.” 

Well, that was comic. She dropped into a chair to laugh at 
her ease. 

“Yes,” continued the youngster; “and I will not have it. It is 
I whom you must marry. That is why I have come ” 

“Eh, what? you also?” she exclaimed “Is it then a family 
complaint? But, never I What an ideal Did I ever ask you to do 
such a disgraceful thing? ' Neither the one nor the other — 
never!” 

Then George’s face brightened up. He might by chance have 
been mistaken. He resumed, “Then swear to me that you are 
not my brother’s mistress.” 

“Ah I you’re becoming a confounded nuisance i” said Nana, 
rising to her feet, impatient to be off. “It’s funny for a minute, 
but I tell you I’m m a hurry I I’m your bi other’s mistress when 
I choose to be. Do you keep me — do you pay heie, that you 
come and call me to account? Yes, I’m your brother’s mistress.” 

He had seized her arm, and squeezed it almost enough to 
break it, as he stammered out, “Don’t say that — don’t say 
that — ” 

With a slap she freed herself. 

“He’s whipping me now I the young monkey I My little fel- 
low, you must be off, and at once too. I’ve let you be here 
through kindness It’s just so, howevci wide you may open your 
eyesl You didn’t expect, I suppose, to have me for your mamma 
until the day of my death. I’ve something better to do than to 
nurse brats.” 

He listened to her in an agony which stiffened his limbs and 
left him powerless. Each word stabbed him to the heart, with a 
blow so hard that he felt it was killing him. She, not even notic- 
ing his suffering, continued, happy at being able to vent herself 
on him for all her worries of the morning. 

“It’s just the same with your brother; he’s a nice one, he is I 
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He promised me two hundred francs. Ah, well! I may wait 
forever for him. It’s not that I caie about his money I Not 
enough to pay for my pomades But he’s left me m a fix' Now 
would you like to know-’ Well through your brother’s fault, 
Fm going out to earn twenty-five louis from another man ” 
Then, in a state of bewilderment, he stood betoie the door; 
and he cried, and implored, clasping his hands together, and 
muttering, “Oh, nol oh, no'” 

“Well, I’m willing,” said she “Have you the money?” 

No, he had not got the money He would have given his life 
to have had it. Never before had he felt so miserable, so useless, 
such a child All his poor body, shaken with sobs, expressed a 
grief so great that she ended by seeing it and feeling for him 
She pushed him gently on one side 
“Come, ducky, let me pass; you must Be leasonable. You’re 
a baby, and it was all very nice for a week, but to-day I must 
attend to my aflairs. Think it over now Your brother, too, is a 
man I don’t say with him — ^Ahl do me a kindness; don’t men- 
tion to him anything of all this He has no need to know where 
I’m going. I always say too much when I’m angry.” 

She laughed. Then, putting her arms round him and kissing 
him on the forehead, she added, 

“Good-bye, baby, it’s over, all over, you undeistand. Now, 
I’m off.” 

And she left him. He was standing m the centre of the par- 
lour. The last words sounded like a knell in his ears, “It’s over, 
all over”, and the ground seemed to open beneath his feet. In 
the vacuum of his brain, the man who was awaiting Nana had 
disappeared; Philippe alone remained, continually m the wom- 
an’s bare arms She did not deny it, she certainly loved him, as 
she wished to spare him the grief of knowing her to be un- 
faithful. It was over, all over. He drew a long breath, he gazed 
around the room, choked by a weight that was crushing him. 
Recollections returned to bm one by one — the merry nights at 
La Mignotte, hours of love during which he thought himself 
her child, then voluptuous pleasures snatched in that very room. 
And never, never more' He was too little, he had not grown 
quick enough, Philippe had taken his place, because he had a 
beard. So, it was the end, he could no longer live. His vice 
had become full of an infinite tenderness, of a sensual adoration. 
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m which his whole being wa\ centred. Then, ho\V could he 
forget, when his brother would reinam there— his brother, who 
was of the same blood, another self whose pleasure drove him 
mad with jealousy ? It was the end, he wished to die 

All the doors were left open as the servants noisily scuttled 
about, they having seen madame go out on foot Downstairs, 
on the bench m the hall, the baker was laughing with Charles 
and Fran9ois. As Zoe crossed the parlour at a run, she ap- 
peared surprised at seeing George, and asked him if he was 
waiting for madame. Yes, he was waiting for her, he had for- 
gotten to tell her something And, when he was again alone, 
he ferreted about. Finding nothing better, he took from the 
dressing-room a pair of sharply pointed scissors, which Nana 
was continually using, cutting her hangnails and little hairs 
with them. 

Then, for an hour, he waited patiently, his hand in his pocket, 
his fingers nervously clutching the scissors. 

“Here’s madame,” said Zoe, coming back; she had probably 
been watching for her out of the bedroom window. 

More scuttling about was heard in the house, and sounds of 
laughter died away as doors weie closed. George heard Nana 
pay the baker and utter a few brief words Then she came up 
the stairs. " 

“Whatl you’re still herel” said she, as she caught sight of 
him. “Ah I we shall have a row, my little man I” 

He followed her whilst she moved towards the bedroom. 

“Nana, will you marry me?” 

But she shrugged her shoulders. It was too absurd, she did 
not answer. Her idea was to bang the door in his face. 

“Nana, will you marry me?” 

She slammed the door. With one hand he opened it, whilst 
he withdrew the other hand holding the scissors from his 
pocket. And, simply, with one violent blow, he thrust them 
into his chest. 

Nana, however, had had a feeling that something terrible 
was going, to happen. She turned round. When she saw him 
strike himself, she was seized with indignation. 

“But he’s cracked^ he’s cracked! And with my scissors too' 
Will you leave off, you wicked child' Ah' good heavens— ah! 
good heavens!” 
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She was'seized with fear. The youngster, fallen on his knees, 
had struck himself a second blow, which had laid him flat on 
the carpet. He blocked the threshold of the bedroom. Then 
she became quite bewildered, she shouted with all her might, 
not daring to step over that body, which shut her in and pre- 
vented her running for help 

“Zoel Zoe! come quick. Make him leave off It’s absurd, a 
child like that I He’s killing himself now' and in my house, too’ 
Did anyone ever see such a thing'’” 

He frightened her. He was all white, and his eyes were 
closed. The wound scarcely bled at all, there was only a little 
blood which trickled from under the waistcoat. She had nerved 
herself to pass over the body, when an apparition caused her to 
draw back. Opposite to her, by the open door of the parlour, 
she beheld an old lady advancing, and she recognized Madame 
Hugon, terrified, unable to account for her presence She con- 
tinued to step back; she still wore her bonnet and gloves Her 
terror became such that she attempted to defend herself in a 
heS'itating voice. 

“Mai^ame, it was not I, I swear to you. He wanted to marry 
me, I said ‘no,’ and he’s killed himself.” 

Mada^ne Hugon slowly approached, dressed in black, with 
her paid face and white hair In the carriage the thought of 
George (had left her, and Philippe’s sin had alone occupied her 
mind Perhaps that woman could give some explanations to 
the judges which might cause them to be more lenient; and 
her intention was to implore her to bear witness m her son’s 
favour. Dbwnstairs the doors of the mansion wHe wide open. 
She hesitated at the staircase, with her poor legs, when, sudden- 
ly, shouts of fear had directed her steps. Then, upstairs, she 
beheld a man lying on the floor, his shirt stained with blood 
It was George — it was her other child. 

Nana kept repeating, in an idiotic way: “He wanted to marry 
me. I said ‘no,’ and he’s killed himself.” 

Without a cry, Madame Hugon stooped down. Yes, it was 
the other one, it was George. The one dishonoured, the other 
dead. It did not surprise her, in the downfall of her whole ex- 
istence. Kneeling on the carpet, ignoring the place where she 
was, noticing no one, she looked fixedly in George’s face, she 
listened with a hand upon his heart Suddenly she uttered a 
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faint sigh. She had felt his heart beat. Then she raised her 
head, examined the room and the woman, and seemed to rec- 
ollect A fire lighted up her vacant eyes. She was so grand 
and so terrible that Nana trembled as she continued to defend 
herself, over that corpse which separated them 

“I swear to you, madame — ^if his brother was here, he could 
explain ” 

“His brother is a thief, he is in prison,” said the mother 
harshly. 

Nana remained transfixed, gasping for breath. But why 
all that? The other had robbed — they were mad then, in that 
family I She ceased struggling, no longer seeming to be in her 
own house, but leaving Madame Hugon to give her own ordeis. 
Some of the servants had at last hastened to the spot; the old 
lady insisted on having George, insensible as he was, taken to 
her carriage. She would remove him fioni that house, though 
It killed him. Nana, with a stupefied gaze, watched the seiv- 
ants carrying that poor Zizi by his legs and shoulders. The 
mother followed behind, quite exhausted now, leaning on the 
fuimture, as though sunk into the nothingness of all she loved. 
On the landing she sighed and turning round, said twice, 

“Ah I you have done us much harml You have done us much 
harm^” 

That was all. Nana seated herself, in her stupor, with her 
gloves still on her hands, and her bonnet on her head. The 
house relapsed into a dull silence, the carriage had just gone 
ofl; and she remained immovable, without an idea, her head all 
buzzing with what had just transpired. A quarter of an hour 
later, Count Muflat found her in the same place But then 
she eased herself with a great flow of words, telling hiin of the 
misfortune, repeating twenty times the same details, picking up 
the scissors smeared with blood, to imitate Zizi’s gesture when 
he stabbed himself. And she seemed especially anxious to prove 
her innocence. 

“Come now, darling, was it my fault? If you were Justice, 
would you condemn mep I never told Philippe to steal, that’s 
very certain, any more than 1 drove this poor fellow to kill 
himself In all this. I’m the most miserable, They come and 
make fools of themselves here; they cause me a great deal of 
,pain. I’m treated like a wretch of a woman.” 
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And she burst out crying Fler nerves were highly unstrung, 
which rendeied her weak and doleful, and deeply moved with 
an immense sorrow 

“You, too, you don’t seem very pleased Ask 2oc, now, if I’m 
at all to blame. Zoe, speak; explain to the count — ” 

For some lew minutes the maid, having fetched from the 
dressing-room a towel and a basin of water, had been rubbing 
the carpet to get rid oi a stain of blood, v.^hilst it was still wet. 
“Oh, sirl” she declaied, “madame is quite broken-hearted I” 
Muflat was greatly aflected, feeling stunned by the drama, 
his thoughts full of that mother weeping for her two children 
He knew her great heart; he saw her in her widow’s weeds, 
pining away all alone at Les Fondettes But Nana’s despair in- 
creased Now, the picture of Zizi, lying on the floor, with a 
red spot on his shirt, put her quite beside herself 
“He was so pretty, so gentle, so caressing! Ah! you know, 
ducky, it’s so much the worse if you don’t like it. I loved him, 
the baby! I can’t control myself, it’s stronger than I am. And 
then It can’t matter to you now. He is no longer here. You 
have what you wanted, you may be quite sure of never catching 
us together again.” 

This last idea ovci whelmed him with such regret that he 
ended by trying to console her. She must bear up. She was 
right; it was not her fault. But she stopped him to say, 
“Listen, you must run and bring me news of him. At once! 
I insist!” 

He took his hat and went off to obtain news of George. 
When he returned, at the end of three quarters of an hour, he 
beheld Nana leaning out of the window anxiously awaiting 
him; and he called to her from the pavement that the little fel- 
low was not dead, and that they even hoped to save his life. 
Then she changed at once to a great joy. She sang, danced, 
and thought life beautiful. Zoe, however, was not satisfied with 
her cleansing She kept looking at the stain, and saying each 
time she passed, 

“You know, madame, it hasn’t gone away.” 

And in fact, as it dried, the stain appeared a pale red on one 
of the white ornaments ol the carpet. It was on the very 
threshold of the room, like a line of blood barring the way 
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“Bah I” said Nana, happy once more, “the footsteps will wear 
It aw^iy ” 

By the morrow Count Muffat had also forgotten the incident. 
When in the cab on the way to the Rue Richelieu, he had sworn 
never to return to that woman. Heaven gave him a warning. 
He looked on Philippe’s and George’s calamity as foreboding 
his own rum. But neither the spectacle of Madame Hugon in 
tears, nor the sight of the youth consumed with fever, had had 
the power to make him keep his oath; and from the short mo- 
ment of emotion caused by the drama, all that remained to him 
was the secret )oy of being rid of a rival, whose charming youth 
had always exasperated him. He now experienced an exclusive 
passion, one of those passions of men who have no youth. He 
loved Nana with a necessity always to know that she was his 
alone — to hear her, to touch her, to be under the influence of 
her breath. It was an attachment which had got beyond the 
mere gratification of his senses, and had reached the purer feel- 
ing — an anxious afiection, jealous of the past, dreaming at times 
of redemption, of pardon bestowed, both of them kneeling be- 
fore God the Father. Each day religion regained some of its 
ascendency over him. He again practised going to confession 
and communicating, struggling unceasingly, mingling his re- 
morse with the joys of sin and of penitence. Then, his spiritual 
director having permitted him to wear out his passion, he had 
made a habit of that daily damnation, which he redeemed by 
bursts of faith, full of a devout humility He very naively of- 
fered to heaven, as an expiatory sufiering, the abominable tor- 
ment he endured. This torment continued to increase. It raised 
his calvary of a believer, of a grave and profound heart, fallen 
into the mad sensuality of a courtesan. What caused him the 
most agony were the continual infidelities of that woman, for he 
could not accustom himself to share with others, failing to un- 
derstand her stupid infatuations. He longed for an eternal 
love, ever the same. Yet, she had sworn to be faithful, and he 
paid her for that; but he felt that she lied, unable to guard her- 
self, giving herself to her fnends and the passers-by, like some 
good animal born to live in a state of nakedness. 

One morning that he observed Foucarmont leaving her house 
at a father peculiar hour, he sought an explanation. She at once 
flew into a passion, tired of his jealousy She had already, on 
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several occasions, been very nice. For instance, the night when 
he had caught her with George she had been the first to make 
It up, admitting her lault, loading him with caresses and pretty 
words, to help him get over it, but at length he bored her with 
his obstinacy in not understanding women, and she roughly 
said, 

“Weld yes, I’ve been Foucarmont’s mistress. What next? Ehl 
that puts your hair out of curl, my little muff I” 

It was the first time she called him “little muff” to his face. 
He remained bursting with rage at the brazenness of her 
avowal, and, as he clinched his fists, she walked towards him, 
and looked him straight in the face. 

“Now, that’s enough, do you hear? If it doesn’t please you, 
just oblige me by going off. I won’t have you kicking up a row 
in my house. Understand that I intend to be free to do as I 
like, When a man pleases me. I’ll have him here. Exactly, 
that’s what I mean. And you must make up your mind at 
once, yes or no, the door is open.” 

She had gone and opened the door. He did not go. So now 
It became her way of attaching him to her all the more; for 
nothing at all, at the least quarrel, she gave him his choice, ac- 
companied by some of the most abominable reflections Ah, 
well! she would always be able to find someone better than he, 
she had only too many people to choose from, one could pick 
up men outside, as many as one wanted, and fellows who were 
not such ninnies as he, whose blood boiled in their veins. He 
bowed his head, he waited for better times, when she would be 
in want of money; then she became caressing, and he forgot 
everything — a night of love compensated for the tortures of a 
weeL His reconciliation with his wife had made his home un- 
bearable. The countess, cast off by Fauchery, who was once 
more completely under Rose’s influence, sought forgetfulness in 
other amours, in the attack of the feverish anxiety of her forty 
years, ever nervous, and filling the house with the exasperating 
commotion of her mode of living. Since her marriage, Estelle 
no longer saw her father. This skinny and insignificant look- 
ing girl had suddenly developed into a woman with an iron 
wdl so absolute that Daguenet trembled before her; now he ac- 
companied her to church, converted, and furious with his father- 
in-law, who was ruining them With an abandoned female. M. 
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Venot alone remained affectionate towards the count, whilst 
biding his time. He had even succeeded in gaming access to 
Nana, he frequented the two houses, wheic one often came 
across his continual smile behind the doors And Mullat, miser- 
able in his own home, driven from thence by dulness and 
shame, preferred rather to live amidst the insults of the Avenue 
de Villiers. 

Soon, only one question remained between Nana and the 
count; that of money. One day, after foimally promising to 
bring ten thousand francs, he had daied to present himself at 
the appointed time empty-handed. For the previous two days, 
she had beefi exciting him with endless caresses Such a break- 
ing of his word, so many endearing little ways wasted, threw 
her into abusive rage. She became quite white. 

“Eh! you’ve no money? Then, my little muff, return to 
whence you came, and quicker than that tool What a sordid 
wretch! and he was going to kiss met No money, no anything! 
you understand!” 

He entered into some explanations. He would have the 
money the day after the morrow. But she interrupted him 
violently 

“And my bills that are coming due! They’ll seize my good.?, 
w'hilst his lordship comes here on tick Now, just look at your- 
self! Do you think I love you for yourself? When one has a mug 
like yours, one pays the women who aie willing to put up with 
you. Damnation' if you don’t bring me the ten thousand francs 
to-night, you sha’n’t even so much as suck the tip of ray little 
finger. Really! I must send you back to your wife'” 

That night he brought the ten thousand francs Nana held 
out her lips. He took a long kiss, which consoled him for his 
day of agony. What annoyed die young woman was always 
having him attached to her skirts. She complained to M. Venot, 
imploring him to take her little muff to the countess. Their 
reconciliation did not appear to have been of much use and she 
regretted having had anything to do with it, as he was forever 
at her back The days when, blinded by anger, she forgot her 
interests, she swore to play him such a dirty trick that he would 
never again be able to come near her. But while she black- 
guarded him, slapping her thighs meanwhile— -she might even 
have spat in his face — he wmuld have lemaincd and thanked 
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several occasions, been very nice. For instance, the night when 
he had caught her with George she had been the first to make 
it up, admitting her fault, loading him with caresses and pretty 
words, to help him get over it, but at length he bored her with 
his obstinacy in not understanding women, and she roughly 
said, 

“Well' yes, I’ve been Foucarmont’s mistress. What next.? Ehl 
that puts your hair out of curl, my little mufft” 

It was the first time she called him “little muf!” to his face. 
He remained bursting with rage at the brazenness of her 
avowal, and, as he clinched his fists, she walked towards him, 
and looked him straight in the face 

“Now, that’s enough, do you hear? If it doesn’t please you, 
just oblige me by going off. I won’t have you kicking up a row 
in my house. Understand that I intend to be free to do as I 
like. When a man pleases me. I’ll have him here. Exactly, 
that’s what I mean And you must make up your mind at 
once: yes or no, the door is open ” 

She had gone and opened the door. He did not go. So now 
it became her way of attaching him to her all the more; for 
nothing at all, at the least quarrel, she gave him his choice, ac- 
companied by some of the most abominable reflections Ah, 
well! she would always be able to find someone better than he, 
she had only too many people to choose from, one could pick 
up men outside, as many as one wanted, and fellows who were 
not such ninnies as he, whose blood boiled in their veins. He 
bowed his head, he waited for better times, when she would be 
in want of money, then she became caressing, and he forgot 
everything — a night of love compensated for the tortures of a 
week. His reconciliation with his wife had made his home un- 
bearable. The countess, cast off by Fauchcry, who was once 
more completely under Rose’s influence, sought forgetfulness m 
other amours, m the attack of the feverish anxiety of her forty 
years, ever nervous, and filling the house with the exasperating 
commotion of her mode of living. Since her marriage, Estelle 
no longer saw her father. This skinny and insignificant look- 
ing girl had suddenly developed into a woman with an iron 
will so absolute that Dagucnct trembled before her; now he ac- 
companied her to church, converted, and furious with his father- 
in-law, who was ruining them With an abandoned female. M. 
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Venot alone lemained affectionate towards the count, whilst 
biding his time. He had even succeeded m gaming access to 
Nana, he frequented the two houses, wheie one often came 
acioss his continual smile behind the doors And Muffat, miser- 
able in his own home, driven from thence by dulness and 
shame, preferred rather to live amidst the insults of the Avenue 
de Villiers. 

Soon, only one question remained between Nana and the 
count, that of money, One day, after iormally promising to 
bring ten thousand francs, he had dared to present himself at 
the appointed time empty-handed. For the pievious two days, 
she had beeh exciting him with endless caresses. Such a break- 
ing of his word, so many endearing little ways wasted, threw 
her into abusive rage. She became quite white, 

“Eh! you’ve no money? Then, my little muff, return to 
whence you came, and quicker than that too^ What a sordid 
wretchl and he was going to kiss me! No money, no anything! 
you understand 

He entered into some explanations He would have the 
money the day after the morrow. But she interrupted him 
violently 

“And my bills that are coming duel They’ll seize my goods, 
whilst his lordship comes here on tick Now, just look at your- 
self! Do you think I love you for yourself? When one has a mug 
like yours, one pays the women who are willing to put up with 
you Damnation! if you don’t bring me the ten thousand francs 
to-night, you sha’n’t even so much as suck the tip of my little 
finger. Really! I must send you back to your wife!” 

That night he brought the ten thousand francs. Nana held 
out her lips. He took a long kiss, which consoled him for his 
day of agony. What annoyed the young woman was always 
having him attached to her skirts. She complained to M. Venot, 
imploring him to take her little muff to the countess. Their 
reconciliation did not appear to have been of much use and she 
regretted having had anything to do wnth it, as he was forever 
at her back. The days when, blinded by anger, she forgot her 
interests, she swore to play him such a dirty trick that he would 
never again be able to come near her. But while she black- 
guarded him, slapping her thighs meanwhile — she might even 
have spat in his face — he would have lemamed and thanked 
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her. Then they had continual quarrels about money. She 
roughly demanded it. She abused him in legard to the most 
miserable sums, odiously greedy every minute, delighting in 
cruelly telling him that she only tolerated him for his money 
and for nothing else, that she didn’t care for him, that she 
loved another, and that she was very unfortunate in having to 
do with such an idiot as he’ They did not even want to have 
him any longer at court, where there was a talk of request- 
ing him to send m his resignation. The Empress had said, “He 
is too disgusting.” That was very true. And Nana always re- 
peated the words as a parting shot m their quarrels. 

“Really' you are too disgusting'” * 

She no longer put the least constraint upon herself now, she 
had regained complete liberty. Every day she took her drive 
m the Bois round the lake, forming acquaintances there which 
became more intimate elsewhere. It was the great angling 
match for men, the baiting in the full light of day, the hooking 
by illustrious harlots, beneath the smile of toleration and the 
dazzUng luxury of Pans. Duchesses drew each other’s atten- 
tion to her, the wives of wealthy tradesmen copied her bonnets; 
at times her landau, when striving to pass, would arrest a long 
string of grand equipages, containing financiers holding all Eu- 
rope in their cash-boxes, and ministers whose big fingers were 
half throttling France; and she formed a part of this world of 
the Bois. She occupied an important position there, known by 
the people of every capital, greatly in demand with all foreign- 
ers, adding the mad fit of her debauchery to the splendours of 
that crowd like the very glory and keen enjoyment of a nation. 
Then the intimacies of a night— mere birds of passage, of which 
she herself lost all recollection on the morrow — would take her 
to the grand restaurants, often to the Cafe de Madrid, when the 
weather was fine. All the staff of the embassies defiled there, 
she dined with Lucy Stewart, who murdered the French lan- 
guage, and who paid to be amused, taking the girls at so much 
an evening, with instructions to them to be funny, while they 
themselves were so sick of everything and so worn out that they 
never even touched them. And the girls called it going on the 
spree. They returned home delighted at having been treated 
with such disdain, and finished the night with some lover of 
their choice. 
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Count Muffat pretended to be ignorant of these goings on, 
when Nana did not tell him of them herself. He sufiered, too, 
a great deal from the disgraces of his daily existence. The 
mansion in the Avenue de Villiers was becoming a regular hell, 
a madhouse in which sudden crazes at all hours of the day led 
to the most odious scenes. Nana had arrived at the point of 
battling with her servants. At one time she was especially 
good to Charles, the coachman. Whenever she stopped at a 
restaurant, she sent him out refreshments by the waiteis; she 
would talk to him from inside hei landau, highly amused, 
thinking him very funny as he roundly abused the other drivers 
whenever there was a block in the street. Then, without rhyme 
or reason, she completely changed and treated him as a fool. 
She was always wrangling about the straw, the bran, and the 
oats, in spite of her love for animals, she considered that her 
horses ate too much. So at length, one setding day, as she ac- 
cused him of robbing her, Charles flew into a passion, and 
bluntly called her_ a strumpet; for horses, anyhow, were worth 
more than she, they did not let everyone muck them about. 
She retorted in a similar style, and the count was obliged to' 
separate them and turn the coachman off the premises. , 

But this was only the beginning of a general stampede of the 
servants. Victorine and Francois went off, after the discovery 
of a robbery of diamonds Even Julien disappeared, and a story 
was circulated that the count had implored him to go, giving 
him at the same time a large sum of money, because madame 
had taken a great fancy to him Every week fresh faces were 
seen in the servants’ hall. Never had there been such waste; 
the house was like a passage through which the scum of the 
servants’ registry-ofEces defiled in a massacring gallop. Zoe 
alone kept her place, with hjer neat look and her only anxiety 
of organising the disorder, so long as she had not saved sufS,- 
cient to settle down on her own account, a plan which she had 
been working at for a long time past. 

And yet those were only the avowable cares. The count bore 
with Madame Maloir’s stupidity, playing at bezique with her, 
in spite of her rank odour Fie put up with Madame Lerat 
and her cackling, and with little Louis and his doleful com- 
plaints of a child devoured by disease— some putrefaction be- 
queathed by an unknown father. But he had to endure other 
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things far worse. One night, behind a door, he had heard Nana 
furiously telling her maid that a pretended rich man had just 
taken her in. Yes, a handsome fellow, who said he was Amer- 
ican, and owned gold mines in his own country — a mean vaga- 
bond who had gone off whilst she was asleep, without leaving 
a sou behind, and even caking a packet of cigarette papers away 
with him; and the count, very pale, had crept downstairs again 
on tiptoe, so that he might feign ignorance of the occurrence. 
On another occasion he was obliged to be aware of everything. 
Nana, infatuated with a singer at a music-hall, and forsaken 
by him, wanted to commit suicide in a fit of a gloomy senti- 
mentality She swallowed a glass of water in which she had 
soaked a handful of matches, and was horribly ill in conse- 
quence, but did not die The count had to nurse her and listen 
to the story of her passion intermingled With tears and oaths 
never to care for men again. In her contempt for the pigs, as 
she called them, she could not, however, keep her heart free, 
having always some sweetheart about hei skirts, and indulging 
in the most inexplicable caprices, through the depraved tastes 
of her wearied body 

Since Zoe relaxed her supervision to meet her own ends, the 
good management of the household had disappeared to the 
extent that Muflat dared not open a door, draw a curtain, or 
look into a cupboard The machinery no longer worked. 
Gentlemen were hanging about everywhere, at every minute 
they were knocking up against each other. Now, he invariably 
coughed before entering a room, having almost found the young 
woman with her arms round Francis’s neck one evening that 
he had left the dressing-room for a couple of minutes to order 
the carriage, whilst the hairdresser was giving a few finishing 
touches to madame’s hair. It vyas forever sudden abandon- 
ments behind his back— pleasures snatched in odd corners, 
quickly, and in her chemise or in her most gorgeous costumes, 
with whoever happened to be with her. Then delighted with 
her robbery, she would rejoin him, looking very red in the 
face. With him there would have been no pleasure; he was 
such an abominable nuisance! 

In the agony of his jealousy, the unhappy man had reached 
the state of feeling easy whenever he left Nana and Satin alone 
together. He would have encouraged her in this connection 
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for the sake of keeping the men away But on this side also 
eveiything went wrong Nana deceived Satin, the same as she 
deceived the count, having a rage for the most monstrous crazes, 
picking up girls from the street corners. When returning home 
in her caiiiage, she would at times become enamoured of some 
strumpet caught sight o{ on the pavement, her senses inflamed, 
her imagination kindled, and she would take the woman with 
her, then pay hei and send her away. At othei times, disguised 
as a man, she would frequent houses of ill repute, and witness 
spectacles of debauchery, which helped her to forget her weari- 
ness, and Satin, annoyed at being continually forsaken, would 
disturb the house with the most atrocious scenes She had ended 
by gaming complete mastery over Nana, who respected her 
MuSat even thought of allying himself with her When he 
did not dare to do anything himself, he would set Satin to 
work. Twice she had made her darling take him back, whilst 
he showed himself very obliging, giving her a word of warning 
or making himself scarce at the least sign. Only the under- 
standing did not last long, for Satin too was cracked On cer- 
tain days she would smash everything, feeling half dead, min- 
ing what little health she had left in excesses of anger or of 
dissipation, looking pretty though, in spite of all. Zoe probably 
set her off; for she took her into corners, as though she wished 
to gam her over in the interests of that grand business of hers, 
that plan of which she had never yet spoken to anyone. 

Singular fits of revolt, however, still took possession of Count 
Muffat. He who had tolerated Satin fqr months past, who had 
ended by accepung strangers, all that troop of men galloping 
through Nana’s bedroom, became enraged at the idea of being 
deceived by any of his friends, or even acquaintances. When 
she owned to him her intimacy with Foucarmont, he suffered 
so much, he considered the young man’s treachery so abomi- 
nable, that he wished to provoke him to a duel. As he did not 
know whom to ask to be his seconds in such an affair, he con- 
sulted Labordette. The latter was so astounded, that he could 
not refrain from laughing. 

“A duel about Nanai But, dear sir, all Pans would laugh 
at you. No one could fight for Nana; it would be too ridicu- 
lous,” 
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The count became very pale He made a violent gesture. 
“Then I will strike him, m the street before every one ” 

For an hour Labordette had to reason with him A blow 
would make the story odious, by the evening every one would 
know the real cause of the meeting— he would be the laughing- 
stock of the newspapeis. And Labordette kept returning to 
this conclusion 

“Impossible, it would be too ridiculousl” 

Each time tliese words fell upon Muffat sharp and clean 
like the blow of a knife. He could not even fight for the 
woman he loved, every one would split their sides with laugh- 
ing. Never before had he so painfully felt the misery of his 
love, that solemn feeling of his heart lost in that feeling of 
pleasure. This was his last revolt, he let himself be convinced. 
From that time he assisted at the procession of his friends, of 
all the men who lived there in the privacy of the mansion. 

In a few months Nana devoured them greedily, one after the 
other. The increasing requirements of her luxury whetted her 
appetite, she cleaned a man out with the craunch of her teeth 
First, she had Foucarmont, who did not last a fortnight. He 
had dreamed of leaving the navy In. ten years of seafaring life 
he had saved some thirty thousand francs, which he wanted to 
risk in the United States; and his prudent and even miserly 
instincts were silenced — he gave all, even bs signature to ac- 
commodation bills, thus affecting his future. When Nana 
turned him adrift, he was penniless. However, she showed 
herself very kind-hearted — she advised him to return to his ship. 
What was the use of being obstinate j* As he had no money 
left, he could not possibly remain with her. He ought to un- 
derstand that ’and be reasonable. A ruined man fell from her 
hands like ripe fruit, to rot on the earth all by himself. 

Next, Nana tackled Steiner without disgust, but also without 
love She called him a dirty Jew. She seemed to be gratifying 
an old hatred which she could not very well explain to herself. 
He was fat, he was stupid, and she turned him about, taking 
double mouthfuls, wishing to have done with the Prussian all 
the quicker. He had given up Simone His Bosphorus specu- 
lation was already in jeopardy. Nana hastened his downfall 
by the most lavish expenditure. For a month still he strug- 
gled, perforjmng miracles. He covered Europe with a colossal 
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publicity — ^posters, advertisements, prospectuses — and extracted 
money horn the most distant countries All those savings, the 
louis of the speculators the same as the sous of the poor people, 
were swallowed up in the Avenue de Villiers He had also 
gone into partnership with an iron-founder in Alsace. There 
were there, in a corner of the country, workmen black with coal 
dust, bathed with perspiration, who, night and day, tightened 
their muscles and heard their bones crack, to supply the means 
for Nana’s pleasures. She devoured all like a great fire — the 
thefts at the Bourse, the earnings of labour. 

This time she finished Steiner. She returned him to the 
pavement, sucked to the bone, so emptied that he remained 
even incapable of inventing a fresh roguery In the collapse 
of his banking establishment he went crazy; he trembled at 
the name of the Police He was made a bankrupt; and the 
mere word “money” bewildered him, threw him into a childish 
state of embarrassment — he who had handled millions. One 
evening when with her, he burst out crying. He asked her to 
lend him a hundred francs to pay his servant; and Nana, 
affected and amused by this ending of the terrible old man who 
for twenty years past had been skimming the Paris market, 
brought him the money, saying, 

“You know, I give ’em you because it’s funny, but listen, my 
little man, you’re not of an age for me to keep you. You must 
seek some other occupation.” 

■ Then Nana at once started on LaFaloise. He had for a 
long time been soliciting the honour of being ruined by her, so 
as to be a perfect swell That was what he was in want of; 
he must have a woman to bring him out. In two months Pans 
would know hmi, and he would read his own name in all the 
newspapers. Six weeks suflSced. His inheritance consisted of 
landed estates, fields, pastures, woods, and farms. He had to 
sell them rapidly,, one after the other. At every bite Nana 
devoured an acre. The foliage frizzling beneath the sun, the 
rich ripe corn, the golden vines in September, the tall grass in 
which the cows buried themselves up to their shoulders— all 
went as though engulfed in some abyss; and there were also a 
stream, a lime quarry, and three windmills which disappeared. 
' Nana passed like an invading army— like one of those clouds 
of locusts whose flight destroys a whole province similar to a 
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flame of fire. She burnt the earth wherever she placed her tiny 
foot. Farm after farm, meadow after meadow, she nibbled up 
the inheritance in her pretty way, without even noticing what 
she was about, just the same as she would craunch up a bag of 
burnt almonds, placed on her knees, between her meals. It was 
a matter of no consequence, they were merely sweeties But 
one night there only remained a small wood. She swallowed it 
with a disdainful air, for it was really not worth the trouble of 
opening one’s mouth for 

La Faloise laughed in an idiotic way as he sucked the knob 
of his walking-stick. Debts were crushing him down, he no 
longer possessed a hundred francs of income He saw himself 
obliged to go back to the country and live with a maniacal 
uncle. But that did not matter, he was a swell. The “Figaro” 
had twice printed his name, and with his skinay neck rising 
out of his collar slightly turned down in front, his waist en- 
cased in a waistcoat a great deal too tight, he swaggered about, 
uttering exclamations like a parrot, and affecting the languors 
of a wooden puppet that has never had an emotion. Nana, 
whom he irritated immensely, ended by beating him. 

Fauchery, however, had returned, brought by his cousin. 
The unfortunate Fauchery at this time had become quite a 
family man. After breaking off with the countess, he found 
himself in the hands of Rose, who treated him as a real hus- 
band. Mignon simply remained madame’s major-domo. In- 
stalled as master, the journalist used to lie to Rose, and, when- 
ever he deceived her, had to take all sorts of precautions, .full of 
the scruples of a good spouse desirous of at length settling down 
Nana’s triumph was to hook him and to devour a newspaper 
he had started with the money of one of his° friends. She did 
not openly go about with him. She took a delight, on the 
contrary, in treating him as a gentleman who must conceal his 
movements; and whenever she spoke of Rose, she would say 
“that poor Rose” The newspaper supplied her with flowers 
for a couple of months. She had subscribers in the country. 
She took everything, from the leading article to the theatrical 
notes. Then, after wearing out the editors, dislocaUng the 
management, she satisfied one of her big caprices — a winter 
garden in a corner of her mansion— -which carried off the print- 
ing establishment. , 
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It was merely by way of amusement, however. When Mig- 
non, delighted with what was taking place, hastened to see if 
he could not fix Fauchery on her for good, she asked him if he 
was poking fun at her — a fellow without a sou, living on his 
articles and his plays; not if she knew it^ Such stupidity was 
only worthy of a woman of talent like that poor Rose, and, full 
of mistrust, fearing some underhand dealing on Mignon’s part, 
who was quite capable of denouncing them to his wife, she dis- 
missed Fauchery, who for some time had only been paying her 
m advertisements. 

But she remembered him with pleasure; they had amused 
themselves so much together with that idiot La Faloise. They 
would never perhaps have thought of being together again, if 
the pleasure of humbugging such a fool had not excited them 
It seemed to them so funny They would embrace each other 
under his nose, they lived the merriest possible life at his ex- 
pense, they would send him on some errand to the other end 
of Paris, whenever they wanted to be alone together; then, when 
he returned, they would make jokes and allusions that he was 
unable to understand One day, incited by the journalist, she 
bet that she would give La Faloise a slap in the face; that very 
evening she did so, then continued to beat him, finding it 
amusing, and delighted at being able to show what cowards 
men were. She called him her slapping machine, told him to 
come up and receive his slaps, slaps which made hei hand quite 
red, because she was not yet accustomed to the exercise. La 
Faloise laughed m his idiotic way, with his eyes full of tears 
This familiarity delighted him; he thought it grand. 

“You don’t know,” said he one night, very excited after re- 
ceiving a shower of blows, “you ought to marry me. Eh I 
shouldn’t we make a jolly couple?” 

It was not an empty remark. He had slyly projected this 
marriage, seized with a mania for astonishing Pans. Nana’s 
husband — eh I what an effect' A rather grand apotheosis! But 
Nana snuffed him out m fine style. 

“I marry you' Well! if I’d been worried with any such idea 
I could long ago have found a husband' And a man who 
would be worth twenty such as you, my little fellow. I have 
received no end of proposals. Come reckon them up with me. 
Philippe, George, Foucarmont, Steiner, there’s four, without 
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counting the others whom you don’t know. They all sing 
the same chorus I can’t be nice with them without they at 
once start off singing ‘Will you marry me? will you marry 
me?”’ She was becoming excited. Then she burst out in- 
dignantly, “Weill no, I won’tl Was I ever made for such a life 
as that? Look at me I should no longer be Nana if I saddled 
myself with a husband. And, besides, it’s too disgusting ” 

And she spat on the ground, she hiccoughed with disgust, as 
though she saw all the filth of the earth spreading beneath her. 

One night La Faloise disappeared A week later it was stated 
that he was in the country with his uncle, who had a mama 
for botanising; he mounted his specimens, and stood a chance 
of marrying a cousin who was very ugly and extremely devout 
Nana did not weep for him much. She merely said to the 
count. 

“Well, my little muffi that’s another rival the less You’re in 
high feather to-day. But he was becoming serious; he wanted 
to marry me.’’ 

As he turned pale, she laughingly put her arms round his 
neck, thrusting each of her cruelties into him with a caress 

“And It’s that which bothers you, isn’t it? You can’t marry 
Nana. Whilst they’re all trying to get me to marry them, you’re 
chafing all alone m your corner It’s not possible, you must 
wait till your wife croaks Ah I if your wife was to croak, 
wouldn’t you just hasten to me — wouldn’t you just throw your- 
self at my feet and offer me everything, all the usual style, with 
sighs, and tears, and protestations? Eh, dailmgl it would be 
so nice I’’ 

Her voice had become soft, she fooled him with an air of 
ferocious cajolery He, deeply moved, blushed as he returned 
her embraces. Then she cried, 

“Damn it all I to think that I guessed light! He has thought 
of It, he’s waiting till his wife croaks. Ah, well I this is too 
much — he’s a bigger scamp than the others I” 

Muffat had accepted the others Now he made it a last point 
of dignity to remain the “master” with the servants and the 
frequenters of the house — the man who, giving the most, was 
the official lover. And hiS passion became madder than ever. 
He kept his place by paying, buying even smiles at fabulous 
orices, often robbed and never receiving his money’s worth; 
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but It was like a disease that was devouring him, he could not 
help suffering from it. When he entered Nana’s bedroom, 
he contented himself with opening the windows for a minute, 
so as to get nd of the odours left by the others — the effluvia of 
both dark and fair, the cigar smoke, the staleness of which 
nearly suffocated him The room was becoming a public 
square, boots of all kinds weie continually being wiped on the 
threshold, and not one was arrested by that bloody mark which 
barred the entry. Zoe was greatly worried by that stain, merely 
a tidy girl’s mania She was annoyed at always seeing it there, 
her eyes were attracted to it in spite of herself. She never 
entered madame’s room without saying, 

“It’s funny it doesn’t go away, yet a great many people come 
here.” 

Nana, who had been receiving better news of George, then 
in a state of convalescence at Les Fondettes with his mother, 
each time made the same reply: 

“Ah, welU you must give it time. It’s gradually becoming 
paler beneath the footsteps” 

And, indeed each one of the gentlemen — Foucarmont, 
Steiner, La Faloise, Fauchery, and the others — had earned away 
a little of the stain on the soles of their boots And Muffat, 
who was worried as much as Zoe by the mark of blood, studied 
It in spite of himself, to read, as it were, in its rosier and rosier 
effacement, the number of men who passed there. He had a 
secret dread of it, always stepping over it through a sudden 
fear of crushing something hving — a naked limb lying on the 
floor. 

Then in that room an unconquerable feeling intoxicated him. 
He forgot all — the mob of other men who passed through it, 
the mourning that barred the door. Outside, at times, in the 
open air of the street, he would shed tears of shame and in- 
dignation, and swear never to return there, and the moment 
he had passed the threshold, he was recaptured. He felt 
his will give away in the warmth of the apartment; his flesh 
penetrated with a perfume, overpowered by a voluptuous desire 
of annihilation He, devout and used to the rapturous feelings 
enkindled by the contemplation of gorgeous shrines, experienced 
exactly the same sensations of a believer, as when, kneeling in 
some church, he became entranced by the sounds of the organ 
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and the perfume of the incense The woman ruled him with 
the jealous despotism of a god of anger, tenifymg him, giving 
him seconds of joy, acute as spasms, foi hours of fiightful tor- 
ments, of visions of hell and everlasting damnation It was 
always the same stuttenngs, the same prayers, and the same 
despondencies, especially the same humilities of an accursed 
creature crushed beneath the mud of his origin. The desires 
of his flesh, the requirements of his soul, mingled and seemed 
to rise from the obscure depths of his being, like a single blos- 
som of the tree of life Hp abandoned himself to the power 
of love and faith, whose double lever animates the world. And 
always, m spite of the struggles of his leason, Nana’s room 
filled him with madness He shiveiingly succumbed to the all- 
powei fulness of her sex, the same as he felt lost before the 
vast unknown of heaven. 

Then when she found him so humble, Nana’s triumph be- 
came tyrannical. She instinctively had a rage for debasing 
everything, It was not sufficient for her to destroy things, she 
polluted them Her delicate hands lelt abominable traces be- 
hind them; they decomposed by their mere touch all that they 
had broken. And he, idiot that he was, lent himself to this 
sport, With the vague remembiance of saints devoured by lice, 
and who eat what they had voided. When she had him in her 
room, with the doors fastened, she would feast herself with 
the sight of man’s infamy. At first it was merely fun. She 
would give him little slaps and make him do comical things, 
such as lisping like a child, repeating ends of sentences. • 

“Say it like me, ‘And dash it alb Coco doesn’t carel” 

He would be obedient even to imitating her accent. 

“And dash it alb Coco doesn’t care'” 

Or she would do the woolly bear, on all four on the fur rugs, 
in her chemise, and turning round and round and grunting, as 
though she meant to eat him up; and she would even bite his 
calves, just fof fun. The she would get up and say, 

“Now It’s your turn. I bet you won’t do the woolly bear 
as well as me.” 

It was charming. She amused him as a bear, with her white 
skin and her golden mane. He laughed, he also went on all 
fours, he grunted and bit her calves, whilst she hopped about, 
pretending to be greatly frightened. 
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“Aren’t we stupid, eh?” she would end by saying. “You’ve 
no idea how ugly you look, my dear! Ah, well I if they could 
only see you now, at the Tuileries'” 

But these little games soon took an ugly turn. It wasn’t 
through cruelty on her part, for she still remained a good- 
natured girl, It was like a breath of madness, which passed and 
increased little by little in the closed room. A lewdness seemed 
to possess them, and inspire them with the delirious imagina- 
tions of the flesh. The old devout frights of their night of 
wakefulness had now turned into a thirst for bestiality, a mania 
for going on all fours, for grunting and biting. Then one day, 
as she was doing the woolly bear, she pushed him so roughly 
that he fell against a piece of furniture; and she broke out into 
an involuntary laugh as she saw a bump on his forehead. From 
that time, having already acquired a taste for it by her experi- 
ment on LaFaloise, she treated him* as an animal, goaded him 
and pursued him with kicks. 

“Gee up' gee up' you’re the horse. Haw, gee' dirty jade' 
move along quicker than that'” 

At other times he was a dog. She would throw her scented 
handkerchief to the other end of the room, and he had to go 
and pick it up with his teeth, crawling along on his hands and 
knees. 

“Fetch It, Caesar! I’ll give you the stick if you’re not quick' 
Good dog, Caesar' pretty, obedient fellow! Now, beg!” 

And he delighted in his baseness, and relished the enjoyment 
of being a brute. He aspired at falling still lower — he would 
cry out, . 

“Hit harder' Bow wow' I’m mad, hit awayl” 

She was seized with a caprice. She insisted on his coming one 
evening arrayed in his gorgeous chamberlain’s costume Then 
she laughed and ridiculed him when she had him in his court 
dress, with the sword, and the hat, and the white breeches, and 
the scarlet cloth dress coat bedizened with gold, and the sym- 
bolical key hanging over the left-hand tail. This key especially 
amused her, and filled her with a mad fancy for filthy explana- 
uons. Always laughing, and carried away by a disrespect for 
greatness, and by the delight of vihfying it beneath the official 
pomp of that costume, she shook him and pinched him, and 
kept exclaiming, “Eh! get along, you chamberlainl” ending by 
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accompaaying her words with kicks behind; and she heartily 
meant those lacks for the Tuilenes, ior the majesty of the im- 
perial court, throning herself on high, over the fear and the pros- 
tration of all That was what she thought of society' It was her 
revenge— an unconscious family grudge, bequeathed with the 
blood. Then, the chamberlain having undressed, his coat spiead 
out on the floor, she cried to him to jump, and he jumped, 
she cried to him to spit, and he spat; she cried to him to Walk 
ovei the gold, over the eagles, over the decorations, and he 
walked. Slap' bang' there was nothing lei t— all had collapsed 
She demolished a chamberlain as easily as she broke a scent- 
bottle or a comfit-box, and she turned him into a lump of filth 
— a heap ofj mud at a street corner 
The goldsmiths, however, had not kept their word. The bed- 
stead was not delivered until towards the middle of January. 
Muffat at the time was irl Normandy, where he had gone to 
sell a last remnant of the wreck. He was not expected back 
until two days later, but, having settled his business, he hastened 
his return, and without even calling at the Rue Miromesnil, he 
went to the Avenue de Villiers Ten o’clock was striking As 
he had the key of a little door opening on to the Rue Cardinet, 
he entered without being noticed. Upstairs, in the parlour, Zoi 
who was dusting some bronzes, was struck with amazement, 
and, not knowing how to detain him, began telling him a long 
story about M, Venot, who, in a most agitated state of mind, 
had been seeking him since the day before; that he had already 
called there twice, and implored her to send the count at once 
to him if he came to madarae’s first. Muffat listened to her 
without understanding anything of the rigmarole, then he no- 
ticed her confusion, and seized suddenly with a jealous rage, 
of which he no longer thought himself capable, he rushed 
against the door of the bedroom, from whence issued sounds 
of laughter The door gave way and flew open, whilst Zoe 
retired shrugging her shoulders. So much the worse' As mad- 
ame was going mad, madame must get out of the mess by 
herself, 

And MuSat, on the threshold, uttered a cry at the sight 
before him. 

“My God! my God'” 

The newly decorated room was resplendent in its regal lux- 
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ury. Sliver buttons strewed the tea rose velvet hangings with 
shining stars It was the rosy colour of flesh which illuminates 
the sky on fine nights, when Venus sparkles at the horizon on 
the light background of the expiring day; whilst the cords of 
gold hanging down at the corners, the gold lace framing the 
panels, were like bright flames, or loose switches of red hair, 
half covering the great nudity of the room, the voluptuous pale- 
ness of which they punched. Then, opposite, was the gold and 
silver bedstead, which shone with the new brightness of its 
chasings — a throne large enough for Nana to stretch the royalty 
of her naked limbs — an altar of a Byzantine richness, worthy 
of the all-powerfulness of her sex, and on which at this very 
moment she displayed it, uncovered, and in the religious im- 
modesty of a dreaded idol. And, near her, beneath the snowy 
reflection of her bosom, in the midst of her goddess-like tri- 
umph, sprawled a shameful and decrepit object, a comical and 
lamentable rum, the Marquis de Chouard in his night-shirt. 
The count joined his hands. Seized with a great fit of trem- 
bling, he repeated, “My God! my God I” 

It was for the Marquis de Chouard that the golden roses of 
the boat flowered — bunches of golden roses blooming amidst 
the golden foliage, it was for him that the cupids, dancing in 
a circle against the silver trellis, leant forward with a laugh 
of amourous saliciness; and it was for him that the faun at his 
feet uncovered the sleeping nymph, wearied with voluptuous- 
ness— that figure of Night, copied from Nana’s celebrated 
nudity, even to the too amply developed thighs, which would 
cause everyone to recognise her. Thrown there like a piece of 
human rubbish, corrupt and shattered by sixty years of de- 
bauchery, the marquis appeared as a corner of a charnel-house, 
surrounded by the glory of the woman’s dazzling flesh. When 
he saw the door open he raised himself up, seized with the 
fright of a paralytic old man This last night of licentiousness 
had smitten him with imbecility, he had fallen into his second 
childhood; and, no longer able to find his words — ^half para- 
lysed, stuttering, shivering— he remained in an attitude of flight, 
his night-shirt rucked up over his skeleton of a body, one leg 
outside the clothes— a poor, livid leg covered with grey hairs. 
Nana, m spite of her annoyance, could not help laughing. 

“Lie down— get under the clothes,” said she, pushing him 
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back and covering him with the sheet, like some hit of dirt one 
does not wish to be seen 

And she ran to close the door. She had really no luck with 
her little niuffl — he was always putting m an appearance at an 
awkward moment. And why, too, did he go off to seek for 
money in Normandy? The old fellow had brought her four 
thousand francs, and she had let him have his way. She pushed 
the door to again, and cried, 

“So much the woisel it’s all your fault. That’s not the way 
to enter a room' There, that’ll do Good-bye I” 

Muffat stood in front of that closed door, utterly crushed by 
what he had }ust seen. His fit of trembling increased — a trem- 
bling which ascended from his legs to his chest and to his head. 
Then, like a tree caught in the hurricane, he staggered and fell 
on his knees, cracking in all his limbs; and, despairingly hold- 
ing out his hands, he muttered, 

“It IS too much Oh, God I it is too much I’’ 

He had accepted everything, but he could no longer bear it. 
He felt himself without strength, in that darkness where man 
succumbs with his reason. With an extraordinary outburst, 
holding high his joined hands, he sought Heaven, he called on 
God. 

“Oh, nol I will notl OhI come to me, my GodI help me, or 
rather let me die! Oh, noi not that man, my GodI it is ended — 
take me, carry me ofl, that I may no longer see. that I may 
no longer feel. Oh I I belong to Thee, my God I Our Father 
which art in Heaven—” 

And he continued, burning with faith, and an ardent prayer 
came from his lips. But someone touched him on the shoulder 
He raised his eyes: it was M. Venot, surprised at finding him 
praying before that closed door. Then, as though God Himself 
had replied to his appeal, he threw himself into the little old 
man’s arms. At last he could weep; he sobbed, and kept re- 
peating, 

“My brother, my brother—” 

All his suffering humanity found relief in this cry. He bathed 
M. Vcnot’s face with his tears, he kissed him, uttering discon- 
nected sentences. 

“Oh, my brother, how I suffer! You alone are left to me, my 
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brother. Take me away forever, ohi for mercy’s sake, take me 
away ” 

Then M. Venot pressed him to his bosom. He called him his 
brother also. But he had another blow to deal him Since the 
previous day he had been seeking him to tell him that Countess 
Sabine had crowned her tollies by eloping with a young man 
employed at a large linen-draper’s — a tnghtlul scandal, of which 
all Pans was already gossiping. Seeing him under the influence 
of such a religious exaltation, he thought the moment a favour- 
able one, and told him at once what had occurred, that flatly 
tragical end m which his house was foundering The count was 
not affected in the least; his wife had gone off, that was nothing 
to him, he would see about it later on. And, again giving way 
to his anguish, looking at the door, the walls, the ceiling, in a 
terrified manner, he could do no more than utter these im- 
ploring words. 

“Take me away, I can bear it no longer; take me away.” 

M. Venot took him off like a child From that time he was 
his entirely Muffat once more returned to the strict duties of 
religion His life was blasted. He had resigned his chamber- 
lam’s office in accoi dance with the desire of the oflended mod- 
esty of the Tuileries, His daughter Estelle had commenced an 
action against him to recover a sum of sixty thousand francs 
left her by an aunt, and which she ought to have received at 
the time of her marriage Ruined, and living very moderately 
with the remnants of his great fortune, he allowed himself 
to be finished little by little by the countess, who devoured 
the leavings Nana had disdained Sabine, corrupted by that 
woman’s promiscuousness, incited to extremes, became the final 
sapper, the very canker of the home. After various adventures 
she had returned, and he had taken her back in the resignation 
of Christian pardon. She accompanied him like his living 
shame. But he, becoming more and more indifferent, ended by 
no longer suffering irom such things. Heaven had rescued him 
from the arms of woman to place him again m the very arms 
of God. It was a religious prolongation of Nana’s voluptuous 
pleasures, with the stuttermgs, the prayers, and the despond- 
encies — the humilities of an accursed creature crushed beneath 
the mud of his origin In the dark corners of churches, his knees 
chilled by the cold stones, he found again his enjoyments of 
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former days, the spasms of his muscles and the delicious per- 
tuibations of his intelligence, m the same atonement of the 
obscure requirements of his being 

The night of the rupture Mignon called at the Avenue de 
Villiers. He had got accustomed to Fauchery, he had ended by 
discovering a thousand advantages in the presence of a husband 
at his wife’s. He left to him all the little cares of the home, 
relied on him for an active supervision, and used the money 
that came from his dramatic successes for the daily expenses of 
the household; and as, on the other hand, Fauchery behaved 
very reasonably — never indulging m any iidiculous jealousy, 
but being as accommodating as Mignon himself with regard 
to the opportunities Rose had— the two men got on togethei 
better than ever, delighted with their association, so fertile in 
every kind of happiness, and each one making his nest beside 
the other, in a home where neither of them any longer stood 
on ceremony. It was regulated, it worked very well, they rivaled 
each other in their exertions for the common felicity. It just 
happened that Mignon had called, by Fauchery’s advice, to see 
if he could not entice away Nana’s maid, whose wonderful intel- 
hgence the journalist had fully appreciated. Rose was m great 
distress For a month past she had had to put up with inexperi- 
enced girls, who caused her continual fembarrassments. 

As Zoe admitted him, he pushed her at once into the dining- 
room. At the first word she smiled. It was impossible. She was 
leaving madame, she was about to set up in business on her 
own account; and she added, with an air of discreet vanity, that 
every day she was receiving proposals — all the ladies wanted 
her. Madame Blanche had offered her a bridge of gold to get 
her back. Zo^ was going to acquire old Tncon’s business, an 
old project which she had nursed for a long while, an ambition 
to realise a fortune, m which she was about to invest her sav- 
ings. She was full of great ideas. She dreamed of enlarging the 
concern, of taking a mansion, and collecting in it every pleas- 
ure. It was for this that she had even tried to get hold of Satin, 
a little blockhead who was now dying in the hospital, she had 
so ruined her health. 

Mignon having persisted in his oSer, mentioning the risks 
one runs in business, Zoe, without explaining herself as to the 
nature of her projected establishment, contented herself with 



saying, with a self-satisfied smile, just as though she had taken 
a confectioner’s shop, 

“Oh I affairs of luxury always succeed. You see I have been 
so long with the others that now I wish the others to be with 
me. 

And a ferocious feeling made her curl her hp She would at 
last be “madame ” She would have at her feet, for the sum of 
a few louis, those women whose slops she had been emptying 
for fifteen years past. 

Mignon wished to see Nana, and Zoe left him tor a minute, 
after saying that madame had passed a very unpleasant day. 
He had only called there once, he did not know the house at 
all. The dining-room, with it Gobelin tapestry, its sideboard, 
and Its silver plate, amazed him. He familiarly opened the 
'doors, and visited the drawing-room and the winter garden, 
and then returned to the hall, and this excessive luxury — the 
gilded furnituie, the silks, and the velvets — filled him little by 
little with an admiration which caused his heart to bump When 
Zo6 came downstairs to fetch him, she offered to show him the 
other rooms — the bedroom, the dressing-room. Then, in the 
bedroom, Mignon’s heart almost burst He was excited to the 
highest point of enthusiasm. That confounded Nana astounded 
him, he who was not easily surprised at anything In the midst 
of the downfall of the establishment, of the waste and the mas- 
sacring gallop of the servants, thcie was a pile of riches which 
stopped up the holes and covered the rums. 

And Mignon, m the face of that magisterial monument, re- 
called many great works he had seen. Near Marseilles he had 
been shown an aqueduct, the stone arches of which ^panned 
an abyss — a Cyclopean work which had cost millions and ten 
years of struggle At Cherbourg he had seen the new harbour 
in course of construction — a gigantic undertaking, hundreds of 
men sweating m the sunshine, machines filling the sea with 
huge masses of rock, erecting a wall where at times workmen 
were squashed to a bloody pulp. But all that seemed small to 
him now. Nana exalted him far more; and m contemplating 
her work, he experienced once again that sensation of respect 
experienced by him one night at an entertainment m a chateau 
which a sugar refiner had had built — a palace the royal splen- 
dour of which had been paid for by one single thing, sugar. 
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She had paid with something different, a bit of fun at which 
one laughed— a little of her delicate nudity. It was with this 
shameful and yet so mighty a nothing, the power of which 
excited the world, that all alone, without workmen, without 
machinery invented by engineers, she had shaken Pans and 
built up that fortune beneath which dead bodies were slum- 
bering. 

“Ah I damn it alU what a tool'” exclaimed Mignoii enrap- 
tured, and with a return of personal gratitude. 

Nana little by little had become very sorrowful. At first the 
meeting of the marquis and the count had thrown her into a 
nervous fever, accompanied by a slight touch of gaiety. Then, 
the thought of the old fellow who had gone off in a cab, half 
dead, and of her poor muff whom she would never see again, 
after having so often vexed him, brought about the beginning 
of a sentimental melancholy After this she had got quite angry 
on hearing of Satin’s illness The girl had disappeared a fort- 
night before, and was now gradually dying at the Lariboisiwe 
Hospital, Madame Robert having put her into such a frightful 
state As she was ordering the carnage to go and see the little 
baggage once more, Zoe had quiedy given her a week’s notice 
to leave. That threw her into despaii . It seemed as though she 
was losing one of her family, and she implored Zoe to remain. 
The latter, highly flattered by madame’s grief, ended by kissing 
her, to show that there was no ill-feeling at parting She was 
obliged to go; the heart was silent when business was m ques- 
tion. But that was a day of wornes. Nana, thoroughly disgusted, 
no longer thinking of going out, was wandering about her 
■ parlour,^ when Labordette, who had come to tell her of some 
magnificent lace to be had at a bargain, mentioned between 
two other phrases about nothing at all that George was dead. 
She turned icy cold. 

“Zizil dead!” she cried. 

And her glance, by an involuntary movement, sought the 
pink stain on the carpet. But it had vanished at last; the foot- 
steps had worn it away. Labordette, however, gave her some 
particulars. One did not know exactly how it had happened: 
some talked of a wound having opened, others told the story 
of a suicide — a plunge into one of the fountains at Les Fon- 
dettes. Nana kept repeating, 
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“Dead! dead!” 

Then she burst into sobs, and relieved her feelings pent up 
since the morning. It was an infinite sadness — something pro- 
found and immense which overwhelmed her, Labordette having 
tried to console her about George, she waved her hand to make 
him desist, and said in broken tones, 

“It’s not only he, it’s all, it’s everything. I’m very unhappy. 
Oh! I know' they’ll again say that I’m an abominable woman. 
That mother who is weeping there, and that poor man who 
was moaning this morning at my door, and the others who 
are all ruined, after having squandered their sous with me. 
That’s right, give it to Nana, give it to the beast! Oh I I've a 
broad back, I can hear them as though I was there. That dirty 
strumpet who entices everyone; who clears out some, and kills 
the others, who causes pain to no end of people — ” 

She was forced to interrupt herself; suffocated by her tears, 
she had fallen in her anguish across a sofa, with her head buried 
in a cushion. The misfortunes she felt around her, those miseries 
that she had caused, enveloped her in a warm and continuous 
flow of sensibility; and her voice became lost in the plaintive 
accents of a little girl 

“Ohf I suffer — oh I I suffer 1 cannot, it’s stifling me. It’s too 
hard not to be understood, to see everyone put themselves 
against you, because they’re the strongest Yet, when one has 
nothing to reproach oneself with, when one has a free con- 
science — ^well, no’ well, no — 

Her anger changed to indignation She got up, wiped her 
eyes, and paced agitatedly about the room. 

“Well, no! they may say what they like, it isn’t my fault! 
Am I cruel? I give all I have — wouldn’t hurt a fly. It’s they; 
yes. It’s they’ I never wanted to be unpleasant to any of them. 
And they were always hanging about my skirts, and now they 
croak, or beg, and all preterid to be in despair.” 

Then, stopping in front of Labordette, and tapping him on 
the shoulders, she continued, 

“Come now, you were there, speak the truth. Was It I who 
led them on? Weren’t there always a dozen exerting themselves 
to invent something more abominable than the others? They 
disgusted me’ I held myself aloof so as not to follow m their 
wake, I was afraid. Here’s an instance — they all wanted to 



394 NANA 

marry me. A nice ideal Eh' yes, my dear fellow, I might have 
been twenty times a baroness or a countess if I had consented. 
Weill I refused, because I was reasonable Ahl I preserved them 
from many detestable actions and many crimes I They would 
have stolen, murdered, killed father and mother I had but to 
say a word, and I didn’t say it To-day, you see my reward. 
It’s like that Daguenet whom I got married— a half-starved 
wietch whose position I made, after keeping him for nothing 
for weeks together Yesterday, I met him, he turned away his 
head Well I go to the devil, pigl I’m not so foul as you are!” 

She was walking about again; she violently banged her fist 
down on a small round table. 

‘‘Damn it all I it’s not justi Society is badly constructed The 
women arc abused, when it’s the men who are entirely to blame, 
they expect such things Listen I I can tell you now — in all I’ve 
ever had to do with men, well 1 1 never had the least pleasure- 
no, not the least They always bored me, on my word of honour I 
So, I ask you now if there’s any fault of mine in all this? Ah, 
yes I they almost badgered me out of my life I Without them, 
my deal fellow, and what they’ve made me, I should be now 
in a convent praying, for I’ve always been religious. And, dash 
it, after all, if they have left their money and their skin, it’s 
their own iaultl I’ve nothing to do with itl” 

“Of course,” said Labordette, convinced. 

Zoe ushered in Mignon. Nana received him smiling; she had 
had r good cry, but now it was over He complimented her 
on her abode, still warmed with enthusiasm; but she soon let 
him sec that she had had enough of her mansion Now she 
was dreaming of something else — she would get rid of it all, 
one fine day. Then, as he mentioned as a pretext tor his visit 
a benefit performance to be given for old Bose, who was tied 
to his chair by an attack of paralysis, she expressed a great deal 
of sorrow, and took two boxes.' Zoe, however, having said that 
the carriage was waiting, she asked for her bonnet; and as she 
tied the strings, she related the story of poor Satin’s mishap, 
then added: 

“I’m off to the hospital. No one ever loved me as she did 
Ahl one is quite right in accusing men of having no hearts I 
Who knows? she’s perhaps dead already. All the same, I shall 
ask to see her. I must Idss her once more.” 
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Labordette and Mignon smiled. She was no longer sad, she 
smiled also, for those two did not count, they could under- 
stand And they both admiied her, in a thoughtful silence, as 
she finished buttoning her gloves. She alone stood erect, in the 
midst of the piled-up wealth of her mansion, with a crowd of 
men trampled beneath her feet. Like those antique monsters 
whose dreaded domain was covered with bones, she trod on 
skulls, and catastrophe surrounded her: Vandeuvres’s furious 
conflagration; the melancholy of Foucarmont', drowned in the 
China seas; the collapse of Steiner, now forced to live as an 
honest man, the satisfied imbecility of La Faloise, and the 
tragical downfall of the Muftats; and George’s white corpse 
watched over by Philippe, discharged fiom prison the day be- 
fore Fier work of ruin and death was accomplished, the fly 
had taken its flight from the filth of the slums, cairying with 
It the ferment of social decay, had poisoned those men merely 
by touching them. It was good, it was just; she had avenged 
her people, the rogues and the vagabonds from whom she 
sprang. And whilst in a halo her sex ascended and shone on 
hei scattered victims like a rising sun lighting up a field of 
carnage, she retained her unconsciousness of a superb beast, 
ignoiant of her work, always good-natured She remained big 
and plump, with beautiful health and unalloyed gaiety But all 
that no longer counted Her mansion seemed to her idiotic — it 
was so small, and full of a heap of furniture which was always 
in her way. A mere nothing, she only wanted to commence 
again She dreamed, too, of something better; and she went off 
in a gorgeous costume to kiss Satin a last time — clean, solid, 
looking quite new, as though she had never been m use. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

Nana abruptly disappeared — ^another plunge, a wild prank, a 
flight into strange lands. Before her departure she procured 
herself the emotion of a sale by auction, sweeping everything 
off—the mansion, the furniture, the jewellery, and even 'the 
dresses and the linen. Figures were quoted. The five days pro- 
duced more than six hundred thousand francs. For a last time 
Paris had seen her in a taiiy piece, “h'lelusine,” at the Gaiety 
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Theatre, that Bordenave had audaciously taken without a sou 
She was there with Prulliere and Fontan. Her part was a dumb 
one, all show, but a real hit — three plastic postures of a powerful 
and silent fairy Then in the midst of this great success, when 
Bordenave, advertising-mad, was coveiing Pans wnth colossal 
posters, It was stated one fine morning that the night before 
she had left for Cairo — a simple discussion with hei manager, 
a word that had not pleased her, the caprice of a woman too 
rich to allow herself to be annoyed Besides, it was a fad of 
hers For a long time past she had longed to go and see the 
Turks. 

Months passed by. She was forgotten. Whenever her name 
was mentioned amongst her friends, the strangest stories circu- 
lated. Each gave contrary and prodigious information She had 
captivated the viceroy; she reigned in the innermost recesses of 
a palace, over two hundred slaves, whose heads she cut off to 
make her laugh. Not at all. She had ruined herself with a big 
Negro— a filthy infatuation which had left her without a che- 
mise, in the midst of the crapulous debauchery of Cairo. A 
fortnight later there was universal astonishment, Some one 
swore he had met her in Russia A legend gradually developed 

She was the mistress of a prince, her diamonds were talked 
about. All the women were soon acquainted with them, through 
the descriptions that were current, without any one being able 
to give their source — rings, bracelets, earrings, a diamond neck- 
lace as broad as two fingers, and a queenly diadem surmounted 
by a central brilliant as big as one’s thumb. In the unknown 
of these far-off lands, she assumed the mysterious radiance of 
an idol covered with precious stones. Now, she was only men- 
tioned gravely, with the pensive respect foi that fortune made 
amongst the barbarians. 

One July evening towards eight o’clock, Lucy, who was driv- 
ing down the Rue du Faubourg-Samt-Honore, caught sight of 
Caroline Hequet, who had gone out on foot to give an order 
to a tradesman of the neighbourhood. She called to her, and at 
once said, 

“Have you dined? are you free? Oh, then, my dear! come 
with me. Nana has returned I” 

The other, on hearing this, at once got into the carriage, and 
Lucy continued. 
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“And you know, my dear, she is perhaps dead whilst we are 
talking ” 

“Dead' what an ideal” cried Caroline m amazement “And 
where? and of what?” 

“At the Grand Hotel, of the small-pox— ohi quite a storyl” 

Lucy had told her coachman to drive quick So, as the horses 
rapidly trotted along the Rue Royale and the Bouletaids, she 
related the story of Nana’s adventure, m bioken sentences, and 
without once taking breath. 

“You can’t imagine, Nana arrives from Russia, I foiget why 
—a row with her prince She leaves hei luggage at the station 
and goes off to her aunt You lecollect that old woman ^ Good I 
She finds her baby ill with the small-pox. The baby dies on the 
morrow, and she has a row with the aunt about the money 
she ought to have sent, and which the other had never seen a 
sou of It seems the child died of that — in short, the child was 
not well fed or looked after. Very well, Nana goes off, puls up 
at a hotel, then meets Mignon, just as she was thinking of fetch- 
ing her luggage. She becomes very peculiar, she has the shivers, 
wants to be sick, and Mignon takes her to her room, promising 
to look after her affaiis Eh I isn’t it funny, isn’t it stiange? But 
here’s the best part. Rose hears of Nana's illness, is indignant 
at learning that she’s all alone in an out-of-the-way place, and 
weepmgly hastens to nurse her. You recollect how they detested 
each other.? a couple of tunes! Well' my dear, Rose had Nana 
removed to the Grand Hotel, so that she might at least die m 
a swell place, and she’s already passed three nights with her, 
and may very likely die of it afterwards. It’s Labordette who 
told me all this, so I wanted to see — ” 

“Yes, yes,” interrupted Caroline, greatly excited. “We will 

go.” 

They had arrived. On the Boulevard the coachman had been 
obliged to pull up in the midst of a block of vehicles and foot 
passengers. During the day the Corps Legislatif had voted for 
a declaration of war. A crowd poured down from all the side 
streets and covered the footpaths and the roadway. At the Mad- 
eleine end the sun had set behind a blood-red cloud, the fiery 
reflection of which illuminated the tall windows. Twilight was 
coming on, a dull and melancholy hour with the daikemng 
avenues, which the gas-lamps had not yet lit up with their bright 
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specks. And ■amongst this mass of people on the maich distant 
voices became louder, pale faces sparkled with animated glances, 
whilst a deep breath of anguish and of spreading stupor turned 
all heads. 

“There’s Mignon,” said Lucy. “He will give us some news ” 

Mignon was standing under the vast portico of the Grand 
Hotel, with a nervous air about him as he watched the crowd 
At the first questions Lucy put to him, he flew into a passion, 
exclaiming, 

“I don’t knowl For the last two days I’ve not been able to 
get Rose away from up there. It’s idiotic for her to risk her 
skin like that! She’ll look nice, if she catches it, with scars all 
over her face^ It will suit us nicely.” 

The idea that Rose might lose her beauty exasperated him 
He would leave Nana just as she was, not understanding those 
silly devotions which women went in for But here Fauchery 
crossed the Boulevard, and when he had joined the others, he 
also anxiously asked for news, and then the two men tried to 
incite each other to go up They were most affectionate to one 
another now. 

“Always the same, little ’un,” observed Mignon. “You ought 
to go up and force her to come away.” 

“Really! You’re kind, you are!” said the journalist. “Why 
don’t you go up yourself?” 

Then, as Lucy inquired the number of the room, they both 
implored her to induce Rose to come down; otherwise it would 
end by their getting angry. Lucy and Caroline, however, did 
not go up at once. They had caught sight of Fontan strolling 
along with his hands in his pockets, highly amused by the 
different faces in the crowd. When he learnt that Nana was 
upstairs ill, he remarked with a great display of feeling, 

“Poor girP I will go and shake hands with her. What’s the 
matter with heri*” 

“Small-pox,” replied Mignon. 

The actor had already taken a step m the direction of the 
courtyard, but he retraced it, and with a shiver simply mur- 
mured, “Ah, the deuce I” 

It was no joke catching small-pox. Fontan had nearly had it 
when he was five years old. Mignon related the story of one of 
his nieces who had died of it. As for Fauchery, he could talk 
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ot It, tor he still bore the marks— three spots, which he showed 
to the others, close to his nose, and as Mignon pressed him 
again to go up, on the pretext that people never had it twice, 
he: violently disputed that theory He instanced cases, and called 
the doctors fools. But Lucy and Caroline, surprised at the vast 
increase of the crowd, interrupted them. 

“Look there! look there' What a mob of peO'ple'” 

The night was advancing, the lamps m the distance were 
being lighted one by one. One could, however, distinguish 
spectators at the windows; whilst undci the trees the human 
tide swelled every minute, in one long stream, from the Made- 
leine to the Bastille. The vehicles rolled slowly along. A kind 
of buzz arose from that compact mass, dumb as yet, assembled 
together in the idle desire of forming a crowd, stamping, and 
excited with the same fever. But a huge commotion caused 
the crowd to fall back In the midst of all the jostling, passing 
through the groups that made way for them, a band of men 
in caps and white blouses appealed, uttering this cry, to the 
time of hammers beating on the anvil, 

“To Berlin! to Berlin' to Berlin'"’ 

And the crowd looked on with a gloomy distrust, already 
attracted, nevertheless, and stined with visions of heroic deed;., 
the same as when a military band passes by. 

“Yes, yes; go and get your heads broken'” murmmed Mig- 
non, seized with a philosophic fit. 

But Fontan thought it very grand. He talked of enlisting. 
When the enemy was at the frontier all citizens ought to rise 
in arms to defend the fatherland, and he assumed a ppsture 
worthy of Bonaparte at Austeriitz. 

“Well, are you going up with us!*” asked Lucy of him. 

“Ah, no'” said he, “not to get ill'” 

On one of the seats in front of the Grand Hotel sat a man, 
hiding his face in his handkerchief. Fauchery, on arriving, had 
drawn Mignon’s attention to him with a wink So he was 
always there? Yes, he was always there; and the journalist 
stopped the two women to point him out to them. As he raised 
his head they recognised him, and uttered a slight exclamation. 
It was Count Mufiat, who glanced upwards at one of the win- 
dows. 

“You know he’s been there ever since this morning,” related^ 
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Mignon. “I saw him at six o’clock, he has scarcely moved since. 
At the first words Labordette uttered, he came and posted him- 
self there, with his handkerchief over his face. Every half hour 
he crawls as far as here, to inquire if the person upstairs' is 
better, and then returns to his seat. Welh you know, it’s not 
healthy, that room. One may love people without wishing to 
croak.” 

The count, with upturned eyes, did not appear to be aware 
of what was going on around him. No doubt he was ignorant 
of the declaration of war — ^he neither felt nor heard the crowd. 

“LookI” said Fauchery, “here he comes; now just watch 
him.” 

The count had indeed quitted his seat, and had entered under 
the lofty doorway; but the doorkeeper, who by this time had 
become accustomed to him, did not give him time to repeat 
his question. He said abruptly, 

“Sir, she died just a minute ago.” 

Nana dead! It was a blow for all of them. Muffat, without a 
word, returned to the seat, his face buried in his handkerchief. 
The others cried out, but their voices were abruptly drowned, 
as another crowd passed along yelling, 

“To Berlin I to Berlin I to Berlin!” 

_Nana deadl Was it possible? such a fine girh Mignon sighed 
with relief; Rose would at last come down. Theie ensued a 
coolness Fontan, who was longing for a tragic part, assumed 
an expression of grief, his mouth drawn down, his eyes turned 
up to the lids; whilst Fauchery, really affected in spite of 
his journalistic affectation of ridiculing everything, nervously 
charhped his cigar The two women, however, could not sup- 
press their exclamations. The last time that Lucy had seen her 
was at the Gaiety Theatre, Blanche also, in “Melusine.” Oh' 
she was grand, my dear, when she appeared in the midst of 
the crystal grotto' The gendemen recollected very well. Fon- 
tan played Prince Cocorio. And, their memories awakened, 
they launched forth into interminable details. Eh! m the crystal 
grotto, was she not just fine with her rich nature? She did not 
say a word; the authors had even struck out a cue, because it 
interfered. No, nothing at all, it was far grander; and she elec- 
trified the audience merely by showing herself. A form such 
as one will never see again — ^such shoulders, such legs and such 
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a waist' How queer that she should be dead' You know that 
over her tights she simply wore a golden sash round the hips, 
which was scarcely sufficient. Around her, the grotto, all in 
glass, sparkled; there were cascades of diamonds, and strings 
of pearls trickled down amongst the stalactites of the roof; and 
in that transparency, in that pellucid spring, intersected by a 
broad ray of electric light, she appeared like a sun, with her 
skin and her hair of fire. Pans would ever see her thus, beant' 
ing m the midst of the ciystal, poised in the air like a goddess. 
No, It was too stupid to allow oneself to die in such a position! 
Now, she must be a pretty sight up 'there' 

“And what pleasure wasted'” said Mignon in the melancholy 
voice of a man who does not like to see good and useful things 
cast away. 

He sounded Lucy and Caroline to know if they still had the 
intention of going upstairs Most certainly they were going up; 
their curiosity had increased. Just then Blanche arrived all out 
of breath, and exasperated with the crowd which blocked all 
the footpaths; and when she learnt the news, the exclamations 
recommenced The ladies moved towards the staircase, making 
a great noise with their skirts. Mignon followed them, calling 
out, 

“Tell Rose I’m waiting for her. At once, please.” 

“One doesn’t know for certain whether the contagion is most 
to be feared at the commencement or towards the end,” Fontan 
was explaining to Fauchery. “A house-surgeon I know even 
assured me that the hours which follow death are most espe- 
cially dangerous. Miasmata are expelled from the corpse. Ah' 
I regret this sudden end. I should have been so glad to have 
shaken her hand a last time.” 

“What good would it do now?” asked the journalist. 

“Yes, what good?” repeated the other two. 

The crowd continued to increase™ In the flood of light from 
the shops, beneath the dancing sheets of flaring gas, one could 
distinguish a sea of hats dnfting in a double current along the 
footpaths. At this time the fever was passing from one to an- 
other. People joined the bands in blouses; a continuous pushing 
swept the roadway; and the cry returned, issuing from every 
throat, jerky and obstinate, 

“To Berlin! to Berlin' to Berlin!” 
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Upstairs, on the fourth floor, the room cost twelve francs a 
day, Rose having desired something decent, without being lux- 
urious, however, for one does not want luxury when suffering. 
Hung m Louis XIII cretonne, with large flowers, the room 
contained the mahogany furniture peculiar to all hotels, and 
a red carpet sprinkled with black foliage. A heavy silence 
reigned there, broken only by a whisper, when voices resounded 
in the corridor. 

“I tell you we’ve lost our way. The waiter told us to turn 
to the right What a barrack I” 

“Wait a minute — let’s see. Room 401, room 401 — ” 

“Herel this way — 405, 403. This must be it. Ahl at last, 401! 
Come, hush I hushl” 

The voices ceased There was a slight coughing, then a mo- 
mentary pause, and the door opened slowly admitting Lucy, 
followed by Caroline and Blanche But they halted; there were 
already five women in the room. Gaga was stretched out in the 
only easy-chair — one m red velvet. Simone and Clarisse, stand- 
ing in front of the fi;re-place, weie conversing with Lea de 
Horn, seated on a chair, whilst before the bed, to the left of 
the door, Rose Mignon, leaning against the woodwork of the 
foot, was looking fixedly at the corpse, lost in the shadow of 
. the curtains All the others had their bonnets and gloves on, 
like ladies out visiting, she only had bare hands, and her hair 
in ^disorder, her fape pale with the fatigue of three nights of 
nursing. And there she stood, feeling stupid, with her features 
swollen from weeping, in the presence of that so sudden death. 
On the corner of the chest of drawers, a lamp with a shade 
lighted up Gaga with a bnliant flood of light. 

“Ah! what a misfortune I” murmured Lucy, as she squeezed 
Rose’s hand. “We wanted to bid her good-bye.” 

And she turned her head to catch a glimpse of Nana, but 
the lamp was too far off, aijd she did not like to move it nearer. 
On the bed a grey mass lay stretched out — one could only dis- 
tinguish the golden chignon, and a palish-looking spot which 
was probably the face. Lucy added: 

“I have never seen her since she was at the Gaiety Theatre, 
in the grotto.” 

Then Rose, shaking off her torpor, smiled and said, “Ah she 
is altered— she is altered!” 
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And she returned to hei ( nnicmplat'on, without a gesture, 
without a word Perhaps they would be able to look at her 
by-and-by, and the three w'omen joined the others in iront ot 
the fire-place Simone and Clarisse were talking, in an under- 
tone, about the deceased’s diamonds Now, did they really exist, 
those diamonds? No one had seen them, it was probably all 
bosh. But Lea de Horn knew someone who was acquainted 
with them, oh' some monstrous stonesi Besides, that wasn’t all, 
she had brought heaps of other riches from Russia— -embroi- 
dered stuffs, precious knick-knacks, a service of gold plate, and 
even furniture, yes, my dear, fifty-two articles, some enormous 
cases, sufficient to load three luggage vans It was all at the 
station Ah’ she had no luck, to die without even having time 
to unpack her things, and bear in mind that she had also some 
sous besides all these, something like a million. Lucy inquired 
who would inherit it all Some distant relatives, the aunt vciy 
likely. A fine windfall foi that old woman She knew nothing 
yet; the invalid obstinately refused to have her informed, bear- 
ing hei some ill-will for the death of her youngster Then they 
all pitied the little ‘fellow, as they recollected having seen him 
at the laces — a baby full of disease, and who looked so sad and 
so old; m short, one of those poor brats who never wanted to 
be born. 

“He IS far happier m his grave,’’ said Blanche. 

“Bahl and she also,” added Caroline. “Life isn’t so pleasant 
after all.” 

Gloomy ideas possessed them, m the severity of that chamber 
of death They were afraid, it was stupid to remain talking 
there so long; but a desire to see kept them rooted to the carpet 
It was very warm, the lamp-glass shone on the ceiling like a 
moon, in the damp shadow which filled the apartment. Under 
the bed a soup plate full of some disinfectant exhaled a most 
unsavoury odour. And now and again a slight breath of air 
swelled the curtains of the window, opened on to the Boule- 
vard, from whence arose a dull murmuring sound 

“Did she suffer much?” asked Lucy, w'ho had been absorbed 
in the group above the clock — ^the three Graces, naked, and 
smiling like opera dancers. Gaga appeared to wake up. 

“Ah’ yes, she did’ I was_there when she passed away I can 



404 NANA 

tell you that there is nothing beautiful in it. She was seized 
with a shivering fit — ” 

But she could not continue her explanation. A cry arose— 
“To Beflinl to Berlin^ to Berlin!” ^ 

And Lucy, who was stifling, opened her window wide, and 
leant out on the balustrade. There it was pleasant A delightful 
coolness came irom the starry sky On the opposite side of the 
way, windows were ablaze with light, whilst the reflections of 
the gas danced among the gilded letters of the signs. Then 
down the street it was very amusing One could see the currents 
of the crowd roll like a torrent along the footpaths and the 
roadway, in the midst of a block of vehicles and large moving 
shadows, among which the lights of the shops and of the street 
lamps sparkled But the band, that now approached with loud 
shouts, carried torches A ray of red light came from the direc- 
tion of the Madeleine, dividing the mob with a trail of fire, 
spreading afar over the heads like the reflection of a conflagra- 
tion. Lucy, forgetting where she was, called to Blanche and 
Caroline, exclaiming, 

“Come quick' You can see very well from here” 

All three leant out, greatly interested, The trees interfered 
with their view At times the torches disappeared beneath the 
foliage. They tiied to catch a glimpse of the gentlemen waiting 
below, but the projection of a balcony hid the hotel entrance, 
and they could only distinguish Count Muffat, still huddled up 
on the seat like a dark bundle, his face buried in his handker- 
chief. A carriage had stopped, and Lucy recognized Maria 
Blond, another one who was hastening there. She was not alone, 
a stout man got out after her. 

“Why, It’s that thief Steiner,” said Caroline. “What! hasn’t 
he been packed back to Cologne yet? I shall like to see how 
he looks when he comes in.” 

They turned round, but at the expiration of ten minutes, 
when Maria Blond appeared, after having twice mistaken the 
staircase, she was alone; and as Lucy questioned her with sur- 
prise, she exclaimed, 

“He! ah, my dear' you made a mistake if you thought he 
was coming up' It’s even wonderful for him that he came as 
far as the door with me. There’s about a dozen of rliem down- 
stairs, all smoking, cigars.” 
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la truth, all those gentlemen were there. Come for a stroll, 
]ust to see what was going on on the Boule\aids, they had 
met together, and launched forth exclamations on the poor 
girl’s death. Then they lapsed into politics and stiategy. Bor- 
denave, Daguenet, Labordette, Prulliere, and others had swelled 
the group; and they were listening to Fontan, who was explain- 
ing his plan of campaign for capturing Berlin m five days. 

However, Maria Blond, seized with compassion before the 
bed, was murmuring as the others had done, “Pooi dear^ the 
last time I saw her was at the Gaiety Theatre, in the grotto.” 

“Ah I she is altered — she is altered*” repeated Rose Mignon, 
with her smile of dull grief 

Two more women arrived. Tatan Nene and Louise Violaine. 
They had been wandering about the hotel for quite twenty 
minutes, sent from waiter to waiter. They had gone up and 
,down more than thirty flights of stairs, in the niidst of a host 
of travellers who were flying from Pans, in the panic caused 
by the declaration of war and the commotion on the Boule- 
vards So, immediately on entering the room they sank into 
some chairs, too fatigued to think of the deceased. Just then, 
a great noise was heard in the next apartment, there was a 
moving of trunks, a knocking about of furniture, mingled with 
a sound of voices uttering baibaious accents The room was 
occupied by a young Austrian couple. Gaga related that, during 
the death agony, the pan had played at running after each 
other, and as there was a door between the two rooms, one 
could hear them laughing and kissing, each time one of them 
was caught. 

“Well, I must be off,” said Clarisse. “We can’t bring her to 
life again. Are you coming, Simone?” 

They all glanced at the bed, without stirring. Yet they were 
getting ready to leave, they gently smoothed down their skirts. 
At the window Lucy was again leaning out, but alone. A sad- 
ness brought a lump to her throat, as though a profound melan- 
choly arose from that yelling mob beneath. Torches continued 
to pass, casting flakes of fire around; in. the distance the various 
bands, huddled together in the darkness, looked like flocks of 
sheep driven at night-time to the slaughter-house; and all that 
giddiness, those confused masses surging like the ocean, exhaled 
a terror, a great pity for coming massacres. They banished dull 
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care, their shouts burst out in the intoxication of their fever 
rushing against the unknown, far away in the distance, behind 
the dark boundary of the horizon, 

“To Berlinl to Berlin^ to Berlinl” 

Lucy turned round, her back against the balustrade of the 
window, and looking very pale, exclaimed, “Good heavens’ 
what will become of us?” 

The other women shook their heads They were very grave, 
and full of anxiety about what was happening. 

“I,” said Caroline Hequet in her sedate way; “I’m off to 
London the day after to-morrow. Mamma is already there pre- 
paring a house for me. I’m certainly not going to stop in Paris 
to be massacred.” 

Her mother, like a prudent woman, had invested all her 
money abroad One never knows how a war may end. But 
Maria Blond flew into a passion. She was patriotic, she talked,, 
of following the army. 

"There’s a runaway for you! Yes, if they would let me, I 
would dress up as a man and go and shoot those Prussian 
pigs’ And if we were all to croak, what next? A pretty thing 
our bodies are’” 

Blanche de Sivry was exasperated. 

“Don’t speak against the Prussians’ They are men like the 
others, and are not forever bothering women like your French- 
men, They’ve ]ust expelled the little Prussian who was with 
me — a fellow awfully rich and gentle as a lamb— incapable of 
hurting any one. It’s a disgrace; it’ll rum me. And, do you 
know, if I’m bothered too much. I’ll go and join him in Ger- 
many’” 

Then, whilst each had her say. Gaga murmured in a doleful 
voice, 

“It’s the end; I’ve no luck. Only a week ago, I paid the last 
instalment for my little house at JuvIsy. Ah’ heaven knows 
what trouble it cost me’ Lih had to help me. And now war’s 
declared The Prussians will come; they’ll burn everything. 
How can I commence all over again at my age?” 

“Of course,” added Simone. “It will be funny. Perhaps on 
the contrary, we shall do — 

And she completed her thought with a smile. Tatan Nene 
and Louise Violaine were of the same opinion. The first one 
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related that she had had sonae jolly times with soldiers— oh! 
delightful fellows who would do anything for a woman. But 
having raised their voices too high, Rose Mignon, still leaning 
against the woodwork at the foot of the hed, made them leave 
off with a gentle “hushi” They were startled, and glanced side- 
ways towards the corpse, as though that request for silence had 
issued from the very shadow of the curtains; and in the heavy 
quiet that prevailed — that quiet of nothingness in which they 
were conscious of the rigidity of the corpse stretched out near 
them — the shouts of the mob burst out again, 

“To Berlin I to Berlin I to Berlin I” 

But they soon forgot their fright. Lea de Horn, who had 
a political salon, where some of Louis-Philippe’s ex-ministers 
indulged in smart epigrams, resumed in a low voice, as she 
shrugged her shoulders, 

“What a mistake, this war* what awful stupidity'” 

Then Lucy at once defended the empire. She had been kept 
by one of the imperial princes; for her it was a family matter. 

“Nonsense, my dear; we couldn’t allow ourselves to be in- 
sulted any longer. This war is the honour of France. Oh' you 
know, I don’t say that because of the prince He was so stingy' 
Just fancy, every night he hid his louis in his boots, and when- 
ever we played at bezique he used beans, because one day I 
seized the stakes, just for a joke. But that doesn’t prevent my 
being just. The Emperor was in the right.” 

Lea wagged her head with an air of superiority, like a woman 
who repeats the opinions of eminent peisonages. And, raising 
her voice, she added: 

“It’s the end. They’re 'all mad at the Tuileries. France ought 
to have sent them to the right about yesterday rather than — ” 

The others violently interrupted her. She was cracked. What 
was the matter with her? What had the Emperor ever done to 
her? Wasn’t everyone happy? Wasn’t business in a flourishing 
state? Paris could never be livelier. Gaga flew into a passion, 
roused with indignation, 

“Shut up! It’s idiotic' you don’t know what you’re saying! 
I lived in Louis-Philippe’s time, an epoch of toast and water 
and sordidness, my dear. And then came ’48. Ah! a flne thing, 
a disgusting time, their Republic! After February I was actu- 
ally starving,! tell you' But if you had passed through all that| 
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you would fall on your knees before the Emperor, for he’s been 
our father, yes, our father ” 

They had to calm her. Then she resumed in a religious out- 
burst “O God' give the Emperor the victory. Preserve us the 
Empue'” 

All repeated the prayer. Blanche admitted that she burnt 
candles for the Emperor. Caroluie, full of a religious feeling, 
had for two months past gone everywhere that she was likely 
to come across him, without succeeding m attracting his notice. 
And the others broke out into furious tirades against the Re- 
publicans, talked of expelling them beyond the frontier, so that 
Napoleon III, after vanquishing the enemy, might reign peace- 
fully, in the midst of the universal ]oy. 

“That beast Bismarck — there’s a scoundrel for you'” observed 
Maria Blond. 

“To think that I once knew him'” cried Simone. “If I had 
only known, I would have put some poison in his glass.” 

But Blanche, still feeling aggrieved at the expulsion of her 
Prussian, dared to take Bismarck’s part, He wasn’t a bit wicked, 
Each one had his own duties. She added, 

“You know, he adores women.” 

“What’s that to us?” said Clansse. “You don’t think we want 
him, do you?” 

“There are always too many men like him,” gravely de- 
xlared Louise Violame. “We had better do without them alto- 
gether than have any acquaintance with such monsters.” 

^nd the discussion continued They pulled Bismarck to pieces, 
kach one gave him a kick in her Bonapartist zeal, whilst Tatan 
Nene said in a vexed manner, 

“Bismarck' How they used to tease me about him' Oh' I owe 
him a grudge. I had never heard of him, that Bismarck' One 
can’t know every one.” 

“All the same,” said Lea de Elorn conclusively, “that Bis- 
marck’s going to give us good hiding—” 

She was unable to continue. The other women all flew at her. 
Eh? what.?— a hiding? It was Bismarck who was going to be 
sent back home, with kicks behind. She had better shut up, she 
was unworthy to be a Frenchwoman' 

“Hush!” whispered Rose Mignon, feeling hurt at such a noise. 

The frigidity of the corpse again impressed them. They all 
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ceased talking, uneasy and bi ought anew face to face with death, 
with the secret dread of evil. On the Boulevard the cry passed, 
hoarse and rending. 

“To Berlin' to Berlin! to Berlin'” 

Then, just as they were making up their minds to leave, a 
voice called from the corridor. 

“Rose' Rose'” 

Gaga, surprised, opened the door and disappeared for a mo- 
ment Then, when she returned, she said, 

“My dear, it’s Fauchery who is there at the end of the pas- 
sage He won’t come any nearer. He is in an awful state be- 
cause you persist in lemaimng here with the body.” 

Mignon had succeeded ui inciting the journalist. Lucy, still 
at the window, leant out; and she caught sight of the gentlemen 
waiting on the pavement, looking up and making signs to her. 
Mignon, exasperated, was holding up his fists. Steiner, Fontan, 
Bordenave, and the others were opening their arms in an anx- 
ious and reproachful way; whilst Daguenet, so as not to com- 
promise himself, was quietly smoking his cigar, his hands be- 
hind his back. 

“I was forgetting, my dear,” said Lucy, leaving the window 
open. “I promised to make you go down. They’re all beckon- 
ing for us.” 

Rose moved away painfully from the foot of the bedstead. She 
murmured, “I will go down; I will go down. She no longer 
wants me now. We will send for a sister of charity.” 

And she looked about without being able to find her bonpet 
and shawl. She mechanically filled a basm with water at tne 
wash-stand and washed her hands and face, as she continued. 

“I don’t know how it is, but it’s been a great shock to me. We 
were not very nice to each other. Well' now I feel quite stupid. 
Oh' I’ve all sorts of ideas— a longing to die myself— the end of 
the world. Yes, I want some fresh air.” 

The dead body was beginnmg to fill the room with a fearful 
stench. There was quite a panic after such a long period of un- 
concern. 

“Let’s be offl let’s be off, my dears!” repeated Gaga. “It isn’t 
healthy.” 

They left the room quickly, throwing another glance towards 
the bed; but as Lucy, Blanche, and Carolifie wefe still there. . 
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Rose gave a last look round to see that all was tidy. She drew 
the curtain before the window Then she thought that the lamp 
was not proper, there ought to be a candle; and, after taking 
one of the brass candlesticks from the mantelpiece, she lit the 
candle, and placed it on the night-table beside the corpse A 
bright light suddenly illuminated the face of the deceased. It was 
horrible They shuddered, and hastened away. 

“Ah I she IS altered — she is altered I” murmured Rose Mignon, 
who was the last to leave the room. 

She went off and closed the door. Nana was left alone, her 
face turned upwards in the candle-light. It was a charnel-house, 
a mass of matter and blood, a shovelful of putrid flesh, thrown 
there on the cushion. The pustules had invaded the entire face, 
one touching the other, and, faded, sunk in, with the greyish 
aspect of mud, they already seemed like a mouldiness of the 
earth on that shapeless pulp, in which the features were no 
longer recognisable One of the eyes, the left one, had complete- 
ly disappeared amidst the eruption of the purulence; the other, 
half open, looked like a black and tainted hole. The nose still 
continued to suppurate. A reddish crust starting from one of the 
cheeks, invaded the mouth, which it distorted in an abominable 
laugh; and on this horrible and grotesque mask of nothingness, 
the hair, that beautiful hair, retaining its sun-like fire, fell in a 
stream of gold. Venus was decomposing It seemed as if the 
virus gathered by hei in the gutters, from the tolerated car- 
rion — that ferment with which she had poisoned a people — had 
ascended to her face and rotted it. 

The room was deserted. A strong breath of despair mounted 
from the Boulevard, and swelled the curtain. 

“To Berliul to Berlinl to Berhnl” 
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Nana is a case history of a courtesan. From the publication of 
L'Assommotf until his death, Zola’s enemies had painted him 
as the foulest of men. Material of such books as Nana was said 
to have been drawn from his own life. Such claims were mali- 
cious and inaccurate. Zola, himself the most moral of men, 
gleaned his detailed descriptions from correspondence and dili- 
gent research. He sought minute points such as the exact ap- 
pearance of the eyes, nose and mouth of one dead of small-pox; 
or the view from a certain hotel where he had never been. 

His passion for detail and his scientific interests did not sub- 
merge the novelist’s greatest attribute, his romanticism. With 
imagination the dominating factor, his talents were robust and 
of the people. In reality his writings were poetic, despite their 
crudity and heaviness. He was the author of several plays and 
essays. 

Zola took a prominent part in the defense of Captain Dreyfus, 
who had been falsely accused of offering to sell military secrets. 
Although the oSicer was found guilty and sent to Devil’s Island 
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„ «|fter Zo‘'’s death. Having convinced 

Rose gave a last Iouk 2 ola attacked the army and 

the curtain before the window. T* ^ ^ letter, ]’ accuse, in which he 
was not proper, there ought to tquences. These followed, and 
one of the brass candlesticks fron^^ it prudent to seek tempo- 
candle, and placed it on the mg 

bright light suddenly illuminated m Pans (1903), having 
the’ikes of a charcoal stove Zola was 
Ah shCj ]\/[Qntmartre, but after the acquittal and reinstatement 
who wasjyj-u^ m the army, his remains were removed at govern- 
ment expense to the Pantheon ^ 

In spite of a difficult and stormy life, Emile Zola’s place today 
IS unquestioned among the greatest of the world s writers. 
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